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'  K«,'  said  Master  Jacques,  '  the  IVolves  are  out.' 

Drawn  and  clclied  by  E.  Van  Muydcn. 
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VI  INTBODUCTORY   NOTE^ 

At  the  time  of  the  uprising  in  Paris  in  July,  1830, 
which  eventually  resulted  in  the  accession  of  the 
Due  d*  Orleans,  under  the  title  of  Louis  Philippe, 
Charles  X.  undertook  to  abdicate  in  favor  of  this 
young  Due  de  Bordeaux ;  but  this  step  was  taken 
too  late,  and  it  was  found  necessary  for  the  whole 
royal  family  to  leave  France.  They  embarked  at 
Cherbourg,  and  went  first  to  England,  whence  they 
subsequently  journeyed  to  Germany. 

"  The  shores  of  France  were  fast  fading  away  in 
the  distance,**  says  M.  de  Saint  Amand,  describing 
the  embarkation  at  Cherbourg.  ''  Sad,  but  resigned, 
Charles  X.  cast  one  parting  look  upon  that  dear 
land  which  Providence  decreed  that  he  was  never 
to  see  again. 

"  But  nothing  in  the  bearing  of  the  Duchesse  de 
Berry  denoted  the  slightest  feeling  of  discourage- 
ment She  wore  a  man's  hat,  and  there  was  an 
indefinable  expression  of  confidence  and  assurance 
on  her  features;  as  she  gazed  upon  the  indistinct 
line  on  the  horizon,  which  marked  the  coast  of 
France,  she  seemed  to  say :  — • 

"  *  I  will  come  again  1' " 

She  left  her  father-in-law  and  her  children  in 
Germany,  while  she  engaged  in  this  fruitless 
attempt  to  re-arouse  the  spirit  which  animated  the 
Vendeans  of  1793,  in  the  Vendeans  of  1832. 

The  proportions  assumed  by  the  movement  are 
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▼ery  fairly  described  by  Dumas,  who  has,  with  that 
aocuracy  in  dealing  with  historical  facts  which 
adds  so  much  to  the  interest  of  his  romances,  faith- 
fully followed  the  course  which  she  followed  in  her 
wanderings,  from  her  landing  at  Marseilles  to 
her  arrest  at  Nantes.  The  house  in  which  she  had 
taken  refuge  in  the  latter  place,  was  pointed  out  to 
the  authorities  by  one  Deutz,  a  Jew;  her  hiding* 
place  in  that  house,  and  the  manner  of  its  discovery 
are  accurately  described  in  these  pages.  Her  expe- 
dition was  hardly  looked  upon  seriously  at  any 
time,  even  by  those  most  interested,  and  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  it  had  the  sanction  of  all  of  them. 

In  GreviUe's  "Diary  of  the  Reigns  of  George  IV. 
and  William  IV."  under  date  of  September  28, 1832, 
we  read:  "The  present  (French)  Government 
declares  it  cannot  meet  the  Chambers  until  Antwerp 
is  evacuated  by  the  Dutch,  and  the  Duchesse  de 
Berry  departed  out  of  France,  or  taken.  This 
heroine,  much  to  the  annoyance  of  her  family,  is 
dodging  about  in  La  Vendue,  and  doing  rather 
harm  than  good  to  her  cause.'* 

Those  who  may  desire  to  become  better  ac- 
quainted with  this  princess,  whom  Dumas  presents 
in  such  an  attractive  light,  will  find  a  most  delight- 
ful picture  of  all  that  was  best  in  the  life  of  the 
court,  of  which  her  position  as  well  as  her  disposi- 
tion made  her  the    brightest    ornament,    in    the 
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**  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  Gontaut/'  who  waa 
governess  of  the  young  Due  de  Bordeaux  and  of 
his  sister,  afterwards  Duchess  of  Parma.  Madame 
de  Berry's  influence  was  considerably  weakened 
shortly  after  her  expedition  in  1832,  by  the  discov- 
ery that  she  had  been  secretly  married  to  one  of 
her  suite. 

The  Due  de  Bordeaux,  or  Henri  V.,  —  the  king 
without  a  throne,  —  was  living  within  the  memory 
of  the  present  generation,  by  whom  he  will  be 
remembered  as  the  Comte  de  Chambord,  the  last 
representative  in  the  male  line  of  the  elder  branch 
of  the  descendants  of  Louis  XIV. 

The  romance  which  our  author  has  built  upon 
this  foundation  introduces  us  to  some  of  the  most 
attractive  of  the  innumerable  characters  he  has 
created, — notably  the  "  She-wolves  "  themselves,  and 
Jean  Oullier,  the  perfect  type  of  the  shrewd,  self- 
contained,  unforgiving,  unreasoningly  loyal  Vendean 
peasant  of  the  days  of  the  "  great  war."  One  must 
go  far  to  seek  two  fairer  examples  of  pure  and 
innocent  womanhood  than  Bertha  and  Mary  de 
Souday,  —  alike  in  this,  though  so  different  in  char- 
acter and  temperament.  The  progress  of  their 
friendship  with  the  young  Baron  Michel  to  its 
inevitable  result  is  of  engrossing  interest,  not  only 
because  of  the  complications  to  which  it  leads,  but 
also  from  the  ennobling  effect  of  the  tender  passion 


upon  the  hero,  wbo  heccaaes  chutgei.  naaes  i» 
infloenoe,  from  a  Dcid.  bksLnu  eSi-njuMUr  W\  u 
a  detenmned,  conageMis,  se^f-rehut;   muL 

It  haa  been  said  ot  Ihiaias  ihal  W  vss  s.ti  a 
"  moi&l  writer ; '  it  may  be  di>Ebi«d  »betber  ibM 
can  justly  be  said,  by  iray  ol  reproach,  of  tt&e  who 
writes  of  immoral  things  only  wboi  be  is  writini;  of 
immoral  times,  when  coodoct  was  judged  by  difFot^ 
ent  Htandards  from  those  which  now  obtain,  —  itf 
one  whose  stories,  in  short,  are  as  tnthfnl  in  their 
delineation  of  the  manners  and  morals  of  the  times 
in  which  they  are  laid  as  in  their  narration  of 
occurrences  which  are  matters  of  history.  That 
Dumas  is  such  a  one  is  abundantly  proved  by  tlie 
contrast  between  those  of  his  tales  of  which  the 
scene  is  laid  at  the  voluptuous  and  immoral  court 
ot  Louis  XrV.,  and  the  "  Black  Tulip,"  the  action  of 
which  takes  place  contemporaneously  in  ataid  and 
respectable  Holland ;  and  if  further  proof  be  needed, 
it  may  be  foand  in  the  following  pases,  which  tell 
the  sweet,  pure  story  of  the  two  li 
girls  who  were  scornfully  called, 
their  beauty  and  charm,  the 
UachecooL" 
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AuWIflTB  FkaX^MS  UtCHKL  Dl  lA  LottlKlft, 
M.  U  COMTB  DB  VOUIUI, 

Has&mi  ll  Goktbssi  be  TouiuAi  Adfa«nnta 
H.  Dl  u  Mtkb,  of  the 

OSKKBAL  QurAmD,  I>Mh<«M 

CoHMissionAiBB-OfatiKU  Paw&u  de  Ben;. 
Louia  Rhavd, 
Cnirs-itB-Liiw, 


AuBia  ConiB-Joii,  a  cripple,  praprietoi  of  a 

Cabant  at  Honlaign, 
TEiaAOD,  a  b^;gar, 

lUDnouiu-a  Biktha  &■  Soodit,  "t  c 
Uadikouslu  Him  db  Boomt,     / 
Bum  MicaiL  Da  u  Looiaii, 
B&aona  Dl  u  Losnn,  hk  wtTe. 
Ifoana  Btrrun  Dc>a»  ra  Li  Loo. 
Pin  Cornn,  tesaeManKT  of  Uiebd  a« 


XU  LIST  O?  CHASACTEIt& 

LouoT,  t  iiotai7  ot  MacbeooaL 

Eva,  Distress  of  Muquis  de  Sondaj. 

M.  HTicnrraz,  agent  of  the  goremmenL 

MuTEK  JtCQCES,  leader  lA  a  band  of  Chooaa^ 

JosEFB  PicACT,  a  Cbotiau. 

FAftCAL  PiCADT,  his  brother. 

Mauajhik,  wife  of  Fuc»l  Picaot. 

MoTBia  CHAMTKt,  Marianne's  mother. 

GooDMAX  TiKGCET,  a  Chooan  peasant. 

Rosm,  his  danghter,  foster^ister  of  Hiehd. 

Tboiui  TnenBT,  her  brotbei. 

Qvtaa,  \ 

pAT»T,  \  Chooans. 

Thb  Qambhk  Bkothus,  J 

Chamitb.  j  VendanlMdenbl? 

La  BocmuACituxLUi,  ) 
GxHUAL  Tkatoi. 

OlHBKAL  DkKMOHCOUIT. 

BoeuKD,  1 

Labochb-Dato,  j-  of  Charette's  ttoopa. 

^-'■""••Jsoldim. 
PnraoBT,    1 

FftBB  EVBTACBB. 

UiBTBB  Harc,  a  member  of  the  Ptria  Bar. 

Mabisttb,  Conrte-Joie's  niece. 

Doctor  Roobb. 

Thb  Maiob  or  CHinLLEKAnLT. 

Thb  Pkbtbct  or  La  Vibnhe. 

Thb  8ub-Fbkpect  or  Hoktaiod. 

Thb  Pbefbct  or  NAHTRa. 

CHAKI.Om   MOKEAD,  )  , 

Uabie  Boiasr,  ) 

Capiaih  0 
Sbcohs  U 


COSTESTS. 


n.    Tn  G«ATTTn«  «r  Esiv 

m.    Th«  Twns 

IT.    HowJu 

CHiTl 


V.  A  Limm.  or  TocK  W«.tv <5 

VL  A  WocitDKi  Ham* K 

m.  Uoirsnn  Hkhu. n 

Tin.  Tbk  BAJunxx  or  La.  Loccub n 

IX.  Gaiait  d'Ok  axd  Aix*bm> CS 

X.  Ix  wHicB  Thuks  mi  jtot  comk  to  rtat 


XIV 


COMTENT& 


Chaftbb 
XVI. 

xvn. 
xvm. 

XIX. 

XX. 

XXI. 

xxn. 
xxiu. 

XXIV. 
XXV. 


XXVI. 

XXVII. 

XXVIII. 


XXIX. 

XXX. 

XXXI. 

XXXIL 

XXXIII. 

XXXIV. 
XXXV. 

XXXVI. 

XXX  VIL 


Paob 

Courtin's  Diflomact 174 

AuBiN  Coubte-Joie's  Cabaret      .    .    .  184 

The  Man  from  La  Looerie    ....  195 

MoNTAiou  Fair 209 

The  ^meute 217 

Jean  Oullier's  Resources 231 

<t  Fetch,  Fataud,  Fetch  1 " 244 

The  Proprietor  of  the  Cabin     .    .    .  253 
How  Marianne  Picaut  wept  for  her 

Husband 262 

In   which    Love   provides    Political 
Opinions    for     those    who     have 

None 269 

The  Saut  de  Bauojb 279 

The  Guests  at  Soudat 294 

In  which  the  Marquis  de  Souday  bit- 
terly   REGRETS    that     PeTIT-PiERRE 

IS  NOT  A  Gentleman SM 

The  Vexdeans  of  1832 312 

The  Alarm 319 

My  Compare  Loriot 327 

Wherein  the  General  eats  a  Dinner 

which  was  not  prepared  for  him  338 
Wherein  Master   Loriot's  Curiosity 

is  not  precisely  satisfied  ....  346 

The  Room  in  the  Little  Tower     .     .  354 
Which    Ends    quite    otherwise    than 

Mary  expected 364 

Blue  and  White 376 

Which    proves    that    Spiders'    Webs 
are     Treacherous     Affairs     for 

others  than  Flies 389 


XLTL    Ix  wmiat  Mastzx  JA04rs^  s.vt3^  Kn- 
Oath  to  Ar»xs  C<'vtrTJi>:s     ,    , 
XLTn.    WaEKKis  rr  is   piMovsrK-»Ttj.   t«»« 
ALL  THE  Jews  akx  xot  fkimi  Jexp< 
sAixM,  KOB  ALL  Tn  Trmss  ntoM 
T0NI8  .    . 
XLVni-     Master  Marc 
XLIX.    How  People  t 
PARTMF.NT  01 

THE  MORTH 

L.     A     LITTLE     Hl8' 

TKIEB  NO  Ha 

IX    Wherei!!  Peti 

MAKE  A  BbA 
TERSE   FoBTI 


THE  SflE-W0LTI5  ^11  ll 


CHAPTER  L 


'8 


If  you  have  ever  chanced,  dear  reader,  to  go  from 
Nantes  to  Bourgneuf,  you  have,  on  reaching  Haint 
Philbert,  cut  across,  so  to  speak,  the  southern  corner 
of  the  lake  of  Grand-Lieu,  and  continuing  your  journey | 
have  arrived  after  one  hour  or  two,  according  as  ymi 
were  walking  or  driving,  at  the  outskirts  of  the  forsMt 
of  Machecoul. 

At  that  point,  in  the  midst  of  a  grove  of  comrf/Wiif/U 
size  which  seems  to  belong  to  the  fonasty  beio^  mpumM 
from  it  only  by  the  hi^  road,  yoo  have  yrj^WAf  *^/^ 
the  tapering  pcHnts  ol  two  aleoder  V/w«r«y  tcA  V^  ^«7' 
ish  roof  of  a  littie  cBStlei,  alsnct  idd^^uL  vf  V^  ^%f*m 
The  cracked  walk  of  ikm  tmoiStj  mjiCs.  JO*  "j'-M^n,  r'K^ 
dows,  and  tlie  wiii  ins  mil  fiBt^  iirMMJt  v'v«<:i  «.  n^'^ 
cover  its  extenoe.  insacs  ^  xl  i«yevi.^^i*M/^'-.^/  f0 
feudal  pfttf  BMCMa  wmL  «itt  upwai  i«*  -wvt^'A   i   m  K:  ^'^^ 


«A 


so  poor  am  acocHBUOb.  luc   c 
ezdte  tlie  caTj  if  ■ir'i*/cr  taaxn^  «  '^•^^   /^^    »    ^.   /«-*y 
in^  except  fir  jai  *n«rnTTTg.  iTi:«Bi''  r     .'/>«^  ^   <  ^^     -^^i' 
able  BOBaKoif  if  '1:^^  JH^tii^ev.**    t  fv^     «*'><«     "<"  4^« 


•«'>'    #►    *^    ■#'    <•<# 


2  THE  SHE-WOLYES  OF  MACHECOUL. 

In  1831  this  little  castle  was  the  property  of  an  old 
gentleman  named  the  Marquis  de  Souday,  and  was 
called  the  ChUteau  de  Souday  from  the  name  of  its  lord. 

Let  us  seek  to  make  the  lord's  acquaintance,  having 
said  a  word  as  to  the  chateau. 

The  Marquis  de  Souday  was  the  only  representative 
and  last  heir  of  an  old  and  illustrious  family  of  Bretagne; 
for  the  lake  of  Grand-Lieu,  the  forest  of  Machecoul,  the 
town  of  Bourgneuf  —  all  situated  in  that  part  of  France 
which  is  to-day  included  in  the  department  of  Loire- 
Inf ^rieure  —  helonged  to  the  province  of  Bretagne  before 
France  was  divided  into  **  departments. "  The  race  from 
which  the  Marquis  de  Souday  descended,  was  in  the 
olden  time  one  of  those  feudal  trees  with  immense  and 
wide-spreading  branches^  in  whose  shade  lay  a  whole 
province;  but  the  immediate  ancestors  of  the  marquis^ 
by  dint  of  wasting  their  substance  in  order  to  make  a 
fine  showing  in  the  king's  carriages,  had  so  lopped  and 
trimmed  the  parent  stem  that  '89  had  come  just  in  the 
nick  of  time  to  prevent  the  decayed  trunk  from  being 
hewn  down  by  the  hand  of  an  officer  of  the  law ;  reserv- 
ing it»  however,  for  an  end  little  in  accordance  with  its 
past  grandeur. 

When  the  deathrknell  of  the  Bastille  was  rung,  when 
the  old  abode  of  the  kings  crumbled  and  fell,  presaging 
the  fall  of  royalty  itself,  the  Marquis  de  Souday,  who 
had  already  succeeded  to  the  name  of  his  fathers,  if  not 
to  their  property, —  of  which  nought  remained  but  tha 
little  country-seat  we  have  described,— was  first  page  to 
his  royal  Highness,  the  Comte  de  Provence. 

At  sixteen  years,  -^  the  marquis  had  then  reached 
that  age, —  occurrences  of  every  nature  seem  to  be  little 
else  than  accidents,  and  it  was  difficult  not  to  become 
utterly  reckless  at  the  Epicurean,  Voltairian,  constitu* 
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4  THE  SHE-WOLTES   OP  tUCHECOUI. 

aa  a  young  man  of  fashion  to  remain  in  Fiance,  where, 
however,  the  monarchy  was  Boon  to  feel  the  need  of  its 
most  ardent  adherents.  He  emigrated  like  the  rest;  and 
aa  no  one  paid  any  attention  to  a  page  of  eighteen,  he 
reached  Cohlentz  without  molestation,  and  helped  to  fill 
the  complement  of  the  companies  of  muaketeera  which 
were  heing  enrolled  there  under  the  command  of  the 
Marquis  de  Montmorin.  During  the  earlier  engage- 
ments he  did  his  duty  manfully  in  the  field  with  the 
three  Coud^  and  was  wounded  before  Thionville ;  then, 
after  many  broken  promises,  he  was  treated  to  the  hard- 
eat  of  all  to  bear,  by  the  disbandment  of  the  regimenta 
of  imiffris, — a  measuro  which  took  away  from  so  many 
poor  devils,  with  their  hopes,  the  soldier's  eroat  of 
bread,   which  was  their  last  resource. 

To  be  sure,  these  soldiers  were  serving  against  France, 
and  the  bread  was  kneaded  by  the  hand  of  a  foreigner. 

The  Marquis  de  Souday  then  turned  his  eyes  toward 
Bretagne  and  La  Vendue,  where  fighting  had  been  in 
progress  for  two  years. 

Affairs  in  La  Vendue  were  in  this  position :  — 

All  the  original  leaders  of  the  uprising  were  dead,— 
Gathelineau  slain  at  Vannes,  Leecure  at  La  Tremblaye, 
Bonchamp  at  ChoUet,  while  D'Elb^  had  been  or  was 
soon  to  be  shot  at  Xoirmoutiers.  Last  of  all,  that 
which  was  called  the  ffrande  armie  had  been  cut  to 
pieces  at  Mans. 

This  grande  armee  had  been  beaten  at  Fontenay,  at 
SanmuT,  at  Torfnu,  at  Laval,  and  at  Dol;  it  had  had  the 
advantage  in  sixty  battles ;  it  had  held  ita  own  against 
all  the  forces  of  the  Kepuhlic,  commanded  in  turn  by 
Biron,  RoBsignol,  Kl^ber,  Western 
it  had,  by  declining  the  assistance 
forced  to  see  its  cabins  burned,  its 


it  Ik  bad  lo  ^:-  -rr^ 
had  a  ntr  piod  crc^.-ti  :t  Ljn*^.  siii.  cid  ii.c  =^vMt 
to  catHil  to  a  -iiTia.v  ^  rs  ax^n.crc.  w  iu  TBumvnwt. 
k  cold  aad  Tvpcueni  tM^M*a?c.  Hf  n*  Uv^c:  v  nmrfa. 
and  did  noi  erea  aik  Ia  Soe^HJkqii^KiE  V  t.'ox  xjm  H 
tkUo. 

That  mmt  day  dgfat  hnndwd  i>f  tt^wJotJ  ClMa«n>^ 
fone  aad  attached  tbenueli 

The  following  daj,    Cb 
riral:  — 

'  I  am  startiiig  for  Morti 

"I  hare  been  accuatom 
not  to  follow, "  retorted  La 

He  thereupon  departed 
Charettft  to  tak«  such  coun 
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We  will  follow  the  latter,  because  it  is  he  alone  wfaoee 
last  battles  and  whose  death  are  connected  with  our  etoiy. 

Louis  XYII.  was  no  more,  and  Louis  XYIII.  waa 
proclaimed  King  of  France  on  the  26th  June,  1795,  at 
headquarters  at  Belleville. 

On  the  15th  August,  1795,  less  than  two  months  after 
this  proclamation,  a  young  man  brought  Charette  a 
letter  from  the  new  king.  This  letter,  written  at  Verona, 
under  date  of  the  8th  Julj,  conferred  upon  Charette  the 
definitive  command  of  the  Boyalist  forces. 

Charette  would  have  liked  to  send  a  reply  to  the  king 
by  the  same  messenger,  and  express  his  gratitude  for  the 
distinction  accorded  him ;  but  tiie  young  man  remarked 
that  he  had  returned  to  France  to  remain,  and  to  fight, 
and  he  requested  that  the  despatch  he  had  brought 
might  serve  as  his  credentials  to  the  generaL 

Charette  immediately  oommissioDed  him  to  serve  upon 
his  personal  staff. 

This  youthful  messenger  was  no  other  than  the 
Marquia  de  Souday,  Monsieur's  former  page. 

As  he  withdrew  to  take  some  rest  after  the  twenty 
leagues  he  had  done  in  the  saddle,  the  marquis  found  in 
his  path  a  young  guard,  some  five  or  six  yeass  older 
than  he,  who  was  gaeing  at  him  hat  in  hand,  with  re- 
spectful affection.  He  recognized  the  son  of  one  of  his 
bther's  tenant  farmers,  with  whom  he  had  hunted  much 
and  had  liked  much  to  hunt,  in  his  earlier  days;  for  no 
one  was  more  skilful  than  he  in  turning  a  wild  boar,  or 
in  supporting  the  hounds  when  the  boar  was  turned. 

"  What!  "  he  cried, ''  is  it  you,  Jean  Oullier f " 

"  It  is  myself,  at  your  service,  Monaieur  le  Marquis," 
replied  the  young  peasant. 

"  Upon  my  word,  my  good  fellow,  you  're  veiy  wel- 
come I    Are  you  as  good  a  huntsman  as  ever?" 


"Oh,  jet»  Monueur  k  llarquit;  ooiy  JuNt  nt  ])riHMitil 
it  18  not  the  botr  that  we  're  huuiixig,  but  quitti  tiiti'tmi 


*  Never  miiid;  if  you  ebooee,  we  will  liuui  tbui  (|UiUTy 
together,  as  we  used  to  hunt  the  other/' 

''That  oier  ia  not  to  he  cefuaed;  not  hy  aiiy  iiinaim, 
IConoeor  le  Maiquia,^  replied  Jean  OullW. 

From  that  moment  Jean  Oullier  wub  utUn^luxi  tg  Urn 
MMjqviB  de  Soiiday,  as  was  the  Marquw  cU  H*^wUy  Uj 
Chaiette ;  that  ia  to  say,  Jean  OuUier  wtt«  ixktU^dn.'^^my 
to  the  aide-de-camp  of  the  geneeal  toummu^iitk^. 

Besides  his  skill  ••  a  htmtswen,  Jeaii  OuUi^^f  was  «m« 
iavahiahle  man.  In  eamp  he  was  seady  to  Uim  bir  tmu4 
la  anything,  and  the  Marquis  de  boudny  WJ  nv  iM^)t%^t<ju 
to  ilisiiiili  himself  ahoot  details,  lu  th«;  <Wni3M^.  <M»y« 
the  ^—T"**  nevar  lacked  a  pieee  of  U^m/:,  it  >^iu«Mr  *M 
watex,  andaaack  of  stnw;  a«Mi  UMnie  arb'^Mar  ».  Vivii. 
Me,  wwat  hmrries  which  th«t  <^oiii  tmuwi<»t  tu^'Au»^  ^iji 
eojoT. 


C?*'     ^..Mif       «     vr'^^^        ^     ^^ 


^  ,n^*js^     »     Z-  -r— -rfr 
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whoae  hittlea  it  bad  bMn  fi^ttmg  for  more  tlun  two 

Cluntto  neTeitbelMB  won  the  Uoody  rictorj  of  Qtutre- 
Chemiiu  aome  tiine  kfter.  Bat  that  wu  the  kst;  for 
tmtcharj  took  *  hand  id  the  gama. 

De  Coaetu,  Chantte's  ri^t  aim, —  his  other  self  nnce 
Jolly's  death, —  fell  into  an  ambush,  waacaptaied  and 
aboL 

In  the  last  weeks  of  his  life  Cbarette  oonld  not  take  a 
step  that  his  adrenarj —  Hoche  or  Travot,  or  whoever 
it  might  be  —  was  not  advised  at  once. 

Sorronnded  bj  the  Bepubliean  forces,  hemmed  in  on 
all  aides,  tracked  from  thicket  to  thicket,  crawling  from 
one  ditch  to  another,  knowing  that,  a  little  aoooer  or 
later,  he  must  inevitably  be  alain  in  aome  skirmish,  or, 
if  taken  alive,  shot  npcm  the  spot;  without  a  plaoe  to 
hide  his  head,  wasted  bj  fever,  dying  of  banger  and 
thirst,  afraid  to  ask  for  a  tut  of  laead  or  wal«r  or  straw  at 
the  farms  which  he  passed,  he  bad  bat  thirty-two  men, 
including  the  Marquis  de  Sooday  and  Jean  OuUier,  when, 
on  the  25th  March.  1796,  he  received  the  inlelligence 
that  four  BepuUican  columns  were  closing  in  upon  him. 

"  Veiy  well  I  "  said  he ;  "  in  that  case  we  must  fight 
to  the  death  on  this  spot,  and  sell  our  lives  as  dearly  as 
possible." 

It  was  at  La  Pr^lini^  in  the  parish  of  Saint  Snlpice. 
But,  with  his  thirty-two  men,  Charette  was  not  content 
to  await  the  coming  of  the  enemy ;  he  marched  to  meet 
tbem.  At  Ia  Guyonni^re  he  fell  in  with  General  Tal- 
eotin,  at  the  head  of  two  hundred  grenadiers  and  cfaaa- 
aenrs. 

Charette  selecf 
trenchmente;  and 
assaults  and  the  f 
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T««Itt  of  his  B:<;n  fell  aboat  him.  The  Chonaa 
innT  v'llth  c:^=:":^red  tveDt^-fonr  thoiuand  men  when 
iL  ie  C^>mu  d'Artob  was  at  lie  Dieu,  was  reiluced  tn 
Vraitj.  Tht^  tventj  men  stood  aioaad  their  geneial, 
and  not  a  man  dreamed  of  flight. 

To  make  au  ead  of  the  afikir,  General  Valentin  w^i«>i 
k  mnsket  and  led  a  bayonet  charge  with  the  hnnrirAd  axid 
eighty  men  who  etill  remained  in  hi*  forne.  In  thxt 
ehaige  Chaiette  received  a  ball  in  the  head,  and  tiifiw 
fingers  of  his  left  hand  were  severed  with  a  Mhre-vit. 

He  was  almost  taken  when  an  Alsatian  uamM  i'l'-.it'-T, 
whose  feeliDg  for  Charett«  waa  more  than  •iKT.'.r.n,— 
worship, —  seized  his commaoder'i  pliututil '^n.'i^'iH,  ^■•'■ 
him  his  in  exchange,  and  darted  off  to  ci;e  ^.il,  -tj.m  'a 

"Hake  your  escape  to  the  rights  —  'Jfj'.j  ■»,.!  5.'.>.w 
me." 

Indeed,  the  KepabUcuia  made  afMr  aim  it  f.:.l  irjm'^ 
while  Cbarette  with  hi*  hA  Sfreen  au>a  3u>>  jf  n  ;.« 
<^poBite  dire«tian. 

Charetle  waa  jiut  at  tee  £ure«  -.t  Ia  'Vj^.-.-..-^  r.j^ 
Qtottal  TiaTot'a  eoiama  acoeMPrt.  A.- ■..- r  «  .,•:.' 
straggle  beean,  in  wbii-ii  OsaKSi!  .ud  v.  i.jv  ^t-.-jt 
thaa  to  ax^ptl  Lj   .wn.  ifoou 

With  Uood  fcnamina  £"Ja  ^i»«  inrj-^'i.  j.  ct  ;-'i-- 
and  waa  on  im  >-.ac  if  hiiin^.  A  ~^i.wi  ^;-..>^  :.  ,b 
Mid  took  i==,  -T<a  lu  Knnidim  «m  vr-  ri  ■  — f 
the  woodi.  inc   5t_  : 
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can  soldieis   who    were    pressing    them  most 
east  himself  into  the  friendly  shelter  of  the  for 
his  general  and  the  seven  remaining  men.     Fif ; 
from  the  plain  Charette  seemed  to  regain  his  strei 

"  Souday,"  said  he,  "  listen  to  my  last  ordar.^ 

The  young  man  halted. 

"  Lay  me  at  the  foot  of  that  oak." 

Souday  hesitated  to  obey. 

''  I  am  still  your  general,"  said  Charette,  imperio 
**  obey  me,  then  I " 

The  young  man's  scruples  were  overcome,  anu 
placed  his  general  at  the  foot  of  the  oak. 

"Good!"  said  Charette;  '*now,   listen  to  me. 
king,  who  made  me  his  commander-in-chief,  should  ki. 
how  his  commander-in-chief  met  his  death.     Hasten 
his  Majesty  Louis  XVTII.  and  tell  him  what  thou  h. 
seen:  I  wish  it! " 

Charette  spoke  in  such  solemn  tones  that  the  Marqu 
de  Souday,  whom  then  for  the  first  time  he  addressed  b 
the  familiar  form  "thou,"  never  thought  of  aught  hu 
obedience. 

''Now  go,"  continued   Charette,   "you  have  not  a 
moment  to  loee.    Fly;  the  Blues  are  upon  us!  " 

At  that  moment,  in  fact,  the  Republicans  appeared  at 
the  edge  of  the  wood. 

Souday  grasped  the  hand  which  Charette  held  out  to 
him. 

"  Kiss  me, "  said  the  geneiaL 

The  yoimg  man  kissed  him. 

**  Now,  be  gone  I "  said  Charette. 

Souday  glanced  at  Jean  Oullier. 

"  Are  you  coming  ?  "  he  asked. 

But  Jean  shook  his  head  gloomily. 

"  What  is  there  for  me  to  do  there,  Monsieur  le  Mar- 
quis f "  said  he ;  "  while  here  —  " 


_    T 


JJ  -?  ?~»  ir  -r  ^. 


L'a 


J*aL 


-^  J*'' 


Jt    •"--T'  "^  -         ~ 


-  *» 
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CHAPTER  II. 

THE  OBATITUDB  OF   KIKGS. 

The  marquis  reached  the  banks  of  the  Loire,  and  found 
there  a  fisherman  who  took  him  to  the  point  of  Saint 
Gildas.  An  English  frigate  was  cruising  there,  and  for 
a  few  additional  louis  the  fisherman  put  the  marquis 
aboard  of  her.     There  he  was  in  safety. 

Two  or  three  days  later,  the  frigate  hailed  a  merchant 
vessel  which  was  steering  for  the  British  Channel  It 
was  a  Dutch  craft,  and  the  Marquis  de  Souday  asked  to 
be  put  aboard  of  her.  The  English  captain  complied, 
and  the  Dutchman  landed  the  marquis  at  Rotterdam. 

From  Rotterdam  he  made  his  way  to  Blankenbourg, 
—  a  little  town  in  the  Duchy  of  Brunswick,  selected  by 
Louis  XVIII.  as  his  abiding  place.  He  had  Charette's 
last  injunctions  to  carry  out. 

Louis  XVIII.  was  at  table;  the  feeding  hour  was 
always  one  of  much  solemnity  to  him. 

The  ex-page  must  needs  wait  until  his  Majesty  had 
dined.  After  dinner  he  was  introduced  to  the  royal 
presence. 

He  narrated  the  occurrences  which  had  taken  place 
under  his  eyes  —  notably  the  supreme  catastrophe  — 
with  such  eloquence  and  force  that  his  Majesty,  who  was 
far  from  impressionable,  was  sufficiently  impressed  to 
say  to  him, — 

'' Enough,  enough,  marquis!  Yes,  the  Chevalier  de 
Charette  was  a  brave  subject;  we  are  grateful  to  him*** 
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Tbereapon  be  gave  him  the  signal  to  retire.  The 
messenger  obeyed;  but  as  he  took  his  leave,  he  heard 
the  king  say  in  a  surly  tone,  — 

*  What  an  imbecile  that  Souday  is  to  come  and  tell 
me  such  things  as  that  after  dinner!  It  is  quite  enough 
to  upset  my  digestion!  " 

The  marquis  was  a  sensitive  fellow.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  after  he  had  risked  his  life  for  six  months, 
it  was  rather  a  moderate  acknowledgment  to  be  called 
an  imbecile  by  the  very  man  in  whose  cause  he  had 
risked  it. 

He  had  something  like  a  hundred  louis  in  his  pocket; 
and  he  left  Blankenbourg  that  same  evening,  saying  to 
himself,  — 

"  If  I  had  known  I  was  to  be  received  in  this  fashion, 
I  would  hardly  have  been  at  so  much  pains  to  come !  " 

He  returned  to  Holland,  and  thence  passed  over  to 
England.  There  a  new  phase  of  the  Marquis  de 
Souday's  existence  began.  He  was  one  of  those  men 
whom  circumstances  mould;  who  are  strong  or  weak, 
bmve  or  pusillanimous,  according  to  their  environment. 
For  six  months  he  had  been  in  the  thick  of  that  fearful 
Vendean  epic.  He  had  reddened  with  his  blood  the 
bushes  and  the  soil  of  Upper  and  Lower  Poitou;  he 
had  borne  with  stoical  composure  not  only  the  unlucky 
issue  of  battle,  but  all  the  privations  which  are  the 
inevitable  concomitants  of  guerilla  warfare,  —  camping 
in  the  snow,  wandering  about  without  bread  or  clothing 
or  shelter  in  the  miry  forests  of  La  Vended ;  nor  had  he 
ever  had  an  emotion  of  regret,  or  uttered  a  word  of 
complaint. 

And  yet,  with  such  a  past  as  his,  alone  in  the  vortex 
of  the  great  city  of  London,  where  he  strayed  sadly 
about,  thinking  regretfully  of  the  days  of  strife  and 


14  THE  SBXr-WOLVMB  Ot  lUCHIOODL. 

action,  he  foond  himaelf  devoid  of  cotmgQ  or  GmuiesB 
or  anerg;  in.  the  face  of  Hie  life  of  idlenen  in  vhich 
he  was  bored  to  distraction,  and  of  tbe  porer^  which 
■waited  him  in  his  place  of  ezila. 

This  man,  who  had  defied  the  attacks  of  the  colomna 
of  hell,  could  not  hold  his  own  against  the  wicked  sn^ 
gastioas  of  idlenes.  He  aonght  pleasure  everywhere 
and  at  any  price,  to  fill  the  void  which  made  itaeU  felt 
in  bi>  life,  when  he  had  no  longei  the  chances  of  a  war 
of  extermioatioa  to  occupy  hia  mind. 

The  pleaBores  which  the  exile  required  he  waa  too 
poor  to  be  particular  about;  and  ao  be  gradually  lost 
that  air  of  gentlemanly  refiaemmt  which  the  peasant*! 
coat  he  had  worn  for  more  than  two  months  bad  failed 
to  impair;  and  with  bis  refinement  Taniahed  bis  cul- 
tivated tastes.  He  compared  ale  and  porter  to  cham- 
pagne, and  paid  bis  court  to  the  bediiened  damsels  of 
the  Groevenor  and  the  Haymarket,  —  he  who  had  chosen 
hie  early  flames  among  duchesses  I 

It  toon  came  about  that  hia  yielding  moral  principles 
and  the  iuceaaant  needs  of  existence  led  him  into  expa- 
dienta  which  acoorded  hut  ill  with  hia  reputation.  He 
accepted  what  he  could  no  longer  pay  for;  he  made 
friends  of  hia  boon  oompaniona,  whose  social  position 
was  much  beneath  his  own.  The  result  was  that  hia 
fellow-emigr^  kept  aloof  from  him;  and  in  the  natnnl 
order  of  things,  as  he  found  himself  more  and  more 
alone,  he  plunged  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  evil 
coaiBea  upon  which  he  had  ectered. 

He  bad  been  leadii^  aueb  a  life  aa  we  have  hinted  ak 
for  two  years,  when  he  chanced  to  meet  in  a  brothel  ia 
the  city,  of  which  he  was  one  of  the  most  regular  habi* 
tn^,  a  yoang  w< 
from  her  garret 


time  at  this  abode  ^  izi 
Delate  the  •>!  £h«aK» 

in  hia  appeann^,  t]i«  m 
the  traces  cpf  hU   ixitet  pw 
weeping  bitter! j,  at  SH  aE^rrcvs  ^ 
to  reaeoe  her  bos  t£c  "~*   if  es^ 
propoaed  to  deroCe  h^.  aa-f  air  »t  -» 
harii^  bera  ^aatc  =p  so  aas  •^~~— » 

The  maid  vaa  fair  ta  Ixk  t3mb. 
piopoeed  to  her  to  ^i«ra  iii  l:c  ■w:±l  il 
him,  and  pnmianl  to  gi*«  »-»  i^  Ti<^  ^^ke  kj 
d«Tote  her  Ufa  to  his. 

Thna,  vithoot  the  «iz=aM  aiizracs  a'  aars:: 
meritoriooB  action,  the  ■■  "i  ^D»ri  :iit  »»■=■'— 
of  the  apecalatioD  ioaBd«d  xzrm.  t.t\*  'v*'^-*-  i3 
bona.     The  nnfartsBtfa  rr-.'.rm  iziw  vaa  Z~l 

She  kept  ber  word,  like  i£e  paae.  iiacK  r:^  am ' 
the  naiqtua  waa  bee  fine  tt-*  '^sIt  j'l*. 

Indeed,  it  «■■  a  ^"P*?  mam^a  iz  hal  rf  2 
The  marqni*  waa  beginni^  to  weerr  -J  •r^-icai 
the  fame*  of  bitter  beer,  <^  AEV^ea  -* 
and  the  ehanee  aaeoetataa  «f  ibc  pKoc 
lender  a%cti<m  of  the  jama^  pd  >rf» 
heart  Fair  aa  the  wrnmam  «Ud  wk 
Great  Britaii 
reqairemente 
little  he  cbai 
did  not  resai 
whieh  be  lee 

He  found 
The  yonag  % 
fbniMl  empio; 
gaTB  leaaou 
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From  that  moment  they  lived  partly  upon  the  modest 
avails  of  the  marquis's  lessons  and  Eva's  handiwork, 
but  in  great  measure  upon  their  mutual  happiness  in  an 
attachment  which  became  sufficiently  powerful  to  cast 
a  glamour  over  their  poverty. 

That  attachment,  however,  like  all  things  of  earth, 
wore  itself  out  finally.  Happily  for  Eva,  the  excite- 
ment of  the  Vendean  war,  and  the  unbridled  debauchery 
in  the  hells  of  London,  had  wasted  whatever  superfluous 
vigor  her  lover  might  have  had.  He  had  grown  old 
prematurely. 

In  short,  when  the  day  came  that  the  Marquis  de 
Souday  found  that  his  love  for  Eva  was  but  an  extinct 
fire,  or  at  least  a  fire  which  was  just  on  the  point  of 
dying,  when  her  kisses  failed  to  arouse  an  answering 
flame,  habit  had  taken  so  firm  a  hold  upon  him  that, 
even  if  he  had  been  inclined  to  yield  to  the  need  of 
seeking  distraction  elsewhere,  he  wcmld  have  been  with- 
out the  force  or  courage  to  break  off  a  connection  in 
which  his  egoism  continued  to  take  satisfaction  from 
day  to  day. 

This  ci-devant  great  lord,  whose  ancestors  had  for 
three  centuries  exercised  almost  dictatorial  jurisdiction 
in  their  county,  this  ex'brigand  and  aide-de-camp  of 
the  brigand  Gharette,  lived  thus  for  twelve  long  years 
the  depressing,  miserable,  hand-to-mouth  existence  of 
an  humble  wage-earner. 

Heaven  had  long  failed  to  smile  upon  this  unlawful 
union ;  but  at  last  the  prayers  which  Eva  had  uttered 
for  twelve  years  were  hearkened  to.  She  gave  birth  to 
twins. 

Unhappily  she  lived  only  a  few  hours  to  taste  those 
joys  of  maternity  which  she  had  so  earnestly  desired. 
She  fell  a  speedy  victim  to  the  fever  incident  upon  her 
condition. 


THX  GXA2ST1S   OT  CZKO^ 


Her  affection  for  the  mnrok  itse^  at  snMnr  Aid  lif^i 
after  these  twelre  Teas  v  m  Iim-  4ftr:^  oi.v^  ic  i:na7 
oonnection;  and  jet  ber  paasiaE.,  invo:  at  i'  ^w^fcv.  iuu. 
not  blinded  lier  to  the  ^cLicfDev  and  aunisonifts-  'woiirx 
were  her  lover's  moat  atjikiiu:  ciiBiax!SentGjs&.  Ti:i» 
she  died,  distracted  on  the  one  hand  wiui  mtc  u  iuiT-.a;£ 
to  say  adieu  forever  to  him  whcon  s^he  k-r^i  si^  otj^It  ^ 
and  on  the  other,  with  apprebensian  far  iLe  lAie  ci  bitr 
two  children  in  his  irresponsible  bands. 

This  loss  produced  in  the  mind  of  the  Marquis  da 
Souday  certain  effects  which  we  describe  somewhat  at 
length,  because  they  seem  to  us  to  afford  a  faithful 
picture  of  the  disposition  of  that  individual,  who  is  dea* 
tined  to  play  an  important  part  in  the  tale  we  have  to 
tell. 

He  began  by  mourning  for  his  late  companion  sin- 
cerely and  in  good  earnest;  for  he  could  but  do  juntice 
to  ber  qualities,  and  realize  how  much  happiness  ha  had 
owed  to  ber  affection. 

Then,  after  bis  first  emotions  of  grief  had  Mu\mifl^Ap 
be  experienced  a  little  of  the  joy  whieb  th«  aefi/Xil-hr^y 
feels  upon  tiirowing  awsy  bis  books,  fy.m^  daj  />r 
other,  be  thought,  bis  Ease,  Lis  qz^jl,  L^  ;..  ii«tr./>'>a 
birth  might  have  eo=ip%ll«d  Lia.  v.  '"jokx  *^^  v.n/t ,  tri4 
he  was  not  dispoeed  Ui  tz*i  Sltjs  w.\x  V'^*"  ^^.t^wpi  i*,^ 
having  pelieved  LLa  ^  a  Lirj  ▼■i^j.  ▼'>»,./ 1  mim^,  ^>» 
a  bitterly  bard  cc«  lir  i^n. 

But  the  saiisfac:.  :ii  i.^  %  \-^.m  »flr«<.'^  m-^  .ry^^ 
lived.  Eva's  l:-r^:i^  >r^-':- .-i  >.  i-:i  ^r-'  -^  -'  '■-*^' 
able  little  atfcr.^:»L*  2*  iac  ts^  *«•  *  .»^  ^.'»  ^x 
spoiled  the  Earr-ii*  ci  i.^^*^  ttn'^  ^  ^  ^  "-^ 
when  be  was  ir'^r"^^!^  i  i**'^.  %.  *  **^  •■*^  **'  ^ 
bim  even  mor* 
pleasant  to  ?<»:•%: '^ 
1.— a 
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The  garret,  when  it  no  longer  had  the  clear,  sweet 
voice  of  the  English  girl  to  enliven  it,  became  once 
more  in  his  eyes  what  it  really  was,  —  a  wretched  dog- 
kennel.  In  like  manner,  when  he  looked  in  vain  for 
the  silky,  blond  tresses  of  his  friend  upon  her  pillow, 
his  bed  seemed  nought  but  a  hole  to  lie  in. 

Where  should  he  turn  now  for  the  loving  caresses  and 
the  sweet  thoughtfulness  with  which  Eva  had  enveloped 
him  for  twelve  years  past  1  Having  reached  this  stage 
of  his  loneliness,  the  marquis  realized  that  he  must 
seek  in  vain  for  them.  Consequently,  he  began  again 
bitterly  to  bemoan  the  loss  of  his  mistress;  and  when 
it  became  necessary  to  part  from  the  two  little  girls, 
whom  he  put  out  to  nurse  in  Yorkshire,  his  grief  called 
forth  demonstrations  of  affection  which  deeply  moved 
the  peasant  woman  to  whom  they  were  intrusted. 

When  he  was  thus  severed  from  everything  which 
bound  him  to  the  past,  the  Marquis  de  Souday  bent 
beneath  the  burden  of  his  isolation.  He  became  gloomy 
and  silent ;  he  was  disgusted  with  life ;  and  as  his  reli- 
gious faith  was  not  remarkably  strong,  he  would  prob* 
ably  have  sought  oblivion  by  taking  a  leap  into  the 
Thames,  had  it  not  been  for  the  catastrophe  of  1814, 
which  occurred  just  in  time  to  turn  his  mind  away  txom 
its  sombre  preoccupation. 

Returning  once  more  to  his  fatherland,  which  he  had 
never  expected  to  see  again,  the  Marquis  de  Souday 
very  naturally  presented  to  Louis  XVIII.  (at  whose 
hands  he  had  asked  nothing  during  the  whole  period 
of  his  exile)  his  claim  for  the  price  of  the  blood  he 
had  shed  for  him.  But  princes  seldom  need  more  than 
one  reason  for  showing  themselves  ungprateful,  and 
Louis  XVIII.  had  three  in  the  case  of  his  one-time 
page. 
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de  Souday  re-entered  Paris  in  the  suite  of  the  legitimist 
princes;  but  on  this  occasion,  with  more  tact  than  he 
had  shown  in  1814,  he  limited  his  demands  to  the 
lieutenancy  of  the  wolf -hunt  of  the  arrondissement  of 
Machecoul,  which,  being  an  unpaid  office,  was  bestowed 
upon  him  with  much  eagerness. 

The  marquis,  who  had  been  deprived  throughout  his 
young  manhood  of  a  sport  which  was  an  hereditary 
passion  in  his  family,  devoted  himself  to  the  hunt  with 
furious  ardor.  Always  melancholy  when  leading  a  life 
of  solitude,  for  which  his  nature  was  not  made,  he  had 
become  even  more  misanthropical  as  a  result  of  his 
political  disappointments ;  and  he  found  in  this  vocation 
momentary  forgetfulness  of  his  bitter  memories.  Thus 
it  was  that  the  possession  of  a  wolf-hunting  establish- 
ment, which  entitled  him  to  roam  at  will  through  the 
forests  which  belonged  to  the  State,  afforded  him  more 
satisfaction  than  had  been  his  when  he  received  from 
the  hands  of  the  minister  his  cross  of  Saint  Louis,  or 
his  major's  pension. 

The  Marquis  de  Souday  had  been  living  two  years  in 
his  little  ch§,teau,  beating  the  woods  day  and  night  with 
his  six  dogs,  —  beyond  which  number  his  very  slender 
income  would  not  allow  him  to  go, — seeing  just  as 
much  of  his  neighbors  as  was  necessary  to  avoid  the 
reputation  of  being  a  bear,  and  thinking  as  little  as  he 
could  upon  the  shame  or  the  glory  of  the  past,  when 
one  morning,  as  he  was  on  his  way  to  explore  the  north- 
em  part  of  the  forest  of  Machecoul,  he  met  upon  the 
road  a  peasant  woman ,  carrying  a  child  of  three  or  four 
years  upon  each  arm. 

The  marquis  recognized  the  woman,  and  blushed  at 
the  recognition. 

It  was  the  Yorkshire  nurse,  to  whom  he  had  forgotten 
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for  thirty-su  or  Uiirtj-cigjit  ■~—'^*"  to  md  Ibe  bond- 
monej  for  her  two  aonliiigB. 

The  good  woman  bad  faetakm  fasMlf  lo  Loodon,  aod 
Vflij  sensiUj  made  mqaiiiM  at  tlw  Fnadi  i  iii1»mj 
She  leaebed  btt  goal  Uuod^  the  ■■rirtiiiM-r  of  tbe 
French  minuter,  who  did  not  ■aiyecl  that  iLe  Harqnia 
de  Soudaj  might  not  be  oreijojed  to  have  his  ehildr^ 
nstorad  to  Mm. 

The  remariuUe  put  4^  it  ia  Uiat  Uw  ajnirtw  did  not 
reaatm  altogether  wrong.  Tbe  Utile  CHAttae*  bore  ao 
striking  a  reaemblanoe  to  poor  Eva  thai  the  maiqaia 
was  OTeroome  for  a  moment.  He  kiaaed  them  with 
unfeigned  aifeelicm,  pre  hia  gm  to  the  ^igliahwoman 
to  earrj,  took  the  two  children  in  his  arms,  and  reitnined 
to  the  castle  with  this  nslot^ed-for  bootj,  to  the  ntta- 
rtiqiefaetitHi  dt  the  Xanlaise  eook,  who  eompoaed  hia 
whole  ■—**"■'*"»>—'*.  and  who  oxtrwhtliaeA  him  witfa 
qoeriea  as  to  hia  esttaotdinarf  find. 

This  flood  of  intenoptories  alarmed  the  maiqiiia. 
He  was  bat  thirtj-nine  jeaia  old,  and  had  a  ngne  idea 
of  mariTing,  eonaideri]^  it  his  datj  to  prgride  agiintt 
ao  illBstrions  a  family  aa  hia  eomii^  to  aa  ead  in  hia 
penoo ;  nor,  in  tralh,  wcFiild  he  hsrc  becai  •on]'  to  ttm 
ocar  to  a  wife  the  booaebold  caraa,  which  were  extremely 
distaatefnl  to  him. 

Bat  the  reali  ration  of  lliis  projeet  would  beaome 
deddedly  difficult  if  the  two  lil^e  girls  wen  to  remain 
facBeatfa  hia  raof.  He  nndentood  i^  but  paid  the 
YiMi^imkmimmmm  faadso^lj,  ssd  Sent  hcT  swsj  the  next 
daj.  I>iiiing  the  night  he  had  fixattA  a  reaol'ction 
which  aecmed  to  him  to  arxange  ererytliiiig  aatidactorilj, 

WhaiwaathatEMolntuol     We  ahall  see  in  the  next 
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CHAPTER  m. 

TBV  TWLBI8. 

Thb  Marquis  de  Souday  went  to  bed,  Mpeating  to 
himself  the  old,  old  axiom, — "the  night  will  bring 
counsel." 

Relying  upon  that  hope  he  went  to  deep,  and  in  his 
sleep  he  dreamed. 

He  dreamed  of  the  old  Yendean  wars,  of  Gharette, 
whose  aide-de-camp  he  had  been;  and  more  than  all, 
he  dreamed  of  that  gallant  farmer's  son  who  had  been 
his  own  aide-de-camp.  He  dreamed  of  Jean  OuUier, 
of  whom  he  had  never  thought  and  whom  he  had  never 
seen  since  the  day  when  they  had  separated  in  the  wood 
of  La  Chaboti^re,  as  Gharette  lay  dyin^ 

As  nearly  as  he  could  remember,  Jean  Oullier,  before 
he  joined  Charette's  army,  lived  in  the  village  of 
La  Chevrolifere,  near  the  lake  of  Orand*>Lieu. 

The  marquis  ordered  a  Machecoul  man  who  ordi* 
narily  executed  his  commissions,  to  take  saddle,  and 
go  to  La  Chevroli^re  and  inquire  whether  a  certain 
Jean  Oullier  was  still  alive  and  still  living  in  the 
village. 

If  he  were  still  alive,  and  still  living  in  the  village, 
the  Machecoul  man  was  directed  to  deliver  to  him  a 
letter,  of  which  he  was  the  bearer,  and  bring  him  back 
with  him  if  possible. 

If  he  should  be  living  in  the  outskirts,  the  messenger 
was  to  seek  him  out;  but  if  his  abode  were  too  far  away 
for  that,  he  was  simply  to  find  out  just  where  it  was. 
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white  cockade  from  his  hat,  and  with  the  careless  air  of 
a  man  who  has  risked  his  life  npon  a  cast  of  the  dice 
ereiy  day  for  three  years,  plunged  into  the  depths  of 
the  woods. 

That  same  night  he  reached  La  Cheyroliire. 

He  went  straight  to  the  spot  where  he  expected  to 
find  his  house.  In  its  stead  he  found  a  blackened, 
smoking  ruin. 

He  sat  upon  a  rock  and  wept. 

In  that  house  he  had  left  a  wife  and  two  children. 

But  soon  Jean  Oullier  heard  a  footstep;  he  raised  his 
head. 

A  peasant  was  passing,  and  Jean  recognized  him  in 
the  darkness. 

"Tinguyl"  he  called. 

The  peasant  approached. 

"  Who  are  you,"  he  asked;  *  who  calls  me f " 

"  I  am  Jean  Oullier,"  was  the  reply  of  the  Chouan. 

"  (rod  help  you!  "  exclaimed  Tinguy. 

He  was  about  to  resume  his  road,  when  Jean  stopped 
him. 

"  You  must  answer  my  questions,"  he  said. 

"  Are  you  a  man  t " 

"Yes." 

''AH  right,  then;  ask.    I  will  answer.'' 

"My  father t" 

•Dead." 

•My  wifet" 

•Dead." 

•My  two  children!" 

•  Dead." 

"Thanks." 

Jean  Oullier  sat  down  again;  he  shed  no  more  tean. 

A  moment  after  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and  began  tQ 


pny.  It  waa  fall  time,  tat  he  wtm  oi  ui*  ^rca  if 
blasphening. 

He  pnjed  for  the  deed;  tliisi,  «f^ir^'^fi  zf  iia 
ftbidisg  faith,  which  gavv  hi^  ;2:j*  a>:':«  :f  ■"•^' — "f 
(hem  again  some  daj  in  a  beoer  w-.tLi,  'z£  aoLXii  :<i£ 
upon  the  melancholj  rains. 

The  next  morning,  at  darbra^  h^  wt»  n  wzx  ■ 
calm  and  resolute  aa  if  hi«  bthet  ««»  srLI  r^'-'—'-r  :^ 
plough,  faia  wife  at  the  finaide,  aihi  zia  eh.Llizst  ^T'lZtf 
before  the  door. 

With  faia  dngle  hand,  — *''-g  kflp  £r:in  aa  aie,  3k 
rebnilt  hia  cabin. 

He  lired  there  upon  hia  moieat  di^j  wia- :  »;-■'  ie 
who  sbonld  hare  adrued  Jean  O^lLi^  lo  uk  is  ij« 
hands  of  the  Boorbooa  a  levud  fot  ttai  wi; i,  -r^-  j 
or  wnmglj,  be  looked  npos  aa  a  d^^  fxli—^ii,  w:n_ji 

have  ran  great  riak  of  oScndi^  tie  p-jcc  j '■ 

aimple  bat  greai-mindednesa. 

We  can  andeistand  that  being  po^eoeai  d  tnt^  k 
character,  Jean  Oollier  waa  not  alow  t=  >-*^j-r.---.g  ^ 
the  letter  of  the  Uarqoia  de  Soodaj,  -wzjini^  ix  '^'/■^ 
him  his  old  comrade,  and  begged  kia  to  ecoe  to  ;^ 
cbftteao  at  once. 

He  cloaad  the  door  of  hia  hooM,  p=:  ice  i/rf  is.  hU 
pocket,  and  baring  nobo^  to  nctifj,  as  be  lind  bj 
hinuelf ,  ha  aet  out  on  Um  laiaaiiil 
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By  nightfall  Jean  was  at  the  GhAteaa  de  Soaday. 

The  marquis  received  him  with  very  evident  delight; 
all  day  long  he  had  been  torturing  himself  with  the 
idea  that  Jean  was  either  dead  or  absent.  We  need  not 
say,  perhaps,  that  it  was  on  his  own  acooont,  not  on 
Jean's,  that  he  was  tortured  by  the  fear  that  he  would 
fail  to  materialize;  for  our  readers  are  forewarned  that 
the  Marquis  de  Souday  was  slightly  selfish. 

His  first  action  was  to  take  Jean  OuUier  aside  and 
make  him  acquainted  with  his  position  and  the  resulting 
embarrassment. 

Jean,  whose  children  had  been  slaughtered,  could  not 
very  well  comprehend  how  a  father  could  voluntarily 
live  apart  from  his  children.  However,  he  accepted 
the  marquis's  proposition  that  he  should  take  them  and 
bring  them  up  until  they  were  old  enough  to  go  to  a 
boarding-school. 

He  agreed  to  seek  out  in  La  Ghevroli^re,  or  its  neigh- 
borhood, some  worthy  woman  who  would  take  a  mother's 
place  to  them,  —  if  indeed  anybody  can  take  a  mother's 
place  to  an  orphan. 

Even  if  the  twins  had  been  ugly  and  unattractive, 
Jean  Oullier  would  have  accepted;  but  they  were  so 
sweet  and  winning  and  lovely,  their  smiles  were  so 
engaging,  that  the  good  fellow  loved  them  at  fiirst  sight 
as  such  people  know  how  to  love. 

He  declared  that  their  sweet  little  white  and  pink 
faces,  and  their  long,  curly  locks,  recalled  to  his  mind 
so  vividly  the  angels  which  used  to  surround  the 
Madonna  of  the  high  altar  of  Orand-Lieu  before  they 
were  shattered,  that  when  he  first  saw  them  his  impulse 
was  to  kneel  before  them. 

Well,  it  was  decided  that  Jean  should  take  the 
children  away  with  him  the  next  day. 


TRB   TWtKB. 
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XTnioTtanately,  ft  hsA  mined  inoeaflantljr  th>ni  ^ht$ 
^me  the  nurse  left  the  castle  until  Jean  i>uUt^rV 
uriYaL. 

The  mfttquia,    shut   up   indoors,  had    hegim  to  W 

eonadons  of  a  decided  feeling  of  ennui;  and  brceuw 

of  that  feeling,  ba  called  Lis  two  ian^^ht^ra  and  he^u 

to  play  with  them.     Flaciz^  'c*  •>£  th^m  ant  ride  h\n 

neck,  and  the  other  oa.  L-a   *Mrx.  2j%  tzn-jt^  around  thu 

loom  on  all  fionza.  as  z^ast  r:"-«na;.4  \sM  V>  do,  «x«Apt 

thai  he  improTed  Tr--,x  :lj^  x=L.-ji«*-n^*-ir  -viif.a  H^nri  IV, 

aforicd  hia  pmcKiT'  -^  z::^--*r-j  r-.i   nji  mo»jth  tha 

hLuC  of  a  hom  vs^    "lo*-     -r-::-;    -r  »    F*ini#»    rvwk   of 
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was  afraid  of  bruising  them  if  he  tried  to  loosen  hei 
hold. 

As  for  ^ary,  she  was  sitting  upon  the  steps,  con* 
tenting  herself  with  weeping;  but  her  sobs  were  so 
heartbreaking  that  Jean  Oullier  felt  even  more  touched 
by  her  mute  grief  than  by  the  noisier  despair  of  her 
sister. 

The  marquis  exerted  his  eloquence  to  the  utmost  to 
persuade  the  poor  creatures  that  if  they  would  but  go 
away  in  the  carriage  they  would  have  more  dainties  and 
more  sport  than  if  they  stayed  with  him ;  but  the  more 
he  talked,  the  harder  did  Mary  weep,  and  the  more  did 
Bertha  stamp  her  little  feet  and  cling  dose  to  him  in 
her  rage. 

The  marquis  began  to  lose  his  temper;  and,  as  he 
saw  that  persuasion  was  of  no  avail,  was  about  to  use 
force,  when,  raising  his  eyes,  his  glance  fell  upon  Jean 
Oullier. 

Two  great  tears  were  rolling  down  the  peasant's 
bronzed  cheeks,  and  losing  themselves  in  the  thick 
fringe  of  red  whiskers  which  enclosed  his  face  like  a 
frame.  These  tears  were  at  once  a  prayer  to  the  mar- 
quis and  a  rebuke  to  the  father. 

M.  de  Souday  made  a  sign  to  Jean  to  have  the  horse 
taken  out:  and  while  Bertha,  who  understood  the  sign, 
was  dancing  about  for  joy,  he  whispered  in  the  peasant's 
ear, — 

"  You  can  go  to-morrow  as  well." 

Meanwhile,  as  it  was  a  beautiful  day,  the  marquis 
thought  he  would  take  advantage  of  Jean  Oullier's 
presence  to  have  him  for  a  companion  in  the  chase.  So 
he  led  him  to  his  dressing-room  to  help  him  to  find  a 
hunting-costume. 

The  peasant  was  appalled  by  the  frightful  lack  of 
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Older  in  that  small  apartment,  and  the  marquis  took 
occasion  to  confide  the  halance  of  his  troubles  to  him, 
complaining  about  his  female  Master  Jacques,  who, 
although  she  was  well  enough  in  her  kitchen,  was 
inconceivably  inefficient  in  all  other  household  mat- 
ters, and  particularly  in  relation  to  looking  after  the 
toilet  of  her  master. 

They  were  more  than  ten  minutes  in  finding  a  waist- 
coat which  was  not  entirely  without  buttons,  or  a  pair 
of  breeches  which  was  not  so  ripped  and  torn  as  to  be 
unfit  to  wear. 

At  last  they  made  out,  however. 

Master  of  wolf-hounds  though  he  was,  the  marquis 
was  too  poor  to  afford  the  luxury  of  a  whipper-in ;  and 
he  guided  the  motions  of  his  little  pack  himself.  Com- 
pelled thus  to  divide  his  attention  between  guarding 
against  ^se  scents  and  looking  after  the  shooting,  it 
seldom  happened  that  he  did  not  return  home  in  a  state 
of  exhaustion. 

With  Jean  Chillier  it  was  quite  a  different  matter. 
The  sturdy  peasant,  in  the  very  prime  of  life,  climbed 
the  steepest  acclivities  in  the  forest  with  the  strength 
and  agility  of  a  kid ;  he  leaped  over  the  bushes  when  it 
seemed  to  him  too  far  around  them;  and,  thanks  to  his 
muscles  of  steel,  he  never  left  the  dogs  for  one  moment. 
In  fact,  on  two  or  three  occasions  he  supported  them  so 
handily  that  the  boar  they  were  hunting  realized  that  he 
could  not  hope  to  shake  off  his  foes  by  flight,  and  ended 
by  waiting  for  them  and  standing  at  bay  in  a  thicket, 
where  the  marquis  had  the  great  joy  of  killing  him, 
au  ferme,  which  had  never  happened  to  him  before. 

He  returned  to  the  castle  in  a  most  cheerful  and 
exultant  frame  of  mind,  thanking  Jean  Oullier  heartily 
for  the  fine  day's  sport  he  had  had. 
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During  dinner  he  was  in  delightful  humor,  and  in- 
vented new  games  to  bring  the  little  girls  into  accord 
with  him. 

At  night,  when  he  went  into  his  dressing-room,  he 
found  Jean  sitting  in  a  comer  with  his  legs  crossed, 
after  the  manner  of  Turks  or  tailors.  The  good  fellow 
had  a  mountain  of  old  clothes  in  front  of  him ,  and  held  in 
his  hands  an  old  pair  of  velvet  breeches,  in  and  out  of 
which  his  needle  was  going  fiercely  enough. 

"  What  the  devil  are  you  doing  there  1 "  the  marquia 
exclaimed. 

"  The  winters  are  cold  in  this  flat  country,  especially 
when  the  wind  blows  from  the  sea ;  and  when  I  am  at 
home  again  my  legs  will  ache  with  the  cold,  simply 
from  thinking  how  the  north  wind  will  blow  in  upon 
yours  through  such  a  hole  as  that,"  Jean  replied,  point* 
ing  out  to  bis  master  a  yawning  chasm,  reaching  from 
the  knee  to  the  waist,  in  the  garment  upon  which  he 
was  at  work. 

"  Aha,  so  you  're  a  tailor,  are  you  I "  said  the  marquis. 

''Alas!"  was  Jean's  reply,  *'must  one  not  know  a 
little  of  everything  after  living  alone  for  twenty  years! 
And  then,  too,  one  is  never  at  a  loss  after  serving  in  the 
army." 

''Indeed!  but  did  I  not  do  that,  toot"  asked  the 
marquis. 

''No;  you  were  an  ofB,Qer,  imd  that's  quite  another 
matter." 

The  marquis  looked  admiringly  at  Jean  Outlier,  then 
went  to  bed  and  to  sleep,  and  snored  lustily,  without 
disturbing  the  old  Chouan  at  his  task  in  the  least. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night  the  marquis  awoke. 

Jean  was  still  working  away.  The  huge  pile  of 
clothes  had  not  grown  perceptibly  low* 


&• 
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CHAPTEE  IV. 

HOW  JEAN  OULLIE&,  AFTBB  COMING  TO  THB  ChI- 
TEAU  FOB  AN  HOUR  ONLY,  WOULD  BE  THESE 
STILL,  EXCEPT  THAT  HE  AND  THE  MABQIHS 
HAVE  BEEN  DEAD  TEN  YEAB8. 

In  the  morning,  before  going  out  to  the  chase,  the 
Marquis  de  Souday  thought  he  would  go  and  Idas  Mb 
children.  Consequently  he  went  up  to  their  bed-room, 
and  was  vastly  amazed  to  find  the  omnipresent  Jean 
Oullier  there  before  him,  washing  the  little  maids' 
faces  with  the  conscientious  persistence  of  the  best  of 
governesses. 

Indeed  the  poor  fellow,  who  was  reminded  by  this 
occupation  of  the  little  ones  he  had  lost,  seemed  to 
be  quite  content. 

The  admiration  of  the  Marquis  became  respect. 

For  a  week,  hunting  expeditions  succeeded  one  another 
without  interruption,  each  more  satisfactory  and  more 
successful  that  the  last. 

During  that  week  Jean  Oullier  was  whipper-in  and 
house-steward  by  turns;  and  in  the  latter  capacity,  he 
was  no  sooner  in  the  house  than  he  was  at  work  again 
freshening  up  his  master's  wardrobe ;  and  yet  he  found 
time  to  put  the  whole  establishment  in  order  from  top 
to  bottom. 

The  marquis,  far  from  desiring  now  to  hasten  his 
departure,  shuddered  at  the  thought  that  he  would  ever 
be  obliged  to  part  with  so  invaluable  a  retainer. 
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Woold  it  not  be  a  sweet  thing  to  me  to  see  nj  son 
reatore  the  grandeur  of  mj  faonee  I  While  oa  the  othei 
hmad,  what  will  be  thought  of  me,  who  have  never  had 
a  wife,  —  a  legitimate  one,  tiiat  la  to  aaf  t  What  will 
mj  neighbors  have  to  eajr  of  the  preeence  of  theee  two 
■mail  creatures  in  my  house  1 " 

These  reBections,  when  thej  pasaed  throagh  hia  mind, 

—  it  generollj  happened  on  rainy  days  when  tiis  bad 
weather  prevented  him  from  following  his  favorite  sport, 

—  these  reflections  sometimes  caused  the  Marquia  de 
Soaday  aerions  perplexity.  He  evaded  it,  as  all  unde- 
cided, vacillating  ehaTact«re  evade  euoh  dilemmas,  hj 
poatponing  a  decision. 

Bertha  and  Mary  in  1831  were  seventeen  yean  old, 
and  the  provisional  anangement  still  endured.  In  vei; 
truth,  incrediUe  as  it  seems,  the  Marquia  de  Sonday 
had  not  even  then  definitely  decided  upon  keeping  his 
daughters  with  him. 

Jean  Oullier,  who  had  hung  the  key  of  his  house  at  La 
Ghevroli^re  upon  a  nail,  had  never  had  occasion  to  take 
it  down. 

He  had  waited  patiently  for  his  master  to  order  him 
back  to  his  own  fireside;  hut  inasmuch  as,  since   hia 
arrival  at  the  chftteau,  that  mansion  had  became  spot- 
lessly  neat  and  clean;   as  the  marquis  had  never  onoa 
had  reason 
hunting-boc 
were  kept  i 
shop  at  N 
coercive  ex 
his  mates  i 
the  cook  to 
upon  her  m 
dition,  wit) 
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and  tetd7  for  a  fast  nm  of  eight  or  ten  hoar*  foax  tirum 
ft  week,  and  gsBenll;  to  come  in  freah  at  tb«  death ;  aa 
the  'Kawwing  pmttle  of  the  childim  and  their  ray 
damoiutnlave  affaotion  broke  tha  monotoajr  o£  hia  codat- 
enoe ;  as  hia  long  talks  with  Jean  Onllier  abonl  the  old 
war  which  had  come  to  be  little  more  than  a  tradition, 
going  back  thirty-five  or  six  yeara,  also  gave  Tarietj  to 
bis  life,  and  ahortened  the  bng  ercciingB  and  ninT  daya; 
the  MaiqmX  finding  once  more  the  sMidium*  attentka, 
the  pleMant  and  tnnqoil  happineaa  which  he  had 
^jojed  with  poor  Era,  in  eoinbinati<Ri  with  the  inlon- 
eatiDg  ezdtenent  ot  the  ehaaa,  —  the  maiqna,  we  ai^'. 
bd  poatpoaad  fran  day  to  day,  from  nonth  to  Moatk, 
from  year  to  year,  the  hour  of  aepantioa. 

As  tot  Jean  Onlliw,  ha  had  motiTca  of  Ida  owa  for 
doing  nothing  to  hasten  the  long-poatponed  '^'^•n 
He  was  not  only  a  biaTe  man,  but  he  was  a  kiiMl,  worthy 
fellow  as  welL 

As  we  have  Mid  ahore,  he  had  at  o^a  wKwied  • 
vtrj  wam  afection  for  Bertha  and  JCatr :  (ImI  aftdie^ 
in  his  heart,  which  etiU  Boamed  the  loaa  d  hi*  tmm 
little  ome^  had  aooa  faeoomo  tmrirr  foMlMa^  aitd  u«t 
fondness  in  doe  time  had  grown  into  aha-jft  luotKal 
adotstkat.  He  had  not  at  fint  my  c^rir  vjs.if^ 
bended  the  diatinctiea  which  the  marq^  hmi  a.  jlm 
■mid.  between  their  Dantvn  anil  iIm*  jJ  %i^  W-^  -«_•.> 


36  THB   BHB-WOLYES  OP  HACHECOOL 

been  at  the  chSteau  two  or  three  monthe,  and  his  reOvo- 
tions  on  the  suhject  had  been  duly  weighed  bj  hu 
mind,  and  confirmed  hy  his  heart,  the  Yendean  wouiii 
have  taken  in  very  bad  part  an  order  to  depart;  and  evoi; 
hia  respect  for  M.  de  Souday  wonld  not  have  preventea 
him,  in  that  extremity,  from  giving  full  vent  to  lii- 
ideas. 

Fortunately  the  marquis  did  not  communicate  to  lus 
servant  the  vacillations  of  his  mind,  so  that  Jean  Oullier 
might  well  look  upon  the  provisional  arrangement  as  u 
definitive  one,  and  believe  that  the  marquis  conaidered 
the  continued  presence  of  his  daughters  at  the  cbdte.-t'i 
as  their  right,  and  that  he  was  in  duty  bound  to  allow 
them  to  remain. 

At  the  moment  at  which  we  bring  these  pieliminar\- 
remarks,  a  little  tedious  perhaps,  to  a  close,  Bertha  an>l 
Mary  were  between  seventeen  and  eighteen. 

The  pure  blood  of  the  Marquises  de  Souday  mingleil 
with  the  vigorous  blood  of  the  plebeian  Saxon  girl,  had 
produced  superb  results.  Eva's  children  were  twi> 
splendid  young  girls,  with  refined  and  delicate  features, 
slim  and  graceful  figures,  and  noble  and  distinguishe<l 
bearing. 

They  resembled  one  another  as  twins  always  do, 
although  Bertha  was  dark  like  her  father,  and  Mari' 
light  like  her  mother. 

Unfortunately  the  education  which  those  two  fair 
creatures  had  received  had  been  largely  directed  toward 
the  development  of  their  physical  strength  without  sufG- 
cient  r^ard  to  the  accomplishments  befitting  their  sex. 

Living  from  day  to  day  in  close  companionship  with 
their  father,  and  exposed  to  the  influence  of  his  heedless 
enjoyment  of  the  present  without  thought  of  the  futursi 
it  could  not  well  be  otherwi 
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miods,  u  Jean  Onllier  bad  ednoated  their  bodies ;  wbOe 
pbijing  at  hide-ond-aesk  in  tb«  oUlt««a  tit«j  hod  du- 
•overed  a  room  which  had  not  been  opened  for  thirty 
jreara  in  all  probability. 

It  was  the  library,  and  there  thej  found  something  like 
a  tfaoiisand  volumes. 

Each  had  selected  from  the  shelves  sncb  works  as 
snited  her  taat«.  The  gentle,  sentimentaUy  inclined 
Hary  had  given  the  preference  to  romances,  while  the 
more  positive  and  vehement  Bertha  inclined  to  Metory. 

Then  each  would  share  her  information  with  the  other; 
Bertha,  after  hearing  from  Mary's  lipe  the  exploits  of 
"  Amadis, "  and  the  story  of  "  Paul  and  Virginia, "  would 
tell  bet  what  she  herself  had  read  in  the  pages  of 
U^setay  and  Velly. 

From  this  desultory  reading  it  resalt«d  tiiat  tha  two 
yonng  girb  acquired  some  very  erroneous  ideas  on  the 
aabject  of  life  in  general,  and  the  costonu  and  dematLda 
of  a  world  which  they  had  never  seen,  and  of  whiob  Utey 
had  almost  never  heard. 

At  the  time  of  their  first  commnnion,  ttie  car£  i4 
Uachecoul,  who  loved  them  for  tbeir  jnety  and  the  good- 
ness of  their  hearts,  ventured  to  make  some  obeervati<HU 
on  the  strange  existence  which  lay  before  them,  as  the 
sequel  to  their  being  thus  reared  at  hapbacud;  but  hit 
friendly  remonstrances  glanced  oft  the  selfish  indifferenoe 
of  the  tCarquia  de  Souday. 

So  the  method  of  education  we  have  described  had 
continued;  and  from  that  method  had  resulted  a  mode  of 
life  which  had  —  thanks  to  their  false  position  —  gives 
Bwtha  and  her  sister  a  very  bad  reputation  throughout 
the  neighborhood. 

In  feci 
petty  Ion 
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vultures  would  still  have  assailed  them;  therefore  we 
can  imagine  what  was  likely  to  be,  and  actually  was,  the 
result  of  the  eccentric,  masculine  habits  of  the  two 
sisters. 

Soon  there  was  a  general,  shocked  hue  and  cry,  which 
extended  from  the  department  of  Loire-Infdrieure  to  the 
departments  of  La  Yend^  and  Maine-et-Loire.  Had  it 
not  been  for  the  ocean  which  washes  the  shores  of  Loire- 
Inf^rieure,  their  unsavory  reputation  would  certainly 
have  spread  to  the  west  as  thoroughly  as  it  did  to  the 
south  and  east. 

Bourgeois  and  gentle,  dty-bred  and  bumpkin,  all  took 
a  hand  in  spreading  it. 

Young  people  who  had  hardly  met  Mary  and  Bertha, 
who  had  hardly  seen  them,  spoke  of  them  with  a  con- 
ceited smile,  weighted  with  hopes  for  the  future  when  it 
was  not  weighted  with  memories  of  the  past. 

Dowagers  crossed  themselves  when  they  pronounced 
their  names,  and  governesses  threatened  their  small 
charges  with  them  when  they  were  naughty. 

The  most  indulgent  confined  themselves  to  attributing 
to  the  twins  the  three  virtues  of  Harlequin,  which  are 
generally  considered  to  belong  to  the  disciples  of  Saint 
Hubert^  whose  tastes  they  afiected:  love,  that  is  to  say, 
gambling,  and  wine ;  but  others  declared,  with  sober  face, 
that  the  little  castle  of  Souday  was  every  evening  the 
scene  of  wild  oigies,  which  were  paralleled  only  in  the 
traditions  of  the  Regency;  some  romantic  creatures  even 
went  so  far  as  to  insist  that  one  of  the  little  towers, 
which  were  given  over  to  the  billing  and  cooing  of  a 
score  of  pigeons,  had  witnessed  a  repetition  of  the  scenes 
enacted  in  the  famous  Tour  de  Nesle  of  licentious  and 
homicidal  memory. 

In  shorty  they  told  so  many  wicked  taleiB  about  Bertha 


ihezu. 

Thpv  ckii=c,  -jitsa.  t 
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CHAPTEB  y. 

▲  LITTKB  OF   YOUHG  WOLVES. 

The  Marquis  ds  Soudsy  wss  utterly  indifferent  to  tbeae 
manifestations  of  public  animadversion :  more  than  that^ 
he  did  not  even  seem  to  suspeet  that  it  existed.  When 
he  noticed  that  the  visits  which  he  felt  obliged  to  make 
to  his  neighbors,  few  and  far  between  as  they  were^ 
were  not  returned,  he  rubbed  his  hands  gleefully,  oon- 
sidering  himself  thereby  relieved  from  the  further  per- 
formance of  a  task  which  was  odious  to  him,  and  whieh 
he  never  undertook  except  when  he  was  absolutely 
driven  to  it  by  his  daughters  or  by  Jean  Oullier. 

Once  in  a  while  some  whisper  of  the  slanders  that 
were  in  circulation  about  Bertha  and  Mary  came  to  his 
eats  from  this  quarter  or  that ;  but  he  was  so  happy  and 
contented  with  his  factotum,  his  daughters,  and  his  dogs, 
that  he  was  afraid  of  disturbing  his  peace  of  mind  by 
taking  the  least  notioe  of  such  absurd  reports.  So  that 
he  continued  to  course  his  hares  every  day,  to  run  down 
a  boar  on  great  occasions,  and  to  play  whist  eveiy  even- 
ing with  his  poor  slandered  girls. 

Jean  Oullier  was  far  from  being  as  philosophical  as 
his  master;  but  it  should  be  said  that  he  learned  much 
more  of  the  current  gossip,  his  position  in  life  inspiring 
much  less  awe. 

His  fondness  for  the  young  ladies  amounted  to  fanati- 
cism; he  passed  his  whole  time  gazing  at  them,  whether 
they  were  sitting  in  the  salon  of  the  chfiteau,  smiling 
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brightly,  or  woe  pllafu^  ■lof  <b  £>  s^-  'nwi  iij. 
fannid  over  thor  boon'  Botb.  visi  cbaciiiiir  «-vtK. 
■nimated  fntoKB,  tfacir  l^rdy  heir  wvmc  n.  ^"w  vac 
beneath  their  old  bnMdtoiiiiiBed  hui  vi^  ws-rcs 
plumM.  As  he  ^w  hm  pnad  tbn  «uii.  of  ut^^c  sciL 
«nd  at  the  mjdm  time  ao  tboagbtfai  mc  irricr  v  :ir-E 
fkther  and  to  him,  he  iLfluLfcjd  tbat  be  bad  mi  a  la^fK 
share  in  the  development  rf  tbe  acAit  <n«i=nia,  ana 
trondered  vhj  the  whole  wmU  did  ■«  kneel  ai  tfaei: 
laet. 

Thna  it  happened  that  tbe  mlmkj  wight  who  fiat 
ventured  to  speak  to  him  of  tbe  nmon  whid  wen 
flooding  the  conntry-side,  waa  braof^t  to  book  so  ebaiplj 
that  others  were  deterred;  bat  after  all,  heii^  tbe  rntl 
hther  of  Bertha  aod  Mary,  in  intereBt  and  alle«>oo, 
Jean  did  not  need  that  any  one  should  tall  faim  in  words 
hia  or  her  opinion  of  the  two  ohjecta  of  his  adoratioa. 

In  a  smile,  a  look,  a  gesture,  or  a  a^  he  eoold  diviM 
each  person's  unkind  thooghta  irith  an  unerring  aeeutaqr 
which  made  him  really  unhappy. 

The  contempt  which  rich  and  poor  alike  took  no 
pains  to  conceal,  affected  him  deeply.  If  he  had  yielded 
to  the  impoUe  of  his  hot  blood,  he  wAuld  have  picked  a 
quarrel  with  every  foce  which  seemed  to  him  to  be  lack- 
ii^  in  respect,  and  would  have  disciplined  some  with  a 
pommelling  and  siiggest«d  single  combat  to  others ;  but 
hia  eommoiMenBe  taught  him  that  Bertha  and  Mary 
needed  to  be  set  t^it  by  otha  means  than  that,  and 
that  blows  given  or  received  would  prove  absolutely 

Dotbing  in  tbeir  jnstificaticm.     He  feared  moreover, 

and  it  was  tbe  gnat  dread  of  hia  life, — Uiat,  as  the 

lesnlt  of  one  <rf  tbe  f  fmt  be  wmM  ■»  m^ai^  i.._ 

vcAed,  tbe  yvang  gjria  wooU  li 
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So  poor  Jean  Oullier  bent  his  neck  beneath  this  m^ 
merited  reprobation ;  and  bitter  tears  and  fervent  prayers 
to  Ood,  the  supreme  repairer  of  human  wrongs  and  in- 
justice, were  the  only  indications  of  his  unhappiness. 
He  became  a  confirmed  misanthrope.  Seeing  around  him 
none  but  the  enemies  of  his  beloved  children,  he  could  do 
nothing  else  than  hate  all  mankind ;  and  he  prepared  to 
return  evil  for  evil,  dreaming  of  impending  revolution. 

The  revolution  of  1830  came  and  went  without  afford- 
ing Jean  an  opportunity  for  putting  his  hostile  designs 
in  execution,  although  he  had  hoped  to  profit  by  it. 

But  the  war  of  barricades  was  roaring  every  day  in  the 
streets  of  Paris,  and  might  very  well,  when  the  time  was 
ripe,  overflow  into  the  provinces ;  so  he  bided  his  time. 

Now,  one  fine  morning  in  September,  the  Marquis  de 
Souday  and  his  daughters,  Jean  Oullier,  and  the  pack 
—  which  had  not  increased  in  numbers,  although  it  had 
been  renewed  several  times  since  the  marquis  took 
charge  of  it — were  hunting  in  the  forest  of  Machecoul. 

It  was  a  day  which  the  marquis  had  been  impatiently 
awaiting  for  three  months,  in  the  expectation  of  great 
sport ;  the  business  in  hand  was  to  run  down  a  litter  of 
wolf-cubs,  whose  lair  Jean  had  discovered  before  their 
eyes  were  opened,  and  which  since  then  he  had  sedu- 
lously looked  after  and  coddled  like  the  excellent  whipper- 
intlithewas. 

This  last  phrase  needs  perhaps  a  little  explication  for 
those  of  our  readers  who  are  not  familiar  with  the  noble 
art  of  venery. 

When  he  was  a  mere  boy,  the  Due  de  Biron,  who  was 
decapitated  in  1602  by  order  of  Henri  IV.,  said  one  day 
to  his  father. 

"  Give  me  fifty  cavalrymen,  and  I  will  wipe  out  those 
two  hundred  men,  who  are  out  on  a  foraging  expedi- 


A  LIITER  or  TOUHQ  WOLVES.  45 

tion ;  when  the;  are  taken,  the  town  will  be  forced  to 
surrender. " 

"  And  what  then ! " 

"  Why,  then  the  town  will  have  aurrendered. " 

"  And  the  king  will  have  no  further  need  of  ubI  We 
most  remain  necessary  to  him,  you  fooll  " 

The  two  hundred  foragers  were  not  slain,  the  town 
was  not  taken,  and  Biron  and  his  son  remained  neeeaaary  ; 
that  is  to  say,  being  necessary  they  remained  in  favor, 
and  in  the  king's  pay. 

It  ia  with  the  wolves  aa  it  waa  with  the  foragen 
whom  Biron's  father  spared.  If  there  were  no  wolves, 
there  would  be  no  need  of  a  leader  of  the  wolf-hunt. 

Thus  we  ought  to  pardon  Jean  Oullier,  the  corporal 
of  the  wolf-hunt,  for  having  shown  some  kind  attontioa 
to  the  wolfs  nurselings,  and  for  not  having  exterminated 
them  and  their  mother  with  the  same  pitilessnees  which 
he  would  have  exhildted  toward  an  old  wolf  of  the 
masculine  gender. 

That  ia  not  all. 

It  ia  impracticable  to  hunt  an  old  wolf  if  he  ia  allowed 
to  run,  and  tiresome  and  monotonous  to  kill  them  en 
baUve,  while  a  chose  after  a  cub  of  five  to  seven  months 
is  easy,  pleasant,  and  often  amusing. 

So  it  was  that,  in  order  to  provide  diversion  for  bis 
master's  leisure  moments,  Jean  Oullier,  when  he  discov- 
ered the   Utter,  had  taken  great  care  not  to  disturb  or 
frighten  the  mother;  he  had  paid  no  attention  to  the  loss 
of  a  few  sheep  in  the  vicinity,  which  she   had  shared 
with  her  little  ones.    During  their  infancy  he  had  visited 
them  with  touching  solicitude,  to  r""''"  ■■■"  •>"*-  •>"  """ 
had  laid  an  impious  hand  upon  tl 
joyous,  upon  my  word,  on  the  da; 
laii  empty,  and  knew  that  the  m 
them  off  with  her  on  her  traveb. 
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At  last  he  decided  that  thdy  vere  sufficiently  matim 
for  his  purposes,  located  them  within  a  space  containii^ 
some  hundreds  of  hectares^  and  uncouj^ed  the  marquis's 
dogs  upon  one  of  them. 

The  poor  little  whelp,  who  had  no  idea  of  the  mean- 
ing of  all  the  baying  and  blowing  of  horns,  lost  his  head; 
be  immediately  left  the  enclosure  where  8(»nething 
might  have  turned  up  to  save  bis  skin«  and  leaving  his 
mother  and  brothers  tiier^  he  succeeded  in  gaining 
another  cover,  where  he  kept  out  of  the  way  for  hall 
an  hour,  running  round  and  round  like  a  hare;  then, 
tired  out  by  the  mad  pace,  which  he  was  not  accustomed 
to,  and  feeling  his  logs  give  way  under  him,  he  coolly 
eat  down  upon  his  haunches  and  waited. 

He  was  not  kept  long  in  suapense  as  to  what  w«8 
wanted  of  him;  for  Dtoiftiiio  the  leader  of  the  marquis's 
pack,  a  Vendean  our  with  etijBT,  grizzly  coat,  arrived 
upon  the  scene  almost  immediately,  and  broke  his  neck 
with  one  shake  of  his  jaws. 

Jean  OuUier  called  off  the  dogs,  put  them  in  leaah 
•gain,  and  ten  minutes  later  on^  of  the  brothers  of  the 
deceased  was  on  his  feet  and  the  pack  hot  on  his  traiL 

This  little  fellow  was  better  advised  and  did  not  leave 
the  neighborhood;  and  by  dint  of  frequent  diversions^ 
caused  sometimes  by  the  other  whelps,  and  sometimes 
by  the  mother,  who  freely  offered  herself  to  the  dpga^ 
ibe  moment  of  his  demise  was  retarded.  But  Jean  knew 
his  trade  too  well  to  allow  success  to  be  endangered  by 
such  mistakes;  as  soon  as  the  trail  showed  the  firm  and 
decided  marks  which  meant  that  they  were  made  by  an 
old  wolf,  he  would  call  <^  the  dc>g8,  take  them  back  to 
the  place  where  they  had  gone  wrcmg,  and  start  t&eQX 
again  oa  the  right  track. 

At  last,  pressed  too  dose  by  his  tormentors^  the  pooi 


48  THE  SHE-WOLVES  OF  KACHECOUL. 

little  band  wliicli  was  pursuing  her,  trotting  calmly 
along  in  the  midst  of  the  dogs,  and  dominating  them  by 
threatening  sidelong  glances,  and  above  all  by  the  sig- 
nificant movement  of  her  formidable  jaws. 

The  wolf,  after  traversing  the  forest  for  three-fourths 
of  its  length,  debouched  into  the  open,  as  if  she  were 
making  for  the  forest  of  Grand'Lande. 

Jean  OuUier  kept  well  up  with  her,  and,  thanks  to 
the  strength  and  elasticity  of  his  legs,  was  within  three 
or  four  hundred  feet  of  his  dogs.  The  marquis  and  his 
daughters,  forced  by  the  precipices  to  follow  the  winding 
course  of  the  paths  were  considerably  behind. 

When  they  came  to  the  edge  of  the  wood,  and  had 
ascended  the  hill  which  overlooks  the  little  village  of 
La  Mame,  they  saw,  half  a  league  ahead  of  them, 
between  Machecoul  and  La  Brillardi^re,  among  the 
furze  bushes  which  are  scattered  between  that  village 
and  La  Jacquelerie,  Jean  Oullier,  his  dogs,  and  his 
wolf,  still  proceeding  at  the  same  gait,  and  following 
a  straight  line  in  the  same  relative  positions. 

The  success  of  the  first  two  attempts,  and  the  fast  pace, 
had  warmed  up  the  Marquis  de  Souday's  blood. 

''  Mordieu !  "  he  exclaimed,  ^  I  would  give  ten  days 
of  my  life  to  be  half-way  between  Saint  fltienne  de  Mer- 
morte  and  La  Guimari^re  at  this  moment,  so  that  I 
could  put  a  bullet  into  that  infernal  old  beast  I '' 

"  She  is  surely  going  to  take  to  the  forest  of  Orand'- 
Lande,"  said  Mary. 

"Yes,"  said  Bertha;  "but  it  is  equally  certain  that 
she  will  return  to  her  whelps  as  soon  as  the  dogs  let  her 
alone;  she  can't  keep  this  up  forever." 

"  It  would  be  better,  I  think,  to  return  to  the  place 
where  they  are,"  rejoined  Mary.  "Eemember,  fi^hei^ 
how  it  was  last  year,   when  we  chased  a  giiKl 
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themselves  in  a  spot  where  the  road  was  closely  hemmed 
in  hy  two  sharp  declivities,  and  bordered  by  high  hedges^ 
the  branches  of  which  met  above  their  heads;  they  sud- 
denly stopped,  thinking  that  they  could  hear  the  fcTniliiir 
yelping  of  their  dogs  at  a  short  distance. 

Almost  at  the  same  instant  the  report  of  a  gun  rang 
out  a  few  steps  away,  and  a  large  hare,  with  bloody, 
hanging  ears,  leaped  out  of  the  hedge,  and  ran  along  the 
road,  while  furious  shouts  of  ''After  her,  dogs!  after 
her!  tally-ho!  tally-ho!"  were  heard  from  the  field 
which  overlooked  the  narrow  path. 

The  sisters  thought  they  must  have  fallen  in  with  the 
hunt  of  one  of  their  neighbors,  and  were  on  the  point  of 
leaving  the  spot,  when  they  saw,  at  the  place  where  the 
hare  had  forced  her  way  through*  Rustaud,  one  of  their 
father's  dogs,  dart  through  the  hedge,  followed  by 
Faraud,  Bellaude,  Domino,  and  Fanfare,  all  in  rapid 
succession,  all  in  full  cry  after  the  wretched  hare,  just 
as  if  they  had  not  made  the  acquaintance  of  nobler  game 
that  day. 

But  the  tail  of  the  sixth  dog  was  hardly  dear  of  the 
narrow  opening  when  its  place  was  taken  by  a  human 
head. 

This  head  showed  the  features  of  a  pale,  excited  young 
man,  with  wild  eyes  and  disordered  hair,  making  supei^ 
human  efforts  to  force  his  body  through  the  small  hole 
after  his  head,  and  shoutings  amid  his  struggles  with  the 
thorns  and  briers,  ''  tally-ho !  "  in  the  same  voice  which 
Bertha  and  Mary  had  heard  after  the  report^  a  few 
moments  before. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


A  WOUKDBD  BAKE. 


Is  Uie  hedges  of  Lower  Poitou  —  fashioned  somewhat 
like  the  Bretoa  hedges,  of  staddles  bent  and  twisted 
together — it  does  not  follow  that  because  a  hare  has 
pwsed  thiougfa,  or  becauee  six  dogs  have  passed  through 
in  pareoit  of  the  hare,  that  the  aperture  which  has 
given  them  passage  is  capable  of  being  used  as  a  porte- 
toehire;  and  so  the  unfortunate  youth,  caught  as  if  in 
the  window  of  a  guillotine,  pushed  and  struggled  and 
contorted  himself,  and  tore  his  hands  and  face  with  the 
tiiOTna,  to  no  purpose:  )ie  could  not  make  an  inch  of 
progress. 

However,  (tie  joung  Nimrod  did  not  lose  his  coorage. 
He  was  straggling  away  desperately,  when  ringing  peals 
of  laughter  suddenly  put  an  end  to  his  absorptitm. 

He  turned  his  head  and  saw  the  two  Amazons,  leaning 
upon  thair  horses'  necks,  and  making  no  pretense  of  con- 
cealing their  amusement  nor  the  cause  of  it. 

Bitterly  ashamed  to  have  given  occasion  for  such  inor- 
dinate mirth  to  two  pretty  girls,  and  realizing  to  the  full 
the  absurdity  of  his  position,  the  youth  —  he  seemed 
hardly  twenty  —  tried  to  retreat ;  but  it  was  written  that 
the  untoward  hedge  shotdd  be  fatal  even  to  his  hopes  of 
withdrawing  snccassfully.  The  thorns  had  taken  such 
a  firm  hxAA  at  his  clothes,  and  the  branches  had  become 
so  entangled  with  his  pockets,  that  be  found  it  impossible 
to  go  beckj  so  be  remained,  stuck  in  the  hedge  as  in  a. 
bear-bap^  and  his  second  misfoitune  rendered  the  mem.^1 
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ment  of  the  two  spectators  almost  hysterical.  Then  the 
poor  hoy  ceased  to  exert  the  well-directed  energy  which 
he  had  exerted  in  the  first  place,  and  renewed  his  efibrts 
to  release  himself  with  a  sort  of  hlind  rage  and  fury ;  in 
this  last  supreme  struggle  his  face  assumed  such  an 
agonized  expression  that  Mary  felt  touched  hy  it. 

"  Let 's  he  quiet,  Bertha, "  she  said;  ''  you  see  how  we 
wound  him." 

"Indeed,  yes,"  said  Bertha;  "hut  what  can  I  dot 
It's  too  much  for  me." 

Without  ceasing  to  laugh,  she  leaped  lightly  to  the 
ground,  and  ran  to  help  the  poor  hoy. 

"  Monsieur, "  said  she,  "  I  think  that  a  little  assistance 
would  not  come  amiss  to  you  in  getting  out  of  here ;  will 
you  accept  the  help  which  my  sister  and  I  are  ready  to 
offer  t" 

But  the  uproarious  laughter  of  the  young  ladies  had 
wounded  the  self-esteem  of  him  to  whom  her  remark 
was  addressed  more  than  the  thorns  had  torn  his  skin; 
so  that  courteous  as  Bertha's  words  were,  they  did  not 
make  the  wretched  prisoner  forget  the  mockery  of  which 
he  had  heen  the  ohject. 

So  he  continued  to  hold  his  peace,  and  as  if  he  had 
thoroughly  determined  to  extricate  himself  without  any- 
body's assistance,  he  made  one  more  attempt. 

He  rose  upon  his  toes,  and  tried  to  move  forward, 
imparting  to  the  anterior  portion  of  his  body  the  diago- 
nal movement  which  enables  animals  of  the  serpent 
variety  to  travel;  unfortunately,  as  he  executed  this 
movement  his  forehead  came  violently  in  contact  with 
the  end  of  a  branch  of  wild  apple,  which  the  hedge-bill 
of  the  man  who  made  the  hedge  had  left  with  a  sharp 
edge.  It  cut  the  skin  as  the  keenest  razor  would  have 
done;  the  young  man  felt  that  he  was  seriously  wounded, 
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Wiai  diey  aiw  ana  mishap,  of  whii:ii  Ibey  wurw, 
thcoa  jt7'iiimBtruy.  ^0  oause,  thu  sUtvrs  nu  i(aii.'kly 
•)  '•iu  jiiiuig  TTian,  :iHized  liim  by  the  ^lii.>aIJ,«rs  himI 
7'^"'^tf  3}iRthi!i;  with  a  aOength  of  asm  uk'I  ci.'Uiui.>iily 
Bift  T-jiii  im.inij  women,  sui:ce«Hli;<i  iii  ilrti^iii^  luiu 
co:  '^f  ~iie  tii^iu^  md  seaoti^  hirn  u^iui)  tho  turt.  Nol 
tntj-mg  -J:m  tetiing  yfanracter  of  the  wuttuJ,  (UiJ  jti'l^it>K 
i:  jcIt  dt  appe«aiiiM,  Mary  turaetl  pile,  tuiJ  trBiuliliHl, 
wLne  B«Kha,  [>»b  impre^iooable  thaa  her  eiatur,  did  utit 
loue  ho  baui  &}r  %  secood. 

*  Boa  Co  chat  sbeuQ,"  she  said  to  Mary,  "  and  wet 
TOOT  handkerchief,  so  that  we  may  wipe  away  the  bliHHl 
which  is  blinding  the  poor  fellow." 

While  Maij  was  doing  as  she  directeil,  sliu  turimd  to 
the  young  mau :  — 

"Are  yoa  soffering  much,  monsieurl  "  »\i«  Bukxd. 

"Pudon  me,  mademoiselle,"  be  replied;  "but  ui 
many  things  are  in  my  mind  at  thia  muiueiit  tlmt  I 
hare  n't  a  clear  idea  whether  the  pain  1  fuul  i*  willi'uit 
or  within  my  head." 

Thereupon  he  hunt  into  a  fit  of  sobbiri^j,  wlu'^b  h« 
had  been  holding  baclc  with  great  difHciilty. 

"  Ob,"  he  cried,  "  the  good  God  i*  iniaiiiiibii  un$  im 
disobey  ing  tnarTiin*^ !  " 

Although  he  who  spoke  thua  waa  itill  v*fy  yiii.;/,  — 
we  have  said  that  he  had  just  attain<4l  bi»  iw-m.'.-'-u 
yew,  —  there  waa  something  M  chiliiiili  in  t'jc  •»-if'-* 
be  uttered  a  babyish  accent  which  iutiuyA  b-b  u 
tbwni  contrast  to  his  manlj  figure  aud  Lie  ln;i/tiii(5 
ootft,  that  despite  th 
by  his  wound,  the  ti 
oulnak  of  mirth. 
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• 

The  poor  boy  cast  a  i^eproachf  ul  and  imploring  glance 
upon  them,  while  two  great  tears  made  their  a|>pearance 
in  his  eyes ;  at  the  same  time  he  impatiently  snatched 
away  the  handkerchief  wet  with  fresh  water,  which 
Mary  had  laid  upon  his  forehead. 

"  Why  do  you  do  that,  pray  f "  asked  Bertha. 

'  Leave  me !  "  cried  the  youth.  "  I  am  not  at  all  dis* 
posed  to  receive  attentions  which  I  am  made  to  pay  for 
by  enduring  your  mockery.  Oh,  how  I  repent  now 
that  I  did  not  follow  my  first  impulse,  and  make  escape 
at  the  risk  of  wounding  myself  a  hundred  times  more 
severely ! " 

"  Very  good ;  but  since  you  were  sensible  enough  to 
do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  rejoined  Mary,  "be  sensible 
enough  now  to  let  me  replace  thid  bandage  on  your 
forehead.*^ 

As  she  spoke,  the  young  girl  picked  up  the  handker* 
chief  and  approached  the  unfortunate  youth  with  an 
expression  of  such  deep  interest  that  he,  with  a  shake 
of  the  head  that  signified  depression  rather  than  refusal, 
replied, — 

"  Do  as  you  please,  mademoiselle." 

"  Oho!  "  exclaimed  Bertha,  who  had  lost  none  of  the 
young  man's  changes  of  expression,  ''  for  a  bold  himts- 
man  you  are  rather  sensitive,  my  dear  monsieur." 

"  In  the  first  place,  mademoiselle,  I  am  not  a  hunts- 
man; and  after  what  has  happened  to  me,  I  am  less 
than  ever  disposed  to  become  one." 

''It's  my  turn  to  beg  pardon,"  retorted  Bertha,  in 
the  same  tone  of  raillery  which  had  so  disturbed  the 
young  man,  "  and  I  do  so;  but  judging  from  the  excited 
fashion  in  which  you  gave  battle  to  the  thorns  and 
briers,  and  especially  from  the  ardor  with  which  you 
urged  our  dogs  on,  I  was  quite  justified  in  supposing 
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tliAt   yon  were  at  least  an  aspirant  to  the  title  of 
hnntsman." 

"Oh,  no,  mademoiselle;  I  simply  yielded  to  an 
impulse  which  I  can't  understand,  now  that  my  blood 
is  cool ;  and  I  realize  how  nearly  right  my  mother  was 
in  applying  the  terms  absurd  and  barbarous  to  this 
amusement,  which  consists  in  deriving  pleasure  and 
satisfying  one's  vanity  from  the  sufifering  and  death  of 
a  poor,  helpless  animal." 

*  Take  care,  my  dear  sir  I "  said  Bertha;  *  for  in  our 
eyes,  who  are  absurd  and  barbarous  enough  to  enjoy 
this  sport,  you  are  much  like  the  fox  in  the  fable.'' 

At  this  moment  Mary,  who  had  been  to  wet  her 
handkerchief  again  in  the  brook,  stooped  to  bind  it 
around  the  youth's  forehead. 

But  he  pushed  her  away. 

*  In  Heaven's  name,  mademoiselle,'*  he  cried,  ^  have 
done  with  your  attentions!  Don't  you  see  that  your 
sister  is  still  making  fun  of  met " 

"Oh,  oome  now,  I  beg,**  said  Maiy,  in  her  sweetest 
voice. 

But  he  did  not  yield  to  its  gentle  aeeents,  and  rose 
to  a  kneeling  posture,  with  the  evident  inUmtion  of 
taking  his  leave. 

His  obstinacy,  which  was  rather  thai  of  a  ebiM  Dtnn 
a  man,  exasperated  quick-tempered  Bertha;  and  b^f 
annoyanoe,  although  iDspiied  by  a  very  worthy  ar»'i 
humane  sentiment,  was  expressed,  neverth^bMS^  s^jtum;' 
what  too  energetically  for  her  aex* 

**  Marbleu/'*  ahe  exdaimed,  just  as  her  (Mt^  miiif)ti 
have  done  under  similar  drcvnkstan^sKS,  *  tHs  wr^iMtM 
little  fellow  won't  listen  to  rmod,  will  be!  I»  y^ 
attend  to  binding  up  bis  bend,  HMrj;  I  am  ns^r^h^  t# 
hold  his  hands,  and  tk/t  dtrsat  Um  am;  if  be  st.is  an 
inch!" 
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She  was  as  good  as  her  word,  and  grasped  the  wounded 
man's  wrists  with  a  strength  of  muscle  which  mocked 
at  all  his  efforts  to  loosen  her  hold;  and  thus  succeeded 
in  making  Mary's  task  of  hinding  the  handkerchief 
firmly  upon  the  wound  very  easy,  and  it  was  soon 
accomplished. 

When  she  had  completed  the  operation,  with  a  skill 
that  would  have  done  credit  to  a  pupil  of  Dupuytren  or 
Johert,  Bertha  again  addressed  her  patient :  — 

"  Now,  monsieur,''  said  she,  "you  are  almost  in  con- 
dition to  go  home;  so  you  may  return  to  your  first  plan, 
and  turn  on  your  heel  without  even  thanking  us.  You 
are  free." 

But,  notwithstanding  this  permission,  the  young  man 
stood  like  a  statue,  apparently  disinclined  to  avail  him** 
self  of  his  liherty. 

He  seemed  hoth  prodigiously  surprised  and  deeply 
humiliated,  to  think  that  he  had  shown  himself  so 
weak,  and  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  two  such  strong* 
minded  young  women.  His  looks  wandered  from  Bertha 
to  Mary,  and  from  Mary  to  Bertha,  and  he  could  think 
of  no  reply  to  make  to  them. 

At  last  he  saw  no  other  way  out  of  his  emharrassment 
than  to  hide  his  face  in  his  hands. 

"  Man  Dieu  !  "  said  Mary,  uneasily ;  "  are  you  ill  t " 

The  young  fellow  made  no  reply. 

Bertha  gently  removed  his  hands  from  his  face,  and 
when  she  saw  that  he  was  weeping,  hecame  at  once  as 
gentle  and  as  sympathetic  as  her  sister. 

*^  You  must  he  more  seriously  wounded  than  you 
appear  to  be,  and  must  be  suffering  a  great  deal,  that 
you  weep  thus,"  she  said.  *^  If  that  is  the  case,  take 
my  horse,  or  my  sister's,  and  she  and  I  will  see  you 
safely  home." 


A  WOCVBED  HAUL  rj 

Bat  the  young  man  ahook  his  liead  in  a  rerj  deniiiM 
negatiye. 

"Come,  eomey"  said  Bertlta;  "ts-'.-:^  of  tz^j  -!;*.. ,:'| 
play!  We  have  offended  joa;  Id  *r,ij:  ▼%  i?i.^j-_^ 
that  we  should  find  the  ^iit  of  a  r-.r^z^z  r.r.  is.%^  •  .  . 
himtiDg-wair»tcoat  ?  Ho"wtT*:i  i:Lt:  jiaj  '^.  -^^ 
done  wrong;  we  admit  it,  and  :«&:*  7. a  vi*  !,>.,.. 
Perhaps  you  don't  canfdoer  ^^i*--^  v*  la-'*  fc-  ^  «;^^/ 
the  demands  of  p:^litene»:  bis  tux.  xli^  v  "  -^ 
ahoiicomini:?  to  the  peci.'  .k^tt  u:  ue  t:-".^._ii  ^  *  ^^ 
to  youiself  that  fiinQer:rr  j^  1^  --..j;  •a*i  >.  ^.  ^.  1 
from  two  pr^  wnc  art  m  t:.-cn«s^  j.  \^  ^.^^  ^ 
hearen  as  v  ^lend  l1  u*^  i.::^  n  x^  ^^  ..^^^  ^ 
tion  wLid  Lm  liit  ill  ^-u:  m  L_'..>-a^   X- 

mjlbrr.      C:»Ilit.  Ci.  JJi.  >3in  aar-^  Tw.     ^      • 


•  -» 


Sir.  ^^1  »*ii.   ^  J       r   i?» 


*  T 
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civility,  had  not  Maty  at  the  moment  raised  hef  finger, 
as  if  to  call  their  attention. 

"Hush!"  said  Bertha,  listening,  as  her  sister  was 
doing,  with  her  hand  half  extended  toward  his. 

They  heard  a  quick,  noisy,  incessant  yelping  at  some 
distance,  hut  rapidly  approaching,  —  the  yelping  of  dogs 
who  are  hot  upon  the  quarry. 

It  was  the  Marquis  de  Bouday's  pack  once  more, 
which,  not  having  the  same  reasons  that  his  daughters 
had  for  remaining  in  the  path,  had  darted  in  pursuit  of 
the  wounded  hare,  and  were  driving  him  hack  again. 

Bertha  pounced  upon  the  young  man's  rifle,  the  right 
barrel  of  which  had  been  discharged.  He  made  a  move* 
ment  as  if  to  prevent  what  might  be  a  rash  proceeding, 
but  her  smile  reassured  him. 

She  quickly  thrust  the  tamrod  into  the  loaded  barrel, 
as  every  prudent  hunter  does  when  he  is  about  to  use  a 
gun  which  somebody  else  has  loaded,  and,  having  made 
sure  that  it  was  in  proper  order,  she  took  a  few  steps 
forward,  handling  the  gun  with  an  easy  grace  which 
showed  how  familiar  she  was  with  its  use. 

Almost  at  the  same  moment  the  hare  leaped  out  of  the 
hedge  on  the  opposite  side,  apparently  with  the  purpose 
of  taking  again  to  the  road;  but  as  he  caught  sight  of 
our  three  friends,  he  turned  quickly  to  retrace  his  steps. 
But,  notwithstanding  the  rapidity  of  his  movements. 
Bertha  had  had  time  to  take  aim  at  him;  she  fired,  and 
the  animal  rolled  down  the  slope  as  if  struck  by  light- 
ning, and  lay  dead  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  Mean- 
while Mary  had  taken  her  sister's  place,  and  extended 
her  hand  to  the  young  man.  For  some  seconds  they  stood 
with  their  hands  clasped,  watching  What  was  going  on. 

Bertha  ran  to  pick  up  the  hare,  and  came  back  to  the 
stranger,  who  was  still  holding  Mary's  hand. 


*8e«T  mcKisieTii,  here  L?  v{iiir  rxngf-  '  &l*-  sl^ 

*  What  do  Ton  mean  ?  *"  i**   s^-sztr^ 

m 

'YoTi  can  say  that    tJi**     ust*    scsru-    r-   r-rt-^  .^— 
feet;  that  toot  gun  w*»il':    of  'w'-iiijcn:'  ror:  nn-^ 
of  its  own  accord,  and  jzrz.  mz    mar^  il-   nm*"-       r.,-,-. 
aif«  to  Madame    your    31^  -ii_nsi     tt*   rwezm  _  _  ^  .._l 
oath,  as  yon  did  to  xis  ;-z.=c  T-'-fT'     mr.'  '^r-  '.    r**-.-. . 
any  iii«  re.     The  har«   -w-H-    ti*«a.    rrr^-r::^-.  _   rrrr:: 
stances  for  too." 

The  TOing  man  shcci    ZLI.-   .I*e£.      tJ*='«^-L2^  • 

•Xo,"  he  said,  *  I  «L  . -.^-  2^«-f»:'  jut-  *    ^zLit^   :    ^  - 
mother  that  I  disobeve-i  i-^z 

"  Pray,  did  she  positL  ^-_  "  z  m  1    ""•'r:  iitli,!-.  * ' 

*  I  shonld  say  she  ♦iii    ^ 

"  And  here  you  are    z    '^r.i^zziz. ' '   eh:     j-rr"_ 
haTe  begnn  jiiat  where  7*^    '  -   zr±z^'^.^  •  i*ir-  ♦  -:         ^ 
admit,  at  least,  that  jti   -^r^-    .   '^•-•c::::i:  :r-  ^-  ■ 

■  Don't  joke,  ma* iez: =-= — 1-      ^"-i   iir^-    i.-^     ,    ^^^^^ 

to  me  that  I  coaid  ncr    t^    prLlir-  t    ^^-   ii^--^- 

lesnlt  would  be  that 1    '^  " —    si-*?-   jt. 

allowance  of  disconifcT-^  "" 

*Yon  haTe  only    tx~:     ■ 
monsieur,''  said  Marr      *  t 
don't  want  to  do,  nor  =L  -: — 1  '•^ 
to  do  it;  the  other    is  ^       ^  — - 
Belneve  me,  whatever  -^li^^    j^    ^  i 
to  *iL»  diTBRion  in  -wr-  -=.         -  - 
her  kiTTledge,  your  frazLzz^-^s  ^ 
all  lit?  ieath  of  a  har*?  if  -  7^  --^ 

*  I:  sakes  no  difference:- 

*'-♦:,  is  Madame    jr^'^zr  zil^"-*^    T.:r. 
^^^^.^V  adked  Beniia- 
'53,  mademoiselle :    sbe 
■t    She  anticipates  all  :=.7 


—     -  —        ■  .  r« 
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whims;  but  on  the  point  of  letting  me  touch  a  gun,  she 
ia  ahflolutely  intractable.  And  it's  easily  understood," 
said  the  youth,  with  a  sigh;  "my  father  was  killed 
while  bunting." 

The  young  girls  started. 

"  In  that  case,  monsieur,"  said  Beitha,  with  as  sober 
a  mien  as  his  whom  she  addressed,  "  our  pleasantry  ha*  ' 
been  extremely  ill-timed,  and  out  regret  ia  correspond' 
ingly  deep.  I  hope,  therefore,  that  you  will  forget  thr 
pleasantry,  and  remember  only  the  regret." 

"  I  shall  remember  nothing,  mademoiselle,  but  th» 
kind  attentions  you  have  showered  upon  me;  and  it  is 
for  me  to  hope  that  you  will  be  good  enough  to  forget 
my  childish  fright  and  my  idiotic  Bensitiveness." 

"Indeed  we  shall  remember  them,  monsieur,"  said 
Mary,  "  so  that  we  may  never  more  put  ourselyes  in 
the  wrong  with  another  as  we  have  with  you,  with  such 
unpleasant  consequeucea. " 

While  Mary  was  replying.  Bertha  had  remounted  her 
horse. 

The  young  roan  timidly  offered  hia  hand  again  to 
Mary,  who  touched  it  with  the  ends  of  hei  fingers  and 
leaped  lightly  into  the  saddle. 

Then  calling  the  dogs,  which  quickly  obeyed  their 
voices  and  came  jumping  around  them,  they  put  spurs 
to  their  horses  and  rode  rapidly  away. 

The  wounded  man,  speechless  and  motionless,  stood 
for  some  time  gasing  after  them,  until  a  turn  in  the 
road  hid  thero  from  his  sight.  Then  he  let  his  head 
fall  forward  upon  bis  cheat,  and  remained  on  the  same 
spot  in  deep  thought. 

Let  UB  stay  for  a  while  by  this  new  acquaintance, 
whom  it  is  quite  necesuary  for  us  to  know  more 
intimately. 


Recent  evento  had  pryJ-MsJ  m  •irT>-T-'l.:m7^  c  -^:  -^ 
lioD  upon  the  young  icja  tiiU.  ■■-j^s.  "lj;  tt-.  ^r-j- 
digappeared,  it  eeemed  Co  Lia  u  :f  21^  v^^  -•"  ~,'  (rx 
of  a  dream. 

He  wae,  in  tact,  at  that  r=e  rf  Lf-t  -rir^.  ----i  1^  ,•« 
who  are  destined  to  beeose  ti*  ai.:«  nir^^r-r^-ix.':  sl—i 
pay  their  tribate  to  the  p/tsj^-zz  tia  -f  *-r„ir^:ir»  k:.- 
this  enconater  with  two  y^^^v-r^^^^  v.  ^^-^:r\.-^  :l;- 
ferent  from  those  whom  be  w»  »cr-_>-.  .r^-i  v.  ;:<—;:. 
transported  him  into  the  ehi=.^rial  »-.t-1  -^  ;.-?a:;ijt. 
whefB  his  intonation  eryili  I,®*  ijw.f  t=  i'J  ^yr:r^, 
and  look  fot  the  castle  b-::U  ty  ii:rT  z^olz.:  -w:  -.- 
cramble  by  the  roadfide  ■■  we  ^'.-nz,^  ii.  i^»^  iziS 
wisdom. 

We  do  not  mean  to  mj,  h^w«T«,  t!^i  -:r:r  J'-''-^ 
acquaintance  had  gme  n  Ur  a*  to  £lU  i^  '.-t  tr.'.x 
either  of  the  Amazon*;  but  be  Wa  lite  v.i^  -A  srttt 
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young  women  had  been  enacted,  he  met  an  individual 
with  his  legs  incased  in  long  leathern  gaiters,  carrying 
a  hunting-horn  and  a  carbine  slung  over  his  shoulder, 
and  a  dog-whip  in  his  hand. 

He  was  walking  rapidly,  and  seemed  in  very  bad 
humor. 

It  was  evidently  a  whipper-in  of  the  hunt  which  the 
girls  had  been  following;  so  the  young  man,  with  his 
most  gracious  expression  and  his  most  engaging  smile, 
accosted  him. 

"  My  friend,"  said  he,  "  are  you  not  looking  for  two 
young  ladies,  one  riding  a  brown  bay  horse  and  the 
other  a  roan  mare  1 " 

"  In  the  first  place,  I  am  not  your  friend,  monsieur, 
for  I  don't  know  you;  in  the  second  place,  I  am  not 
looking  for  two  young  ladies,  bujb  for  my  dogs,"  was  the 
brutal  reply  of  the  man  in  the  blouse,  < —  *  my  dogs, 
which  wore  just  now  turned  off  the  trail  of  a  wolf  they 
were  chasing  by  an  idiot  who  started  them  after  a  hare 
which  he  had  missed,  like  the  donkey  that  he  is." 

The  young  man  bit  his  lips,  while  the  man  in  the 
blouse,  in  whom  our  readers  have  doubtless  reeogniied 
Jean  OuUier,  continued:—^ 

"  Yes,  I  saw  it  all  from  the  slope  of  La  Benaste, 
which  I  was  just  coming  down  in  pursuit  of  our  beast; 
and  I  would  gladly  have  abandoned  my  claim  to  the 
bounty  which  M.  le  Marquis  de  Souday  has  turned  over 
to  me,  to  have  been  within  two  or  three  whip-lengths 
o|  that  unmannerly  cub's  backbone ! " 

The  youth  to  whom  he  was  speaking  did  not  think  it 
advisable,  at  the  end  of  this  scene,  to  lay  claim  to  the 
role  which  he  had  intended  to  assume;  and  in  reply  to 
Jean  Oullier's  diatribe,  to  which  he  liatened  as  ii  it 
were  all  news  to  him,  he  said  only  a  word. 


UOSSSXUU  WCBMU  63 

«  Ah,  you  belong  to  M.  !•  Maffsu  ^  *k>udi^l* 

Jean  looked  askance  at  bk  vdurSanuEl^  iaxl«rivoul«r. 

« I  belong  to  myaell,*  lie  »}*:^d.  *  J  iwk  lAnr 
M.  le  Marquis  de  Souday's  difSR,  bifl  idoS  ^t  la.^  .  Hud  I 
do  it  quite  as  much  lor  aj  owu  ^^vumsoi  tstius  tut/' 

"  It  is  six  montba  saee  I  pesmnesi  -in^muuBttt't  uwimm:,  ** 
tke  young  man  aaid*  asaf  l^iiiawttf.  *  uut  u.  iil.  tuit 
time  I  hare  nerer  beod  uac  JL  jit  Jtanjuu  to:  ^t/uiiai|r 


'Well,"  tlM;  old  Tsaoian  2U>0Tnrj>k;cL.  " yifu  tm 
htm  ii  fxuaa  me,  soy  diac  au    auc  if  >  t/t  uivt  aity 

j^  yaa  gadwittaiTif.  *  " 

HaTing  6tl2T€Sfsc  hjjnmi^  s£  iwui^^  'mjr'jr  a  ^  i-ttpntir 
ooAg  ^cne*  vidci.  iu*  audn^K  UaC  oij.  *0*'t.  .».  -^^--a^- 
stand,  Jean  Oulic.  irjiuiiic  i-jriuv   :^.*.^<!     .r    s>^ 

bed  aad  anicfc  of  ^lisr  jmr^jor    »i.«i..iAJ^^  5«:,  _ . 


tt 


\£Sl  aliHK  vsBk  nflnk  d*  tvcij  M"K.  *.  >4r  a«^^  «, 
Ae  digcdoL  ja;  saa.  i«iiAtivia-  ejj^^-  ««••  *:t :  j^  .^^  «^' 
lolly  aia.  tues..  iTrmn^  «»  W^  Afi£. 
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the  corners,  somewhat  after  the  style  of  the  god  Pan, 
revealed  in  him,  in  spite  of  his  pains,  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  products  of  a  cross  between  the  breeds  of 
Mame  and  Normandy. 

Although  the  youth  was  evidently  coming  to  speak 
to  him,  the  laborer  did  not  suspend  his  work :  he  knew 
the  strain  which  it  would  entail  upon  his  horses  to 
begin  again,  if  they  were  stopped  in  the  middle  of  a 
furrow  in  that  hard,  clayey  soil.  So  he  kept  on  as  if 
he  had  been  alone ;  and  it  was  not  until  he  reached  the 
end  of  the  furrow,  and  had  turned  his  team  about,  and 
adjusted  his  plough  to  begin  anew,  that  he  seemed  dis- 
posed to  enter  into  conversation,  while  his  horses  were 
taking  breath. 

''  Well,"  he  said,  almost  familiarly,  to  the  new-comer, 
**  have  we  had  good  sport.  Monsieur  Michel  f  " 

The  young  man,  without  replying,  unslung  the  game- 
bag  from  his  shoulder,  and  let  it  fall  at  the  peasant's 
feet.  Through  the  wide  mesh  of  the  netting  he  saw  the 
silky,  yellowish  coat  of  the  hare. 

''Oho!"  said  he,  '^  a  capucin!  You  don't  come 
home  empty-handed  from  your  first  hunt,  Monsieur 
Michel." 

With  that  he  took  the  animal  out  of  the  bag,  exam- 
ined him  like  a  connoisseur,  pressed  his  abdomen  gently, 
as  if,  in  the  matter  of  preserving  game,  he  had  not  entire 
confidence  in  the  precautions  which  so  inexperienced  a 
hunter  as  M.  Michel  seemed  to  be  would  be  likely  to 
take. 

^  Ah,  sapredienne /  "  he  cried,  when  his  examination 
was  concluded,  "  that 's  worth  three  francs,  ten  aoua,  if 
it 's  worth  a  centime.  That  was  a  fine  shot  of  yours, 
do  you  know,  Monsieur  Michel  I  and  you  must  find  it 
more  diverting  to  knock  over  buck  hares  than  to  read 


old  b<x>ks,  a   jijTL  f 

Tiith,  BO.  Faa 

■I  like  ET    br.ak3  a 

'Yoa     BUT     3>    i^ 

OooTtiB,  or^  v^i*c 
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'  Hen  'a  tost  p^a,  CcnKu-.'  ^d 
wc^N»  to  the  peaaaax.  '  I  :^hJc  toe  ii 
of  (OggBsting  to  nte  to  laa  ci^  yoor  ima 
'Hoe  M  a  |)laT  foa  ^>rd»>B  Ak  >csi  k 


66  THE  SHE-WOLVES  OF  MACHECOUL. 

and  it  is  not  your  fault  if  I  can*t  find  the  sport  in  hunt- 
ing that  everybody  else  does." 

''You  must  try  again,  Monsieur  Michel;  you  must 
learn  to  like  it.  The  best  dogs  are  those  which  show 
their  temper  latest  in  life.  I  have  heard  amateurs 
who  eat  thirty  dozen  oysters  for  lunch  say  that  they 
could  never  even  look  at  one  until  they  were  past 
twenty.  Leave  the  chUteau  with  a  book,  as  you  did 
this  morning;  Madame  la  Baronne  will  suspect  noth* 
ing.  Gome  and  hunt  up  P^re  Gourtin;  his  outfit  will 
always  be  at  your  service.  And  if  my  work  is  not  too 
urgent,  I  will  draw  the  covers  for  you.  Meanwhile,  I 
will  put  the  gun  in  the  rack. '' 

P^re  Gourtin's  gun-rack  was  nothing  more  than  the 
hedge  which  separated  his  field  from  his  neighbor's. 

He  slipped  the  gun  into  the  hedge,  and  arranged  the 
thorns  and  briers  so  as  to  hide  it  from  the  gaze  of 
passers-by  and  at  the  same  time  protect  it  from  the 
rain  and  dampness,  — two  things  about  which  your  true 
poacher  bothers  his  head  but  little,  so  long  as  he  has 
candle-ends  and  some  lint 

"  Gourtin,"  said  M.  Michel,  with  an  affectation  of  the 
utmost  indifference,  "  did  you  know  that  M.  le  Marquis 
de  Souday  was  married  t  " 

'^  Faith,  no,"  said  the  peasant.     "  I  did  not  know  it." 

M.  Michel  was  deceived  by  his  appearance  of  good 
faith. 

*'  And  that  he  had  two  daughters!  "  he  continued. 

Gourtin,  who  was  just  completing  the  task  of  hiding 
his  gun,  by  twisting  together  some  obstinate  branches, 
quickly  raised  his  head,  and  looked  at  the  young  man 
so  earnestly  and  inquisitively  at  the  same  time,  that  he 
blushed  to  the  whites  of  his  eyes,  although  his  question 
had  no  other  motive  than  curiosity,  pure  and  simple. 
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that  such  was  the  fact  led  the  peasant  to  snspeot  posaUe 
reeuUs  ef  the  meeting  vhich  were  entirely  unwarranted 
hj  the  facts. 

It  was  eertatn  that  the  Marquis  de  Souday  had  been 
in  the  neighborhood  of  La  Logerie  within  a  short  tinie ; 
it  seemed  more  than  probable  that  M.  Michel  had  seen 
Bertha  and  Mary,  who  were  rarely  far  away  from  their 
father,  when  hunting  was  going  on;  it  might  even  be 
that  the  young  man  had  done  more  than  see  them,— • 
he  might  have  talked  with  them;  and  thanks  to  the 
general  opinion  of  the  sisters  in  the  neighborhood,  a 
eonyersalaon  with  Mesdemoiaelles  de  Souday  oould  not 
iail  to  be  Uie  beginning  of  an  intrigue. 

From  one  deduction  to  another,  Gourtin,  who  waa  a 
logical  man,  arrived  at  the  conclusion  that  his  young 
master  had  reached  that  point. 

We  say' his  young  master  because  CourtiA  cultivated  a 
farm  which  belonged  to  M.  MicheL 

But  the  laborer's  daily  task  was  not  congenial  to 
Gourtin:  he  aimed  at  becoming  the  private  keeper  of 
mother  and  son;  and  the  crafty  fellow  tried  in  every 
possible  way  to  establish  a  community  of  interest  between 
his  young  master  and  himself. 

He  had  failed  in  his  attempt  to  encourage  him  in 
disobeying  the  maternal  injunctions  regarding  the  hunt; 
to  become  the  confidant  of  his  love  afibirs  seemed  to  him 
a  very  convenient  way  of  serving  his  own  interesta  and 
his  paltry  ambition.  By  the  cloud  of  annoyance  whiah 
spread  over  M.  Michel's  face,  he  saw  that  he  had  gone 
astray  in  making  himself  the  mouthpiece  of  the  general 
disapprobation  of  the  two  Amazons,  and  he  set  about 
regaining  the  ground  he  had  lost. 

We  have  already  seen  him  begin  to  hedge  a  little  upon 
the  first  sneering  characterization  of  them. 
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H«  wimt  on  in  the  tune  lOid. 

"However,"  said  he,  with  well-Msnmed  gDod-natin% 
*peo{il0  always  aay  a  good  deal  more  -^  eepeeiallj  aboot 
joQng  women  —  than  theve  's  any  jiiatificaii(»i  lot« 
liadenniselle  Bertha  and  Mademoiaelle  Mary*^** 

'^  Axe  their  names  Bertha  and  Mary  f "  the  youg  mm 
eagerly. 

"Bertha  and  Maiy,   yea.      Mademoiadle  Berths  m 
and  Mademoiselle  Mary  light." 

Am  be  gued  at  M.  Michel  with  aD  the  acnteneai  1m 
coqU  put  into  his  gaxe,  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  the  young 
mm  reddened  slightly  at  the  name  of  Mary. 

*  I  was  saying, "  the  persistent  fellow  went  en,  **  thai 
Mademoiselle  Maiy  and  Mademoiselle  Bertha  are  fond 
of  IranfRig,  degB,  and  horses;  but  that  does  not  prevent 
tiieir  Mng  good  girln.  Monsiear  the  late  eiir^  of  La 
Benaafte,  who  was  a  very  clever  poacher,  didn't  aay  th« 
worel  marmw  in  the  world  because  his  dog  was  m  the 
aacristy,  and  his  gmi  hung  on  ^e  ahar." 

"It^s  a  faet^"  said  M.  Michel,  forgetting  that  hia 
wwb  gave  ftt&  lie  to  his  earlier  aasertton,  '^thot  they 
have  a  very  gentle  and  kiad  way  about  theaiy  eepecially 
Mademoiselle  Mary." 

"And  they  are  gentle  and  kind,  Monsieur  Mkbely 
they  are  indeed!  Last  year,  during  the  hot,  damp 
weather,  when  that  sort  of  malarial  fever  which  carried 
off  so  many  poor  devils  was  prevalent  all  about,  who 
looked  after  the  sick  without  shrinking,  when  doctors 
and  druggists  and  the  whole  trembling  crew,  even  to  the 
veterinaries,  had  left  the  place  1  The  She-wolvea,  aa 
every  one  calls  them.  Oh,  they  don't  go  about  preach- 
ing charity,  but  they  visit  the  houses  of  the  unfortunate 
secretly ;  they  sow  alms  and  reap  blessings.  So,  even  if 
the  rich  do  hate  them,  and  the  nobles  are  jealous  of 
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them,  ah!  one  can  say  without  fear  of  contradiction  that 
they  have  the  poor  on  their  side." 

"Pray,  what  is  the  reason  that  they  are  thought  so 
hardly  off "  asked  M.  BlicheL 

"Pshaw!  how  can  one  sayt  Do  people  ask  such 
questions  or  go  into  details?  With  men,  you  see. 
Monsieur  Michel,  it 's  just  as  it  is  with  birds;  when 
one  of  them  is  sick,  the  others  all  come  to  pull  out  his 
feathers.  It 's  sure  enough  though,  that  those  of  their 
own  station  turn  their  backs,  and  throw  stones  at  these 
poor  girls.  For  instance,  Monsieur  Michel,  your 
mother's  a  good  soul,  isn't  shet  Well,  just  speak 
to  her  of  them,  and  I  am  sure  she  would  say  with 
everybody  else,   <  They 're  bad  women!'" 

However,  notwithstanding  Couitin's  change  of  fronts 
M.  Michel  seemed  disinclined  to  talk  familiarly  with 
him;  while  the  peasant  himself  concluded  that»  for  one 
sitting,  he  had  sufficiently  paved  the  way  for  the  confi- 
dence which  he  hoped  to  extort. 

As  M.  Michel  seemed  disposed  to  leave  him,  he 
escorted  him  to  the  end  of  his  field ;  and  as  they  walked 
along  he  noticed  that  the  young  man's  looks  were  very 
often  bent  upon  the  dark  masses  of  the  forest  of 
Machecoul. 
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CHAPTER  VnL 

THB  BASOHn  07  LA 


Kastbb  Courtin  respectfolly  lowered  for  Im  jfrna^ 
the  movable  bare  wbich  gave  entnoee  t^  lot  field,  jmt 
a  female  voice  calling  Midiel  vis  bend  on  tbe  odier  ■ 
of  the  bedge. 
At  tbe  sound  of  this  voice  the  jaang  ma  lAnied  aad 

stopped. 

At  the  same  moment  the  peiBoa  who  bad  caDad  bk 
name  appeared  at  the  end  of  the  fenee  wbidi  aeparitad 
Gooitin's  from  the  adjoining  field. 

This  person,  this  Uidy,  mi^  have  beoi  an jwfaere 
from  f oity  to  forty-five.  Let  na  try  to  describe  ber  to 
our  readeiB. 

Her  face  was  inmgnificant^  and  without  other  diatiB- 
goishing  characteristie  than  an  expiearion  of  borrowed 
haughtiness,  which  was  in  sharp  contrast  with  her  veiy 
oidinary  appearance.  She  was  abort  and  stout;  aba 
wore  a  silk  dress  absurdly  out  of  place  in  the  fields^ 
and  a  hat  with  brown  streamers  falling  down  over  ber  fiuse 
and  neck.  One  would  have  thought^  so  elaborate  was 
the  balance  of  her  toilet,  that  she  had  been  making  w>11a 
in  the  Chauss^  d'Antin,  or  the  Faubourg  Saint  Honor^. 

She  was  the  one  whose  future  reproaches  had  appar- 
ently aroused  such  dire  apprehension  in  the  mind  of  the 
poor  youth. 

«  What! "  she  cried,  "  you  here,  Michel!  Eeally,  my 
dear,  yoa  are  very  unreasonable  and  have  very  little  re- 
gard for  your  mother !    It 's  more  than  an  hour  since 
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tbe  bell  of  the  ch&teau  rang  to  call  you  to  dinner;  you 
know  how  I  detest  waiting,  and  how  particular  I  am 
to  have  meals  at  stated  hours,  and  yet  I  find  you  here 
coolly  talking  with  this  countryman  I " 

Michel  began  to  stammer  an  excuse,  but  at  that  instant 
the  maternal  eye  perceived  something  wiiich  had  escaped 
Courtin,  or  which  Courtin  had  not  thought  best  to  ask 
questions  about.  She  noHoed  that  her  son's  head  waa 
bound  up  with  a  haadkerehief^  and  that  the  said  hand- 
kidDehief  was  coveted  with  spots  of  blood,  which  Ma 
straw  hat  imperfectly  concealed  for  all  its  wide  brim* 

"  Oh,  Tnon  Dieu  I "  she  cried,  elevating  her  voke, 
whose  ordinary  tones  were  pitched  too  high,  ''yoa  mn 
wounded!  What  has  happened  to  you?  Tell  me,  my 
poor  boy!    Yott  see  that  I  am  dying  with  anxiety  I'* 

Thereupon  she  climbed  the  fence  with  an  impatisni 
oelenty  which  one  would  not  have  dared  to  expect 
fiom  a  person  of  her  years  and  corpulence ;  and  having' 
reached  her  son's  side,  she  removed  his  hat  and  tha 
himdkerchief  before  he  oould  prevent  her. 

The  wound,  reopened  by  tha  hasty  removal  of  the 
bandage,  began  to  bleed  afsesh. 

M.  Michel  was  so  unprepared  to  see  the  crisis  he  had 
dxeaded  hastened  in  this  way,  tiiat  he  stood  like  oma 
bewildered,  and  knew  not  what  to  say. 

Master  Courtin  came  to  his  lescneL 

The  dy  peasant  saw  from  the  young  man's  embanaas* 
m«nt  that,  while  he  dared  not  confiBss  his  disobedienee, 
he  hesitated  to  exculpate  himsdl  l^  a  lie;  he,  Courtm, 
had  not  the  same  scruplea,  and  be  resolutely  loaded  biff 
conscience  with  the  sin  which  Michel,  in  his  innocence^ 
did  not  dare  to  commit 

"  Oh,  Madame  la  Baionne  need  not  be  at  all  anxiooif 
It's  nothing,"  he  said;  '^  absohitely  nothing." 


•Well,  bat 
him,  Ccnirtin, 


The  yoang  mmn's  wmjoul  4ai»  a 
netiaLll  J  dosed. 

"Yoa  shall  kaov,  HaiiTrr  la  Eaumuitt^*  zniitit. 
Gourtm.  **  I  nnut  tefi  jgn  ttsas  I  Jaii  a  nxmiLf  oi  3x7 
full  prmnngs  here ;  ii  wvb  an  haa«j  laiyi  Z  snuiL 
it  iqK>n  mj  shonldezs  hf  nisif ;  M.  ¥"i:rTHt 
enough  to  help  me»  ami  a  nssBaoift  am  mm 
•eiBtch  on  his  fanhtad^  ai  pn  age.'' 

'Why,  it's  modi  aioia  thsa  a  srrhv*t "  Yac  3iiu3fi 
haTe  put  his  eye  oat!  Aa^gWi^*'  Trnr.  Ifwft^  Cmrsn^ 
get  your  equals  to  pat  yoor  iigote  ob  ]p:i22r  iatsLlioBs  in; 
yon,  do  yon  hear  f  Aside  from  une  fk:3  i^ns  T-i«  irnrtg 
have  hfinded  the  duld,  vhat  yon  d>i  m 

Master  Coortin  hent  hia  heed  aiik 
if  he  TWftliiDwl  the  fiill  estent  ai  hm 
tliat  did  not  pRsrent  hiai,  at  he  noticed  1^ 
■CkU  lying  on  the  taxf^  front  sending  it  to  jatx  t^  pa  m 
the  hedge,  with  a  devedy  calcukied  kidc. 

'Come  now,  Memsimtr  MicktL,^  sud  the  Baraaakey 
whose  ill-hnmor  did  not  seem  to  have  heen  alhrad  hy 
the  peasant's  sobmissiTe  demeaaer;  "  oome^  and  we  wiii 
hare  the  doctor  look  at  your  woand." 

She  tamed  back  after  taking  a  lew  atepa. 

'Apropos,  Master  Courtin,'*  said  dm,  'yoa  have  at 
jet  paid  yonr  quarter's  ieak|  dve  on  St.  John'a  I>ay,  and 
yet  yooT  lease  expires  at  Easter.  Look  to  it;  £or  I  am 
faliy  determined  not  to  retain  any  tenmte  who  are  on* 
ponctaal  in  meeting  theiz  engsgemants*" 

Master  Coortin's  faoa  assamed  a  still  moie  piteous  eso^ 
psessioB  than  it  had  a  low  seoonds  before;  the  wiiaklea 
dinppeazed,  howeirer,  when  the  young  man, 
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mother  was  clambering  over  the  palisades  with  much 
less  ease  than  before,  said  to  him  in  an  imdertone: 

"To-morrow  I" 

Thus  it  was,  that  notwithstanding  the  threat  he  bad 
listened  to,  he  seized  his  plough-handles  once  more  very 
blithely,  and  went  to  work  at  another  furrow,  while  bis 
masters  were  on  their  way  to  the  ch&teau ;  and  all  the 
rest  of  the  afternoon  he  kept  up  the  spirits  of  his  horses 
by  singing  "  La  Parisienne, "  —  a  patriotic  tune  much 
in  vogue  at  that  time. 

Let  us  leave  Master  Courtin  humming  the  aforesaid 
ditty,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  his  team,  and  say  a 
few  words  about  the  Michel  family. 

You  have  seen  the  son,  dear  reader;  and  you  have 
seen  the  mother. 

The  mother  was  the  widow  of  one  of  those  contractoia 
for  supplies  who  had  succeeded  in  making  a  very  con- 
siderable fortune  at  the  expense  of  the  State,  and  in  a 
very  short  time,  by  following  on  the  skirts  of  the  impe- 
rial armies,  and  who  were  dubbed  by  the  soldiers  with 
the  speaking  sobriquet  of  "  ri^pain-sel "  (rice-bread-salt). 

This  contractor's  family  name  was  Michel ;  he  was  a 
native  of  the  department  of  La  Mayenne,  the  son  of  a 
common  peasant,  and  nephew  of  a  village  schoolmaster, 
who  decided  the  boy's  future  by  adding  a  few  hints 
about  arithmetic  to  the  lessons  in  reading  and  writing 
which  he  gave  him  gratis. 

Being  included  in  the  first  conscription  of  1791,  Michel 
the  peasant  reached  the  quarters  of  the  Twenty-second 
demi-brigade  with  very  luke-warm  enthusiasm.  This  fel- 
low, who  was  destined  at  a  later  day  to  become  so  dis- 
tinguished a  personage,  had  already  figured  up  his 
chances  of  being  killed  or  of  becoming  a  general.  As 
the  result  of  his  calculations  was  only  moderately  satiB- 
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What  p«rt  d»i  Michel  pkj  in  the  suooeenTe  eatas- 
liophes  of  that  terrible  drama  9  That  we  shall  periiapa 
learn  hereafter;  it  is  a  fact  that,  some  time  subseqnenk 
to  thia  bloodj  epiaode,  Michel,  still  recommended  bgr 
his  fine  handwritings  entered  the  employ  of  a  famoos 
contractor  for  supplies  in  the  capacitj  of  clerk. 

He  made  rapid  progress;  for  in  1805  we  find  faua 
8i^)pl7ing  part  of  the  munitions  to  the  army  of  (Germany 
on  his  own  account. 

In  1806  his  shoes  and  gaiters  took  an  aetire  part  m 
tihe  heroic  Prussian  campaign^ 

In  1809  he  obtaimid  the  whole  contract  for  proviaiozft* 
ing  the  army  which  entered  Spain. 

In  1810  he  married  the  only  daughter  of  one  of  faia 
amfreres,  and  thus  doubled  his  fortune. 

Further  tha&  that,  he  lengthened  out  his  name,  that 
being  one  of  the  greatest  ambitions  of  all  those  wh< 
names  were  rather  brief* 

It  waa  in  thie  way  that  the  addition  he  so  coreted 
brought  about:  — 

M.  Michel's  wife's  fether's  name  was  Baptists  Dosand; 
he  was  of  the  little  village  of  La  Logerie,  and  to  dia* 
tinguish  himself  from  another  Durand,  whom  he  ba4 
seyeral  times  met  in  biff  business,  he  went  by  the  name 
of  Duiand  de  la  Logerie*    At  least  that  waa  his  ezcuaa. 

He  had  had  his  daughter  educated  at  one  of  the  beat 
boarding  sehools  in  Paris,  where  her  name  waa  entered 
on  the  hooka  as  Stephanie  Durand  de  k  Logerie. 

Once  married  to  his  ecnfr^reU  daughter,  Monsieur  ^lo 
CommiBsary  Michel  considered  that  his  wife'a  name 
would  look  very  well  at  the  end  of  his  own,  and  Im 
became  Miehel  de  la  Logecie. 

Last  of  all,  at  the  Restoration,  a  title  of  the  Holy 
Empire,    bought  for  hard  cash,  permitted  him  to  cdD 
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hin"^f  Bvon  Hichel  de  k  Logem,  ud  thus  to  defie* 
hi*  positicfi  in  the  ftir>""»'  wl  iBnsbick!  uutoaacr  ol 
tbe  moiBUit. 

Some  yeus  after  the  retain  (d  the  Booibona,  —  that  ii 
to  nj',  sboat  1S19  or  If^, — Buon  Uichel  de  la  Logeria 
had  the  mufcatuiM  to  looe  hie  UheHS-lav,  Mware 
Baptiate  Purand  de  la  Logerie. 

He  laft  to  hie  daughter  and  oaiHe<]Bentlj  to  his  Kn-in- 
law,  hia  estate  of  l^a  Logerie,  ntoated,  u  our  Teadan 
may  have  guesaed  frtMn  hinU  given  in  earlier  ehaptei^ 
Mine  five  or  six  leagues  from  the  forast  of  Madiecoul. 

Baron  Uichel  de  la  Logerie  determinad,  like  tiM 
worthy  noblupaa  be  was,  to  take  pcwesBion  of  hia  estata 
and  show  himself  to  his  vassab.  Baron  Michel  waa  ft 
clever  follaw ,  he  had  hie  eye  on  «  eett  in  tbe  Chamber, 
which  be  could  reach  ooij  by  election ;  and  hie  election 
depended  an  hk  popnkii^  is  the  department  of  Loiie- 
inf^rieuie. 

He  wu  peaeant-horQ ;  he  had  Jdved  with  peaaamti 
until  he  vaa  twenty-five,  nve  for  the  two  or  three  yeart 
he  bad  jMssed  in  the  bureaux,  so  he  knew  how  to  a,^ 
proacb  the  peasants.  Moreover  he  bad  to  obtain  their 
pardon  for  his  good-fortune. 

He  played  the  part  of  the  good  princti,  banted  up  soma 
•f  bis  comtades  in  the  old  Vendeao  wsra,  grasped  them 
\q  tbe  hand  and  spoke  with  tear*  in  his  eyes  of  tbe  death 
of  poor  M.  JoUy,  dear  H.  de  Gouetn,  and  good  M, 
CbMette;  he  investigated  the  needs  at  tbe  commune, 
with  which  he  hod  little  acqmuatance;  be  built  a  bridge 
which  established  most  valaable  commuidcationa  bo- 
tween  the  departments  of  I^iio-Inf^rieure  sod  La  V«iy 
d^  repaired  three  looda  in  tbe  aeigbly^rb'xid,  n^ 
rebuilt  a  church,  endowed  an  orj4iaiia^ 
for  old  men,  napod  a  barreat  of  bfset 
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80  much  satisfaction  in  the  paternal  role  that  he  an- 
nounced his  purpose  of  passing  only  six  months  of  the 
year  in  the  capital  thenceforth,  and  the  other  six  at 
the  GhHteau  de  la  Logerie. 

At  last  yielding  to  the  entreaties  of  his  wife,  who  had 
remained  at  Paris  and  did  not  comprehend  this  vehement 
passion  for  green  fields  which  had  taken  possession  of 
him,  and  who  wrote  thence  letters  upon  letters  to  hasten 
his  return,  Baron  Michel  decided  to  comply  with  her 
wishes  on  a  certain  Monday  then  next  ensuing,  after 
devoting  the  Sunday  to  a  grand  slaughter  of  wolves 
which  was  to  take  place  in  the  wood  of  La  Pauvri^re 
and  the  forest  of  Grand'Lande,  then  overrun  with  these 
beasts. 

It  was  another  philanthropic  work  which  Baron 
Michel  de  la  Logerie  had  undertaken. 

On  this  occasion  Baron  Michel  continued  to  play  the 
part  of  the  good  rich  man;  he  supplied  refreshments,  and 
provided  two  hogsheads  of  wine,  which  were  drawn  on 
wagons  in  the  rear  of  those  who  were  beating  the  woods 
for  those  to  drink  who  chose.  He  ordered  a  magnificent 
feast  to  be  ready  when  the  sport  was  at  an  end,  and 
invited  two  or  three  entire  villages  to  partake;  he 
refused  the  post  of  honor  in  the  battue  which  was  offered 
him,  but  insisted  upon  taking  his  chance  with  the  rest 
in  drawing  lots,  and  chance  having  relegated  him  to  the 
extreme  end  of  the  line,  he  took  his  ill-fortune  with  an 
imperturbable  good-humor  which  enchanted  everybody. 

The  battue  was  a  splendid  success;  animals  emei^ged 
from  every  thicket,  and  such  a  constant  firing  was  kept 
up  all  along  the  line  that  you  would  have  said  a  little 
war  was  in  progress.  Wolves  and  boars  began  to  ac- 
cumulate in  the  wagon  beside  the  baron's  hogsheads, 
without  reckoning  the  contraband  game,  such  as  hares 


He  w»*  «.=*  i^ai    I  ":»J1  :aii  t-iet:..    -~    .  .^t, 

cntor  of  Sie:i«  :i--«  ".is  =i:rct  ir,  lir,;  i~.  •  —ze- 
whose  station  »!*  aer:  >loir  i*  "mpti  ^  ttss-  vr-r^tii. 
He  decUred  diat,  Wing  imc  httnitr^  iini  \i'-  •k-^ 
from  the  bwon,  and  sepwacwl  fc-.-m  b;'n  ~!r  %  ,v.-i,.,-  .x 
the  wood,  he  hiid  neither  ^wn  n>.<i:  h-nc-t  vt-;.'  -^.  '<■ 
WM proved,  too,  that  the  gun  of  th*  ».\iri»\l  ■,v,,st-.:  ■y^ 
not  been  discharged  at  all  that  day;  ttiu)  tu  *tUt--.\«  v 
■U  that,  it  appeared  that  he  could  not  V"^  l-   -' 
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Tidiini  ezoept  in  the  right  aide  from  the  place  where  he 
was  stationed,  and  Baron  Michel's  wound  was  in  his  left 
ode. 

The  inqniry  went  no  fiirthw;  it  was  necessary  to 
charge  the  death  of  the  ex-commissary  to  chance;  and 
the  supposition  was  that  a  stray  hall,  as  often  happens 
in  heating  woods,  had  struck  him,  without  any  evil 
design  on  the  pact  of  the  man  from  whose  gun  it 
proceeded. 

And  yet  there  was  a  aort  of  vague  rumor  throughout 
the  oountry-side  of  yengeanoe  accompJished ;  they  aaid,^* 
hat  they  said  it  very  low,  as  if  every  tuft  of  grass  mi^ki 
still  conceal  the  gun  of  a  Ohouan, —  they  said  that  some 
cme  of  the  old  troops  of  Jolly,  CouStu,  and  Gharette  had 
made  the  unfortunate  contcaetor  expiicte  his  treason,  and 
the  death  of  those  three  illustrious  leaders;  hut  then 
were  too  many  people  interested  in  the  secret  to  admit  of 
a  direct  accusation  heing  made. 

Baronne  Michel  de  la  Logerie  was  thus  left  a  widow 
with  an  only  son. 

Baronne  Michel  was  one  of  those  women  with  all  the 
negative  virtues,  who  are  so  common  in  the  world.  Of 
vices  she  did  not  possess  the  shadow  of  a  single  one;  of 
passion  she  had  hardly  known  the  name  up  to  that  tim«« 
Harnessed  at  seventeen  to  the  marriage-car,  die  had  gone 
atrai^t  ahead  in  the  matrimonial  furrow,  without  once 
swerving  to  right  or  left,  and  without  even  so  much  as 
wondering  if  there  were  no  other  road.  The  idea  that  a 
woman  might  kick  against  the  pricks  had  never  entered 
her  head.  Freed  from  the  yoke,  she  was  afraid  of  har 
freedom,  and  instinctively  sought  new  chains ;  these  aha 
found  in  religion,  and  like  all  narrow-minded  people,  ahe 
hegan  to  run  to  seed,  in  a  false  and  exaggerated,  yei 
thoroughly  conscientious,  devotion  to  piety. 
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Madune  la  Baronne  Michel  believed  herself  to  be  a 
saint  pure  and  simple ;  she  was  regular  in  her  attendance 
at  all  services,  kept  all  the  fasts,  and  obeyed  all  the 
injunctions  of  the  Church;  and  he  who  told  her  that  she 
sinned  seven  times  every  day  would  have  astonished  her 
beyond  expression.     And  yet  nothing  was  more  true,  for 
without  assailing  her  on  any  point  except  humility,   it 
was  possible,  at  any  moment  in  the  day,  to  irarpri^  h^ 
in  the  very  act  of  disobedience  to  the  pr^c^pt^  of  tij: 
Saviour  of  mankind;  for,  although  she  h^A  !>.:>  '..^  a 
to  superiority,  she  carried  her  msUxnz'x  irr-j'^s^'jt  V* 
the  point  of  madness. 

Thus  we  saw  that  our  crafty  ^l^g!>ir  Cvur.a^   wi,'^ 
called  the   son   JiontUur  MlrM,    '■•iiii'r^   •>rr>r:i./:* 
never  onoe  failed  to  be£^j»w  the  'BLrjuut  "  u;/*!    ijr 
mother. 

Naturally,  1fai^.ai?y  de  k  I>ip*Tit  ii*jk  iu*  y>  ^f    *^. 
the  age  in  abiic?T»=ioe:  ibe  asT*?  xtac.  t.  vjij*>  t»-»»^   t. 

her  newipaper  iLu  2C£  iii  iaX  aL-juat  in^n  t/!.. \^ 

wotW  and  tijft  ic»  —  dL  i^  -j-a-jii^js:  umii^v    ., 
hear  her  tai,  aii*  wyilf  iar:»r  «;.c    {:id    t^    j    ., 
datod  froc:  !>••.  cxi  «:  Ltr  jljt  »::.•- -i   •;tft.  ^    ^^ 
lo  keep  ifctr  *x.  fr-.a.  ^Li  rj;:-.«aii.  ji  -r  I^   j^^    t     ,^ 
day,  br  j«a2=:r  "1:3.  iisr  fr«L  t:^  »  .r.    c^-    ^     ,^  .^,, 
She  w:di  i**^-!r  .LBr.a_  it  a  r-x>''5^...».   v    »•     -     ^   ^^ 
tiici  for  iziL:  <--4a-;Lt«^  ;;-jr^ -rt-i.^r  ::^-.^   ^.^    ^^^ 

wLi:i  -its   ir-  .1  i-r.:*^   a^  m^.   :**-.-,     ^.     , 
traa*«i  u  Ursr  ai*  y    :_l:    t.^*-    ^-., 
vs^:f  -ntsr  ♦*€='  X  u*.-  J:  .-.^.    ^. 
iron.  KTBUT":?^  v  ▼"i.-'si  <lj    i^* 

■I'UiS:  111  a  ^ 


^^^^       ^ 
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Indeed,  she  assumed  tiie  entire  du^  of  deciding  wfut 
diiection  ehoakl  be  given  to  his  atudiea,  eepeciallj-  in  the 
moral  part  of  bis  educstion. 

The  more  than  oTdinary  supply  of  intelligence  with 
which  heaTen  had  endowed  that  young  btain,  wae  quite 
necessary  to  enable  it  to  emerge  Mfe  and  sound  from  tiie 
torture  which  it  was  compelled  to  undergo  frar  ten 
years. 

But  it  did  emerge,  as  we  have  seen  it,  weak  and 
vacillating,  and  entirely  lacking  in  that  force  and  reso- 
lution which  denote  a  man,  —  the  embodiment,  that  is 
to  say,  of  energy,  decisiou,  and  intelligence. 
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Oh,  bat  how  lovely  Maiy  was,  with  her  waving  blond 
locks  and  her  great  blue  eyes!  how  soft  her  voice  was, 
and  how  persuasive  her  accent!  how  gently  she  had 
touched  the  wound,  washed  away  the  blood,  and  tied 
the  bandage! 

Verily,  Michel  did  not  regret  his  wound,  when  he 
remembered  that  without  it  there  would  have  been  no 
occasion  for  the  two  girls  to  speak  a  word  to  him,  or  to 
bother  their  heads  about  him. 

To  be  sure  there  was  one  thing  that  was  much  more 
serious  than  his  wound,  —  namely,  the  ill-humor  it  had 
caused  his  mother,  and  the  suspicions  which  might  be 
awakened  in  her  mind;  but  Madame  de  la  Logerie's 
wrath  would  soon  blow  over,  while  the  impression  left 
on  his  heart  by  those  few  seconds  when  Mary's  hand  lay 
in  his,  would  long  endure. 

Like  every  heart  which  is  beginning  to  love,  but  does 
not  yet  recognize  the  sensation,  he  felt  the  need  of 
nothing  so  much  as  to  be  alone. 

The  result  was  that  after  dinner  he  took  advantage  of 
a  moment  when  his  mother  was  talking  with  a  servant^ 
and  left  the  house  without  hearing  what  she  was  sayings 
or  rather  without  paying  any  attention  to  her  words. 

These  were,  however,  of  some  importance. 

Madame  de  la  Logerie  forbade  her  son  to  go  in  the 
direction  of  Saint  Ghristophe  du  Ligneron,  where,  ac* 
cording  to  her  servant's  story,  there  was  an  outbreak  of 
a  malignant  fever. 

Then  she  decreed  that  a  sanitary  cordon  should  be 
established  around  La  Logerie,  so  that  no  resident  of 
the  infected  village  should  be  allowed  to  enter  the 
ch&teau. 

The  order  was  carried  out  on  the  instant,  and  made  to 
apply  to  a  young  girl  who  came  to  ask  the  baronne'a 


GAI05  D*OK  ASD  AUJCBa  So 

Lelp  for  ha  hihetf  wlio  wis  in  the  fiat  stages  of  a 

DoTibilesB  if  Michel  hid  not  heen  ao  absorbe^I  [r  hia 
ovn  thoughts,  he  wo  old  hare  paid  aome  heeii  ro  hid 
icother*8  wofds ;  for  the  aick  man  was  his  foster-^her, 
the  bnner  Tinguj,  and  the  meaaenger  who  came  in 
quest  of  assistance  his  foeter-siatef  Kosinef  for  whnm. 
he  had  great  affection. 

Bat  at  that  moment  the  yonng  man's  eyes  were  tnimed 
in  the  direction  <^  Soaday,  and  hia  thouuhta  weie  'iiuy 
with  a  charming  She~woIf ,  who  anawereii  Co  die  name 
of  Marj.  Thns  he  was  soon  lost  to  aighc  in  the  duiikdas 
and  deepest  portion  of  the  park. 

He  had  takm  a  book  with  him  to  keep  hini^If  jl 
countenance;  hat,  althongh  he  made  a  pretty  ace  ^f  rpnii- 
ing  nniil  he  came  to  the  firat  great  Xxfi^s,  ^iie  ferritin 
who  should  hare  asked  him  the  name  of  Ina  'i«.«.k  t  jiljL 
haTe  put  him  to  the  bituh. 

He  sat  down  upon  a  bench  and  began  ^d  maae. 

Upon  what  anbject  did  the  jimcii  miL^e  ' 

The  qacstion  is  Terr  easily  andW)irf>«L 

How  coold  he  see  Mary  and  her  iLtCt^r  uniia  ' 

Chance  had  brought  him  fice  ti5  5ii:e  "r:::!!  i^ihti  Tfu*^, 
hnt  not  till  six  montha  after  hia  r»Hnim  ii  •me  zr  ,»"•  .u'j* 
BO  chance  had  not  been  in  a  aTrry.  Ant  J.  ii^uit'jt 
«hoald  take  a  notion  to  let  six  mi-.n*  num-.w  r'.  "i"  t  ,i^ 
out  arranging  for  him  a  seo^Gil  aii*Hr....iir  t-^iI  -  .»*  ♦j.^r^rv. 
his  heart,  in  its  present  CkZLjiizifizL^  -wvi^i  rr.w  w *^r^ 
of  waiting. 

On  the  other  hand,  it  was  lui  kji^L*  liiLTT^^x  v.   :nea 
eommnnicatioas  wi^  ^he  Ciiseaa  iii  ^.m'^ij. 

There  was  no  zr^iS  5jzn.za^c.T  ''mi^h^.tl  'lIa  Tuvr-rx.A, 
an  emiyre  of  17*>\  and  B<ir:n  X::^**!   ift  -i  li;'^'*r..*    ^ 
noble  of  the  Kiroir^ 
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Jean  Oullier,  too,  in  the  few  words  be  had  exchanged 
with  the  young  man,  had  manifested  no  absorbing  desire 
to  cultivate  his  acquaintance. 

There  remained  the  two  young  ladies  who  had  shown 
an  interest  in  him,  after  their  respective  manners, — 
Bertha,  brusque,  and  Mary,  gentle.  But  how  was  he  to 
get  at  them;  for,  although  they  hunted  two  or  three 
times  a  week,  it  was  always  in  company  with  their 
father  and  Jean  Oullier. 

Michel  made  up  his  mind  to  read,  one  after  another,  all 
the  novels  he  could  find  in  the  library  at  the  chateau, 
hoping  to  discover  in  some  one  of  them  some  clever 
expedient,  which  he  began  to  fear  that  his  brain,  thrown 
back  upon  its  own  inspirations,  would  never  supply. 

Just  then  he  felt  a  light  touch  on  his  shoulder,  and 
turned  his  head  with  a  start. 

It  was  Master  Courtin. 

The  worthy  farmer's  face  expressed  a  degree  of  satis- 
faction which  he  took  no  pains  to  conceal. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Monsieur  Michel;  excuse  me," 
said  the  farmer.  "But  as  I  saw  you  sitting  there  as 
motionless  as  a  stump,  I  thought  it  must  be  your  statue, 
and  not  yourself." 

"  Well,  you  see  now  that  it 's  I,  Courtin." 

**  I  am  very  glad  of  it.  Monsieur  Michel.  I  was 
anxious  to  know  how  you  got  along  with  Madame  la 
Baronne." 

''She  scolded  a  little." 

"Oh,  I  thought  she  would!  Did  you  say  anything 
about  the  hare  ? " 

**  Indeed,  I  was  very  careful  not  to." 

"  And  about  the  Wolves  1 " 

"  What  wolves  Y "  asked  the  young  man,  not  sony  to 
lead  the  conversation  to  that  point. 
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*  The  Sbe^wolTOB  of  Maeheoool.  I  wm  thinking  thai 
I  told  you  that  was  the  name  given  to  the  Sonday  joong 
women* 

*  I  was  less  likelj  to  speak  of  them  than  of  the  haft, 
Conrtin,  you  knowl  I  fancy  that  the  dogs  of  Souday 
and  thoae  of  La  Logerie  don't  hont  in  oonplee,  as  they 
say.** 

**  In  any  event,"  rejoined  Coortin,  with  the  ewmiog 
expression  which  he  could  not  always  sooeeed  in  imiinln 
ing,  despite  his  efforts,  "  if  yoor  dogs  don't  hmii  to* 
gether,  yon  may,  if  yon  choose,  hunt  with  their  dog/^'' 

"  What  do  you  meanf  '^ 

**  Lookl  "  said  Conrtin,  pnlling  np,  and,  in  a  ssnss^ 
introdncing  npon  the  stage  two  hoonds  eoopled  iogMtffif 
and  which  he  held  in  leash. 

"  What  have  yon  got  theief  tiie  young  haron  talML 

"What  have  I  got  heiel  Why,  Oalon  d'Or  aad 
Allegro,  to  he  sme!  * 

«  But  I  don't  know  what  Gabm  d'Or  aad  A]%r> 


'  They  an  iimi  handit  Jean  Onllier's  ioff^." 

"How  do  jem  comt  to  have  taken  tbem  if  they  «m 
hisf* 

*I  hamm't  taken  them;  I  haw  siai^y  pot  thna  is 
At  pooBicL* 

•Bywkoifi^f' 

*  B J  two  n^ktOy — in  tha  irat  place  as  a  landowner, 
tad  in  the  aeeond  aa  mayor,'' 

Co^^ca  warn  mayor  of  the  village  of  La  Logerie, 
whssh.  fflwaprfflwl  a  aaoK  el  honaes,  ind  very  prood  he 
wm  ^  ihB  tide. 

'*WiIl  yon  kindly  explain  these  rights  to  me, 
Gwii'taiL? 

"  Well,  ia.  tke  fai  place,  Monaienr  Michel,  as  mayor 
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I  confiscate  tbem,  because  I  catch  tbem  bunting  in  tbe 
close  season." 

*'  I  did  n't  know  tbere  was  any  close  season  for  wolves; 
and  as  M.  de  Souday  is  master  of  tbe  wolf -bunt  —  " 

^  Very  good;  if  be  is  master  of  tbe  bunt,  let  bim  bunt 
bis  wolves  in  Macbecoul  forest,  and  not  in  tbe  open. 
Furtbermore,"  added  Master  Courtin  witb  bis  sly  smile, 
''  you  saw  yourself  tbat  it  wasn't  a  wolf  tbey  were  cbas- 
ing,  for  it  was  a  bare;  and  indeed  it  was  one  of  tbe  Sbe* 
wolves  wbo  killed  tbe  bare.'' 

Tbe  young  man  was  on  tbe  point  of  telling  Courtin 
tbat  this  name  of  "  Sbe-wolves,"  applied  to  Mesdemoi- 
selles  de  Souday,  was  offensive  to  him,  and  of  requesting 
him  not  to  make  use  of  it  again;  but  he  hardly  dared  to 
put  his  request  quite  so  explicitly. 

"  It  was  Mademoiselle  Bertha  who  killed  it,  Courtin," 
he  said.  *  But  I  fired  first,  and  wounded  it;  so  I  am 
the  culprit." 

*  Nonsense,  nonsense,  Donaense!  What  do  you  mean 
by  thatt  Would  you  hare  fired  if  the  dogs  hadn't 
been  chasing  himf  No.  So  it  was  the  fault  of  tbe 
dogs  tbat  Tou  fired,  and  tbat  Mademoiselle  Bertha 
killed  him :  and  so  I,  as  mayor,  punish  the  dogs  for 
baring,  under  tbe  pn^teict  of  bunting  a  wolf,  bunted 
hares  in  tbe  cl>se  season.  But  that  is  not  all.  After 
punishing  tbem  on»  as  miyor,  I  punish  them  again 
as  landowner.  Have  I  giren  M.  le  Marquis's  dogs 
leavY  to  himt  on  scr  estate  t* 

*  Your  cts^te^  Co:irti:i  ?  *  said  Michel,  laughing. 
*  Aren^t  tou  making  a  $Iix:^t  xnistakef  I  'm  inclined 
lo  think  tbey  we:>p  i:::2:r:i:*:  on  my  estate,  or  rather  my 

*  I:  's  all  i>-e  j;arDe^  M.^msM'sr  le  Baion,  since  I  cul- 
i:ti»  y^sr  ess^ti^.     Xi'w*  y^t  know,  it  is  no  longer 
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1789,  when  noblemen  had  a  right  to  ride  orer  the 
peasant's  cropa  with  their  hounds,  and  break  them  all 
down  without  paying  for  it.  Xo,  no,  no  I  to^y  we 
are  in  1832,  Monsieur  Michel;  every  one  ia  numter  of 
his  own,  and  game  belongs  to  him  who  feeds  it.  There* 
fore  the  hare  run  to  ground  by  M.  de  Souday's  dogw  in 
mine,  since  it  fed  upon  the  wheat  which  I  sowe^l  upon 
Madame  Michel's  estate;  and  it  is  for  me  to  eat  tlie 
hare  which  you  wounded  and  the  She-wolf  kilWL^ 

Michel  made  a  movement,  which  Conrtin  detected  oat 
of  the  comer  of  his  eye;  he  did  not  dare,  however,  to 
give  voice  to  hia  displeasure.'' 

"There  is  one  thing  that  astoniJ^h^s  me,''  said  be, 
"  and  that  ia,  how  these  dog?,  who  strain  ttff  at  th«  leash , 
and  seem  ao  unwilling  to  follow,  ever  allowe^l  you  to 
get  hold  of  them.' 

"Oh,"  said  Coortis,  *I  lad  lio  it^nhlfs  abmit  ihatf 
When  I  Ttv^TMiA  aher  bdpiii^  jon  toA  Ma/lame  la 
Baronne  over  ikut  ieaaty  I  tvind  these  gentlemen  ai 
table.'* 

"Altorr:*?* 

•Yes,  as  uti*  5x  -a*  a^te  when*  I  hid  the  hare; 
thej  Lfci  f  JTiiL  n.  mi  v^m  iiaintr.  It  s^ms  that 
ther  ckl'-s  "nt  -^.rj  vi^l  5*fl  ic  -iie  Cii4&»a  de  Sowlay, 
a&i  iii*2  "^1^7  c:  iimnntf  m  "ihftir  '^wu  aceonnt.  Look! 
aee  lie-  «Ei5^  *i  v^iaia  ii^  '^ati  ^Kthuxd  mtf  hare," 

Ai  hi  «?»:»£?:.  'iinrrin.  iriyw  *cnm  chi*  capaci-ona  pocket 
rf  iilf  ^cn.  -sift  luiiUniarrfets  af  the  animal  which 
frniriit  "Sift  jTzntznuL  larr   jf  -jia  mrpiut  d^JtcU. 

Tm  iiwit  uiit  i»rpa7iarr**T?»  .lail  -Mmpietely  disappeared. 

*JLiiL  -m^  I  limiw'^  wiilefi  Conrtin,  "that  they 
aaaiuuiLiirtieft  Uk,  «mjo*  if  -vork  in  :he  short  time  that 
:  -VT*  wnmiur  -on  o  h«-  fence.  Ah,  my  villains,  yon 
vll  iaw  II  PIT  OL  «a  .«  ae  ui  make  me  forget  that!  " 
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"Upon  my  word,  it  would  be  curious  if  he  did  not, 

—  an  old  Chouan,  and  a  former  aide-de-camp  of  Charette! 
Let  him  come  and  claim  his  dogs;  yes,  let  him  come, 
and  I  '11  pack  him  off  to  Nantes,  —  him  and  his  She- 
wolves  I  They  can  explain  then  why  they  ride  around 
in  the  woods  at  night,  as  often  happens.  ** 

''Why,"  said  Michel,  with  an  eagerness  which  there 
was  no  mistaking,  "you  told  me  with  your  own  mouth, 
Courtin,  that  when  they  rode  about  at  night,  it  was  on 
errands  of  mercy  to  the  sick  poor." 

Courtin  fell  back  a  step,  and  shook  his  finger  at  his 
young  master,  with  his  customary  laugh. 

"  Ah,  I  've  caught  you!  "  said  he. 

"Caught  meV*  exclaimed  the  young  man,  blushing; 
"  caught  me  at  what  ? " 

"  They  have  made  an  impression  on  you.'' 

"  On  me  1 " 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes.  Oh,  I  don't  blame  you!  —  far  from 
it.  Although  their  reputations  are  a  little  shady,  I 
will  not  be  the  one  to  say  that  they  are  not  pretty. 
Come,  don't  blush  like  that;  you  are  not  just  from 
boarding-school.  You  are  neither  priest  nor  deacon 
nor  vicar ;  you  are  a  handsome  youth  of  twenty.  Keep 
on,  Monsieur  Michel;  they  will  be  very  hard  to  please 
if  they  don't  find  you  to  their  liking,  when  you  find 
them  to  yours." 

"But,  my  dear  Courtin,"  said  Michel,  "suppose  for 
a  moment  that  what  you  say  is  true,  —  which  it  is  not, 

—  do  I  know  them?  Do  I  know  the  marquis!  Is  the 
having  met  two  young  ladies  riding  a  sufficient  excuse 
for  calling  on  them  1 " 

"Oh,  yes;  I  understand!"  said  Courtin,  mockingly. 
"They  have  n't  a  sou,  but  they  have  very  high  and 
mighty  manners.     We  must  have  a  reason,  a  motive. 
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an  excnae.  Cndgd  joor  bnins,  Monaieiir  Uichell 
Toa  an  yciy  l«uned,  yon  on  speak  Latia  and  Greek, 
you  have  stadied  the  Code;  yon  ought  to  be  able  to 
invent  an  excase." 

Michel  shook  hU  head. 

"What!"  said  Conitin,  "hare  yoa  sought  one,  aad 
biledtofind  itt" 

"I  didn't  say  so!"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  quickly. 

'  Veiy  good ;  bat  I  say  bo.  One  is  not  bo  old  at  forty 
Qiat  one  does  not  lemembei  when  one  was  twenty." 

Michel  said  nothing,  and  kept  bis  eyes  on  the  ground ; 
be  eould  feel  the  peasant's  gam  upon  him. 

"  So  you  have  n't  thought  of  anything  t     Well,  then, 

"  You  have  I  "  cried  the  young  man,  eagerly,  raising 
his  head. 

Then  it  seemed  to  occur  to  him  tbat  be  was  on  the 
point  of  divulging  his  inmost  thought*,  and  be  changed 
his  tone. 

"  What  the  devil  makes  you  think  tbat  I  want  to  go 
to  the  ch&teau  1 "  he  said,  with  a  shrug  of  bis  sboulden. 

"And  this,"  continued  Courtin,  aa  if  bis  master  had 
made  no  attempt  to  deny  it,  "  is  what  I  thought  oL" 

Hichel  affected  utter  indiSeienoe,  but  he  lusUratd  with 
all  his  ears. 

"You  say  to  P6re  Courtin,  'Pftre  Conrtja,  yri  tK 
mistaken  as  to  your  right*.  Xeitiier  aa  ia*j'/t  tyir  as 
landowner  have  yon  the  right  to  pal  tlie  Xar;-.!*  4t: 
Soaday'a  dogs  in  the  pound;  bat  joa  an  ebt.t^«<  Vy  •■ 
indemnity,  which  we  will  anuge  fcctvcm  fr.nfr.r'n.' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

fN   WHIOH    THINGS    DO   NOT   COME   TO    PASS    JTTST    AS 
BABOK  MICHEL  HAD  DBEAMED  THAT  THET  MIGHT. 

OuB  loYe-lom  youth  thought  at  first  of  following 
Courtin's  first  suggestion;  that  is  to  say,  of  sending 
the  dogs  to  the  Marquis  de  Souday  hy  Bousseau  or 
Belette  (weasel)  who  were  two  servants,  employed  partly 
at  the  farm  and  partly  at  the  chAteau,  and  who  owed 
the  nicknames  under  which  Courtin  presented  them  to 
our  readers,  —  the  first  to  the  somewhat  high  coloring 
of  his  hair,  and  the  second  to  the  resemhlance  which 
his  face  hore  to  that  of  the  animal  whose  ohedty  La 
Fontaine  commemorated  in  one  of  his  most  charming 
fahles. 

But  upon  reflection  it  occurred  to  the  young  man  that 
in  that  case  the  Marquis  de  Souday  might  content  him- 
self with  a  simple  letter  of  thanks,  unaccompanied  hy 
any  invitation. 

If  the  marquis  should  happen  to  take  that  course, 
the  opportunity  would  have  been  thrown  away;  he 
would  he  obliged  to  wait  for  another  to  present  itself 
and  they  did  not  come  every  day. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  the  young  man  should  take 
the  dogs  home  himself,  he  would  infallibly  be  received; 
one  does  n't  let  a  neighbor  travel  five  or  six  kilometres 
to  bring  back  in  person  dogs  which  one  has  given  up  for 
lost,  and  which  one  values  highly,  without  asking  him 
in  to  rest  for  a  while,  and  even  to  pass  the  night,  if  it 
is  late. 


BAMOS  mCHML'S  DRXAM  UNTDUnLLXa  97 


Michel  drew  hia  watch ;  it  was  a  few  nunates  after 
We  meant  to   haye   said  that  Madame  la  BanMme 
Michel  had  retained,  or  rather  had  adopted,  the  custom 
of  dimng  at  foar  o'clock.     Madame  la  Baronne  Midiel's 
father  xued  to  dine  at  noon. 

So  the  young  haron  had  plenty  of  time  to  go  to  ihb 
ehSfteaa  if  he  decided  to  go. 

Bat  it  was  a  serious  matter,  this  of  deciding  to 
go  to  the  chAtean,  and  we  have  already  warned  the 
reader  that  decision  was  not  M.  Michel's  predominant 
characteristic. 

He  wasted  a  quarter  of  an  honr  in  hesitation.  Luckily 
in  the  early  days  of  May  the  sun  does  not  aet  until  eight 
o'do^  so  he  still  had  an  hour  and  a  half  of  daylight, 
and  it  would  be  perfectly  proper  to  call  any  time  before 
nine. 

But  then  it  was  a  hxmting  day,  and  would  not  the  young 
ladies  haye  come  home  tired  out,  and  retired  early  I 

Now,  it  was  not  the  Mazqrds  de  Souday  whom  the 
young  haron  desired  to  see.  For  him  personally  he 
would  never  think  of  tzayelling  six  kilometres,  while 
it  seemed  to  him  that  a  hundred  leagues  would  he  a 
trifle  if  he  were  to  see  Maiy  again  at  the  end  of  it. 

So  he  decided  to  set  off  at  once. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  he  remembered  that  he  had 
no  hat^  and  in  order  to  get  one  he  must  go  back  to 
the  di&teau,  and  risk  meeting  his  mother,  and  being 
^luestioned  by  her,  — ^  whsro  was  he  going!  "  "  whose 
dogi  were  thoee  f  " 

He  needed  no  hat;  the  hat^  or  mther  the  lack  of  a 
hat|  would  be  attributed  to  h»  hastey  — the  wind  had 
carried  it  away,  the  braach  ai  a  tree  had  knodoBd  it  into 
a  iBTine^  and  the  doga  jflmnated  Mm  tem 
after  ik 
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It  was  much  more  undesirable  to  face  the  baionne 
than  to  go  without  his  hat.  So  he  set  off  without  it^ 
leading  the  dogs  in  leash. 

He  had  barely  started  before  he  realized  that  he 
would  not  require  the  hour  and  a  quarter  he  had  allowed 
for  the  journey  to  Souday. 

As  soon  as  the  dogs  saw  what  course  their  guide  was 
taking,  he  had  much  more  need  to  hold  them  back 
than  to  lead  them. 

They  smelt  the  kennel,  and  tugged  at  the  cord  with 
all  their  strength;  harnessed  to  a  light  wagon,  they 
would  easily  have  taken  Baron  Michel  where  he  wished 
to  go  in  a  half-hour. 

Even  on  foot,  with  their  assistance,  by  simply  taking 
a  short  trot,  he  might  expect  to  make  it  in  three  quar- 
ters of  an  hour;  and  the  impatience  of  the  dogs  being 
quite  equal  to  his  own,  the  short  trot  was  the  gait 
adopted. 

After  about  twenty  minutes,  they  came  to  Machecoul 
forest;  here  it  was  possible  to  shorten  the  distance  oon- 
siderably  by  crosscuts. 

As  they  entered  the  forest  they  had  to  breast  a  rather 
steep  incline.  The  young  baron  went  to  the  top  of  it 
like  a  thorough-bred  athlete;  but  when  he  arrived  there, 
he  felt  the  need  of  a  breathing  space.  It  was  not  so 
with  the  dogs,  who  breathed  as  they  ran,  and  they  mani- 
fested a  desire  to  continue  their  journey. 

Their  guide  resisted  this  desire  by  planting  his  feet 
as  firmly  as  he  could  and  pulling  back  while  they 
pulled  ahead. 

Two  equal  forces  neutralize  each  other,  according  to 
the  first  principles  of  mechanics.  The  young  baron's 
force  being  superior  to  either  alone,  was  neutralized  by 
the  united  force  of  the  two  dogs. 


r 


<^ 


The  group  being  finallT  afi  sk^  jv  7^>.\ru^:'  ^«  i^ 
htli  to  dnw  his  bandkudiiet.  jsni  irov  i^  i.v^i^mu. 

Whik  he  wms  so  engaged.  lOki  er.^.j'nu:  ^tv  7»«a 
breese  which  blew  upon  his  £iee  fr.iK  ziit  ;a:*2s.:>if 
moath  of  the  eTening,  it  seemed  lo  r."m  *»  :f  a  i::?a<a: 
shout  came  down  to  him  on  the  wmL 

The  dogs  also  heard  it|  and  answered  with  ii^«  k^ 
dismal  howl,  which  lost  dogs  are  prone  to  utt«r« 

Then  they  began  to  tug  at  Uie  cord  with  renewed 
energy. 

Tbeir  guide  had  rested  a  moment;  he  had  wiped  his 
forehead,  and  he  had  no  further  reason  for  opposing  the 
manifest  desire  of  Gralon  d'Or  and  Allegro  to  be  up  and 
away.  Instead  of  leaning  backward,  he  leaned  forward, 
snd  resumed  the  short  trot  which  had  been  inUsrrupUiil 
for  a  moment. 

He  had  not  gooe  three  hundred  feet  wbm  an/#thAf 
about  was  heard.  Bearer  tLioi  the  first,  and  €fmt^/\ns^t\f 
more  disthwt     Tz^  i:«i  ftpliwi  by  a  a^iftt  pr^»U»ti^(vi 
hawlf  and  a  &:?»^  •rjr'jr'jrat  puU  ai  vu^  j^lv. 

The  ycdir  naa.  ini:«*fnr.>yc  UaH  wjv^^^a-j  rvi  ,/yvJrifHr 
for  the  doBi^  sod  wi*t  lajlij-juo:  'tn,i,A./  ^^f  J.^rm 

We  ask  ocr  3^»r«^»  T«nrjt  i»^    n!rt-^i;i^n^    r>     .nf 

1    tr    v-j* 


*'^^    —  — ^i«r^    *Si^      ,,j     V  ";,  r       .,* 


•«2t   aC   w      M^tr-     -       ■r^—.A,    ^i..  .--=^»r  .  ■»^-       .'i       ••_■        M^       «■,!         ^<# 
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Something  like  five  minutes  after  be  bad  adopted  that 
gait,  a  man  appeared  on  tbe  edge  of  tbe  wood,  leaped 
tbe  ditch  at  a  bound,  and  alighted  in  the  middle  of  the 
road,  barring  the  young  man's  passage. 

The  man  was  Jean  Oullier. 

"Aha I  "  said  he,  ''so  it's  you,  is  it»  Monsieur  Jdi- 
OGBur,  who  not  only  turn  off  my  dogs  from  the  wolf  I 
am  hunting,  to  set  them  on  your  wretched  hare,  but  who 
also  take  the  trouble  to  couple  them  and  lead  them  in 
leash  f " 

"  Monsieur, "  said  the  young  man,  gasping  for  breath, 
"  Monsieur,  if  I  did  couple  the  dogs  up  and  keep  them 
in  leash,  it  was  so  that  I  might  have  the  honor  of  taking 
them  back  myself  to  M.  le  Marquis  de  Souday."* 

"Oh,  yes;  that's  all  very  fine;  to  go  there  hatleai 
and  without  ceremony!  Don't  put  yourself  out,  my 
dear  monsieur !  Kow  that  you  have  met  me  I  will  take 
them  home  myself." 

And  before  M.  Michel  coidd  make  any  opposition, 
indeed  before  he  guessed  his  purpose,  Jean  had  snatched 
the  cord  from  his  hands,  and  thrown  it  over  the  necks 
of  the  dogs,  as  one  throws  the  rein  over  a  horse's  neck. 
When  they  found  that  they  were  at  liberty  the  dogs 
darted  off  at  full  speed  toward  the  ch&teau,  followed  by 
Jean  Oullier,  who  ran  nearly  as  fast  as  they,  cracking 
his  whip  and  shouting,—- 

*'  To  the  kennel,  to  the  kennel,  rascals  I  " 

The  thing  had  taken  place  so  rapidly  that  the  dogs 
and  Jean  Oullier  were  already  a  kilometre  away  before 
the  baron  recovered  from  his  surprise. 

He  remained  standing,  speechless,  in  the  road. 

He  had  been  standing  there  perhaps  ten  minutes  with 
his  mouth  open,  and  his  eyes  staring  in  the  direction 
taken  by  Jean  Oullier  and  the  dogs,  when  a  girl's  voice. 


BABOH  laCHSL'S  DREAH  TJSrUIJIUXZt        111 

gentle  ind  sweety  ntfeeied  theae  wends  not  two  iset  hsam 

his  side:  — 

^  J^ms  Dieu  /  Monsieur  le  Baron,  what  are  jon  doong 
here  on  the  highway  at  this  time  of  ni^it^  baiebeadtedt  * 

The  young  man  would  have  been  much  pusded  to  aaj 
what  he  was  doing;  he  was  following  in  thought  hu 
hopes  which  had  flown  away  toward  the  Ch&teau  de 
Souday,  but  which  he  did  not  dare  to  pursue. 

He  turned  to  see  who  it  was  that  spoke  to  him,  and 
recognized  his  foetei^sister,  the  daughter  of  the  farmer 
Tinguy. 

^  Ah,  is  it  you,  Eosinet "  said  he.  "  What  are  you 
doing  here  yourself  f 

'^  Aks !  Monsieur  le  Baron, "  said  the  child,  with  tears 
in  her  voice,  "  I  faaye  just  come  from  the  chateau  of  La 
Logerie,  wheie  I  was  unkindly  received  by  Madame  la 
Baronne." 

''How  so,  BosineY  You  know  very  well  that  my 
mother  is  fond  of  you,  and  has  an  eye  to  your  welfare.'' 

"  Yes,  in  ordinary  times,  but  not  to-day.  ** 

"What!  not  to^yt" 

**  I  mean  it !  for  not  more  than  an  hour  ago  she  dnit 
the  door  on  me." 

"  Why  didn't  you  ask  for  met  " 

"I  did.  Monsieur  le  Bazon,  but  ^bej  told  me  you 
were  not  at  home." 

**  What !  not  at  homef  Why,  I  have  just  eome  out, 
my  dear!  and  however  quickly  you  may  have  run,  yvu 
have  n't  run  so  &st  as  I,  I  dare  swear !  " 

"Ah,  indeed,  it's  very  possible,  Mouisi«;ur  k  J^</sj, 
because  you  see  when  your  mother  turtM^  w/f  awity,  li 
occurred  to  me  that  I  would  go  and  appeal  Vq  tW  H'ijte^ 
wolves;  but  I  didn't  make  up  my  mbid  U;  dv  4k^  al«  al 
onoe." 
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"  What  have  you  to  ask  the  —  the  Wolves  for  ?  * 

It  required  an  effort  for  Michel  to  pronounce  the  wonL 

''The  same  thing  which  I  asked  of  Madame  la 
Baronne, — help  for  my  poor  father,  who  is  very  sick.'' 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"  He  has  a  malignant  fever  which  he  caught  in  the 
swamps." 

"  A  malignant  fever  t  "  Michel  repeated.  '^  Is  it  inter- 
mittent or  typhoid  1 " 

'*  1  *m  sure  I  don't  know,  Monsieur  le  Baron.*' 

"  What  does  the  doctor  say  1 " 

**  Dame,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  the  doctor  lives  at  Pall- 
uau;  he  won't  put  himself  out  for  less  than  a  hundred 
sous,  and  we  are  not  rich  enough  to  pay  a  hundred  soub 
for  a  doctor's  visit." 

"  Did  n't  my  mother  give  you  any  money  t  " 

"  Why,  I  tell  you  she  would  n't  even  so  much  as  see 
me  I  <  A  malignant  fever! '  she  cried;  '  she  has  oome  to 
the  ch&teau  when  her  father  has  a  malignant  fever  I 
Drive  her  away  I '  " 

"  It.'s  impossible." 

"  1  heard  her  myself,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  she  said  it  so 
loud;  besides,  they  did  drive  me  away,  so  that  proves  it.** 

**  Wait,  wait  I  "  said  the  ybung  man,  eagerly.  ^  I  will 
give  you  some  money,  at  all  events." 

And  he  felt  in  all  his  pockets. 

But  it  will  he  remembered  that  he  had  given  Courtin 
all  that  he  had  about  him. 

"  Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  "  he  exclaimed,  ^  I  have  n't  a  sou 
about  me,  my  poor  child  I  Gome  back  to  the  ch&teau 
with  me,  Rosine,  and  I  will  give  you  what  you  need." 

''Oh,  nol"  said  the  girl;  "I  would  not  go  back  to 
the  ch&teau  for  all  the  money  in  the  world.  No  I  my 
mind  is  made  up,  and  I  will  apply  to  the  Wolves;  they 
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aie  kind-hearted,  and  won't  pat  a  poor  duSid  out  of  doon 
when  ahe  comes  to  aak  help  for  her  dying  fither.* 

"But — hat^"  stammered  the  yoong  man,  'tfaejaj 
that  they  are  not  wealthy.* 

«Whof 

**  MesdemoiseUes  de  Sooday.* 

"Oh,  I'm  not  gmng  to  ask  them  for  money, —  they 
don't  give  alms;  they  do  moeh  hetter  than  thal^  God 
knows. 

"Pray,  what  do  they  dot* 

"  They  go  themselves  where  iriftknesB  is;  and  if  they 
can't  core  the  sick  man,  they  eomfori  the  dying  and 
weep  with  the  Barnyors." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  youth,  *  when  it 's  an  ereiyday  siek- 
neas;  but  in  the  case  of  a  contagious  fever  —  * 

"Do  you  suppose  they  think  about  thatf  Bo  kind 
hearts  know  sudi  things  as  contagioas  feveiBf  See  now, 
I 'm  going  there,  you  understandf  * 


"Well,  in  ten  minutes,  if  yon  slay  where  you  are, 
you  will  see  me  pass  this  way  again  with  one  or  other  of 
the  sisters  going  hack  with  me  to  look  alter  my  father. 
Au  revair^  Monsieur  Michel!  Ah,  I  never  would  have 
believed  it  of  Madame  la  Baionne, — to  turn  away  from 
her  door  like  a  thief  the  dau^ter  of  the  woman  who 
nursed  you!" 

She  hurried  away  before  the  young  man  could  think  of 
a  word  to  say  in  reply. 

But  Bosine  had  said  one  thing  which  remained  in  his 
heart. 

" In  ten  minutes,"  she  had  said,  "if  you  stay  where 
you  are,  you  will  see  me  pass  this  way  agvn,  with  one 
or  other  of  the  sisters." 

Michel  was  firmly  resolved  to  stay  where  he  was;  the 
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opportunity  which  he  had  lost  in  one  way  was  about  to 
be  presented  to  him  in  another. 

If  chance  would  only  bring  Mary  back  with  Bosine  ! 
But  how  could  he  believe  that  a  girl  of  eighteen,  daughter 
of  the  Marquis  de  Souday,  would  leave  the  house  at 
eight  o'clock  at  night,  to  go  and  take  care  of  a  poor 
peasant  with  malignant  fever,  a  league  and  a  half  away  I 
It  was  not  probable;  it  was  not  even  possible. 

Bosine  made  the  two  sisters  out  to  be  better  than  thsj 
really  were,  just  as  other  people  made  them  worse. 

Furthermore,  was  it  credible  that  Baronne  Michel,  a 
pious  soul,  addicted  to  all  the  virtues,  could  conduct  hei^ 
self  under  these  circumstances  so  much  lass  creditably 
than  two  girls  of  whom  so  much  evil  was  said  through- 
out the  country-side  ? 

If  it  happened  as  Bosine  predicted,  must  he  not 
believe  that  the  two  girls  were  the  ones  who  acted 
according  to  the  will  of  Oodt 

But,  then,  of  course,  neither  of  them  would  come. 

He  was  repeating  that  for  the  tenth  time  in  ten 
minutes,  when  he  saw  two  youthful  female  forms  appear 
at  the  turn  in  the  road  where  Bosine  had  disappeared. 

In  spite  of  the  gathering  darkness  he  recognized 
Bosine,  but  he  found  it  impossible  to  make  out  her 
oompanion,  who  was  wrapped  in  a  cloak. 

Baron  Michel's  brain  was  so  confused,  and  his  heart 
was  beating  so  fast,  that  his  legs  refused  to  carry  him 
toward  the  two  girls,  so  that  he  stood  and  waited  for 
them  to  come  up  to  him. 

''Well,  Monsieur  le  Baron,''  said  Bosine,  proudly, 
"what  did  I  tell  yout" 

"What  did  you  tell  himt"  asked  the  figure  in  the 
cloak. 

Michel  sighed,  for  by  its  firm,  resolute  tones  he 
recognized  the  voice  of  Bertha. 


BAaOlf  JOCHIL'S  DOiM  urr',^'  ii'gr  — ^ 


•I  acid  him,'*  Boaix»  Bepikcu  ^'z^  :ie^  ^""^ 
tnal  ms  at  your  honie  as  tfaej  lid  iL  zit  jll 
I/yn»^— »thnt  j<m  ^lonidat  tmn.  ne  .stlt. 

*Bai,'  jlichei  so^gBstecU  *^  Terrain   "^r: 
v;m><»mnj»nft  de  Souday  what  pur  utief- 

*  Froin  the  symptDmay ''  jud  B^^nziA*  '  z 
Toy  like  a  typhoid  fietiBfi.    Tbat  t  ▼^'^  ^>^ 
to  loae  a  mamail:;    it's  ;&  'irimaaw   t-l:^^   li 
taloen  in  faTtift,      4t»  toil  ■^""^'^ff'  y't^   .2. 

■  Way,  in«*?wmni»ili^  ^  <9H  'Ztir  TS^.J^^  ; 


»  » 


'Soneaj  itia^  and 


'Batit'safiitBl 

'XniiianjcaMs: 

The  yoQii^  man.  lixew 

*Aie  yon  naily  ^mz  "a 
n&t*  he  asked. 

•TobeaniB^* 

"FaraoflBehodT' Trm  k^t 

*He  who  IB  a  ^sraiv^  -a  s.' 
aapteme  gmtipripm,  '  .a  x  "S-.^r  70 

or  hrodier  or  hn&OBitil     T.i??g-  a  ji    i.-^     :     « 

ateanger  in.  this  wnnd.  X-tib^-xz   T.  r.»^.       .:^     ^     ^  » 
nttn  is  aompthmg  x  ^.~:.  ^  :>»  ju?' 

*  He  '9  my  heus:-^*D£xrjer  z  :=za 

*  Toa  aee,  *  sefijK^t 
speak  of  him  as  a  sac 

"  That  was  wir  I  izSe:f*>ii.  -a  -ytn 
Bceiiie ;  I  would  'ja^^  il  ya.  Jder  ^^.r^^ 
gel  a  doe&Qe.'' 

■And  yaa  'ipfiinwL  HFMm-r   a   -r 

Tin.  luMZJt. ' 
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a  young  man,  who  was  a  personage  of  much  consequenoa 
in  the  western  pioyinoes,  hoth  on  account  of  his  fortune 
and  his  hirth. 

The  two  nurslings  had  brought  some  little  pecuniary 
ease  to  the  Tinguy  household;  but  the  Vendean  peasant  is 
80  constituted  that  he  never  admits  that  he  is  in  comfortable 
circumstances,  and  Tinguy,  sick  as  he  was,  would  have 
thought  a  long  while  before  sending  to  Palluan  for  a 
doctor  whose  visit  would  have  cost  five  francs. 

Moreover,  all  peasants,  and  the  Vendean  peasants 
more  especially,  have  an  entire  disbelief  in  the  merits 
of  doctors  and  medicine.  That  is  why  Bosine  had 
applied  first  at  the  ch&teau  of  La  Logerie,  where  her 
right  of  entry  as  Michel's  foster-siBter  had  hitherto  been 
undisputed,  and  why,  when  repulsed  there,  she  had  had 
recourse  to  the  Souday  young  ladies. 

On  hearing  the  noise  made  by  the  three  young  people 
eoming  in,  the  sick  man  raised  himself  in  bed  with 
much  difficulty,  but  he  immediately  fell  back  with  a 
deep  groan.  A  candle  was  burning  in  the  room,  but 
lighted  only  the  spot  where  the  bed  stood,  all  the  rest 
of  the  room  being  in  shadow.  By  that  wan  light  a  man 
about  forty  years  of  age  could  be  seen  lying  on  a  sort  of 
palleti  and  engaged  in  a  fierce  stn:^le  with  the  denum 
of  fever. 

He  was  pale  to  lividity ;  his  eye  was  glassy  and  dull, 
and  from  time  to  time  his  whole  body  quivered  from 
head  to  foot  as  if  it  had  come  in  contact  with  a  galvanic 
battery. 

Michel  shuddered  at  the  sights  and  realized  how  it 
was  that  his  inother,  with  an  intuitive  conception  of  the 
sick  man's  condition,  had  hesitated  to  admit  Bodne, 
knowing  that  the  poor  girl  must  be  impregnated  with 
the  poisonous  germs  which  were  floating,  almost  visible^ 
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aronnd  tlie  dying  maxi's  Iwd,  ind  ia  the  little  circle  of 
light  which  wirroimded  it. 

He  thought  of  camphor,  chlorine,  thieves'  vinegar, 
and  all  the  other  dimnfartante  which  may  be  ueef ul  to 
a  well  man  in  the  presence  of  oontagiona  disease;  and 
haying  neither  vinegar,  chlorine,  nor  camphor,  he 
remained  near  the  door,  so  that  he  might  at  least  be 
in  communication  with  the  outer  air. 

Bat  Bertha  thought  of  none  of  those  things;  she 
went  straight  to  the  bed,  and  took  the  aick  man's 
scorching  hand  in  hen. 

The  yonng  man  made  a  movement  to  stop  her,  and 
opened  his  month  to  utter  an  exclamation ;  but  he  stood 
in  a  measure  petrified  by  her  fearless  charity,  and  was 
lost  in  a  sort  of  terrified  admiration. 

Bertha  questioned  the  sick  man,  who  deecribed  his 
experiences  thus:  — 

The  preceding  day,  when  he  rose  in  the  morning,  he 
had  felt  so  tired  that  his  legs  gave  way  under  him  when 
he  got  out  of  bed.  It  was  a  warning  given  him  by 
Kature;  but  peasants  rarely  follow  her  advice.  Inttead 
of  going  back  to  bed  and  sending  for  a  doctor,  Tinguy 
finished  dressing,  and  making  a  determined  effort  to 
overcome  bis  indisposition,  went  down  cellar  and 
brought  up  a  pot  of  cider;  then  he  cut  a  slice  of  bread 
for  himself,  —  his  idea  being  that  he  must  ^ve  hinueij 

ttttiifjiK. 

He  drank  his  mug  of  cider  with  enjoyment,  bat 
could  not  swallow  a  crumb  of  bread. 

Then  he  went  to  his  work  in  the  fields. 

On  the  way  he  was  attacked  with  a  violent  headache 
and  profase  bleeding  at  the  nose.  His  extreme  weari* 
nesB  beeame  intense  pain  in  the  chest  and  back  and 
lefpi;  two  or  tines  times  he  had  to  sit  down.    Hs 
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to  two  springs  on  his  road,  and  drank  deeply  of  each; 
but  his  thirst,  instead  of  moderating,  became  so  intense 
that  he  drank  some  water  standing  in  a  wagon  rut. 

At  last  he  reached  his  field;  but  then  he  had  not 
strength  enough  to  thrust  his  spade  into  the  ground. 
He  stood  for  a  few  seconds,  leaning  on  his  instrument; 
then  his  head  began  to  whirl,  and  he  lay  down,  or  rather 
fell  down,  completely  prostrated. 

He  lay  there  till  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and 
would  have  lain  in  the  same  place  all  night,  if  a  peasant 
from  the  village  of  L^g^  had  not  chanced  to  pass  near 
him.  He  saw  a  man  lying  on  the  ground,  and  called 
him.  He  did  not  reply,  but  moved  slightly;  where- 
upon  the  peasant  approached  and  recognized  Tinguy. 

With  great  difficulty  he  succeeded  in  getting  the  sick 
man  home.  He  was  so  weak  that  it  took  him  more 
than  an  hour  to  walk  half  a  league. 

Kosine  was  anxiously  awaiting  him.  She  was  terri* 
fied  at  her  father's  appearance,  and  wanted  to  run  off 
to  Palluau  for  the  doctor;  but  the  good  man  positively 
forbade  her,  and  went  to  bed  saying  that  it  would 
amount  to  nothing,  and  that  he  should  be  all  right  the 
next  day.  But  as  his  thirst,  instead  of  growing  less, 
seemed  to  increase  all  the  time,  he  told  Bosine  to  put  a 
pitcher  of  water  on  a  chair  by  his  bed. 

He  had  passed  the  night  in  that  state,  consumed  by 
fever,  and  drinking  every  instant  without  being  able  to 
extinguish  the  fire  which  was  burning  him  up.  In  the 
morning  he  tried  to  get  up  as  usual,  but  could  scarcely 
reach  a  sitting  posture.  His  head,  in  which  he  felt 
horrible  shooting  pains,  turned  around  with  him,  and 
he  complained  of  severe  pain  in  his  right  side. 

Bosine  had  insisted  again  upon  going  for  M.  Roger,  — 
the  doctor  at  Palluau,  —  but  her  father  had  again  posi- 


-'  t 


pot  of  WS^MT 

it  to  tbe  r>>: 


the  seme  of  ^l^it^  i  ?•  t-*-  ^  -el 

tlie  tlioar:-:::—  I^fr.ia.   u«^  t-t*  

She   i>.»krri    t*»-Tic   iir  -ijt    pr.    jt.-    jr-r 
Michel "•  Em-  vnr 


She  mcni'.iirtrd  v   rr-^r  -ji  rzzA^  •    ifT-     --z"  *^:.  .->  ^ 

■ignified  thai  he  vk  ^  firr 

Then  she  cxms  U.  iiiL  ▼::u.  x»s  fc^ 
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**  This  man's  condition/'  she  said  in  a  verj  low  tone, 
80  that  the  invalid  should  not  hear,  **  is  rery  serious » 
and  I  don't  dare  to  take  anything  upon  myself.  The 
presence  of  a  doctor  is  ahsolutely  necessary,  and  even 
then  I  fear  he  may  arrive  too  late.  While  I  give  the 
poor  man  a  sedative,  do  you  run  to  Palluau,  dear  Mon* 
sieur  Michel,  and  bring  back  Doctor  Roger." 

''  But  you  —  you  ? "  asked  the  young  baron,  anxiously. 

"  I  shall  stay  here;  you  will  find  me  here  when  you 
return.  I  have  important  matters  to  talk  over  with  the 
sick  man." 

*'  Important  matters  t "  queried  Michel  in  surprise. 

*  Yes, "  replied  Bertha. 

«  But  —  "  the  young  man  was  going  on. 

''I  tell  you,"  interposed  the  girl,  "every  moment's 
delay  may  have  most  serious  consequences.  Taken  in 
time,  this  species  of  fever  is  often  fatal;  but  taken  at 
the  stage  at  which  this  one  has  arrived,  they  are  almost 
invariably  so.  Oo,  then,  without  losing  a  minute;  and 
don't  lose  a  minute  either  about  bringing  back  the 
doctor." 

"But  if  the  fever  is  contagious t"  the  young  man 

asked. 

"  Well,  what  then  ? "  said  Bertha. 

"  Are  n't  you  running  the  risk  of  taking  it  1 " 

"  My  dear  monsieur,"  said  Bertha,  "  if  one  thought 
about  such  things  as  that,  half  of  our  peasants  would 
die  without  help.     Gk>,  and  ask  God  to  watch  over  me." 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  the  messenger. 

The  youth  took  the  hand  she  extended,  and  was  so 
carried  away  by  the  admiration  aroused  in  him  by  such 
simple  yet  superb  courage  in  a  woman,  which  he,  man 
that  he  was,  felt  himself  incapable  of,  that  he  pressed 
his  lips  upon  it  in  a  sort  of  passion. 


•  •• 


The 
Beitln 
aaid, — 

■  Go,  MT  faenL  |fi-  * 

She  had  »>  vosuL  -u  aswr  jk-  ijmiimi  *  s  Tr  !liu::«tt. 
darted  fras  i2ke  '■ar^rT  h:  mis.  t-»7  — .iwn.t**  i:^  ^avii^*! 
to  flhoot  fluoQ^  ijs  -v^uiii  IV r^  atLL  ^  *v '01:^0  u^-  **MU. 
foice.  He  felt  a  nzDnv  rrru  a:  gTwipii*  k^  r  iv  Muiiil 
aooomplish  mizK^^s:  ri  jbuiiuu.  ^  Tim  «^  x.  z,kt  ib^ 
Mercury  of  old,  be  bad  -vtzip-  m.  inf  hst£  m£  ii)i>  )ii«fik, 
£[ad  a  wall  baned  bis  pHBWf.  ^  'wvul  hk^n-  jvui^ii  :1  ^ 
had  a  river  atreldied  bef  rev  t-.TT,,  frir^^uqs  lor^q^  ^"^  1*0^,, 
he  would  bare  jumped  ia  xDd  f^wam  acros*  w)l^^\^l 
stopping  to  tbink  about  rKDrriiig  bis  clc^thoi^ 

He  regretted  tbat  it  wks  Fucih  a  ampl^  ihiui;  whidh 
Bertha  bad  asked  bimtodo;  be  longed  for  tkmiftihing 
difficult,  —  yea,  even  imposilile  for  ordinary  moriAU, 

Wby  should  Bertba  be  grateful  to  bim  for  «imply 
going  a  league  and  a  quarter  to  call  a  doctor  t  luHtaiiil 
of  that  two  leagues  and  a  half,  be  would  have  likati  to 
go  to  the  end  of  the  world  for  her. 

He  would  have  been  only  too  glad  to  give  hitimflf 
some  proof  of  beroism  wbicb  would  allow  bim  i/j  tiiiiik 
of  bis  own  courage  as  on  a  level  with  Bertha's, 

It  can  readily  be  imagined  that  in  the  youii^^  fAx«</u'is 
exalted  state  be  did  not  tbink  of  fatigue,  'i  U:  ii.«/*^ 
and  a  quarter  wbicb  lay  between  L^^  aud  J^h^aumv'  ^*ti 
covered  in  less  fban  half  an  hour. 

Doctor  Boger  was  a  familiar  guent  ai  ti^^.  ^;j;.'/  ^-.^  '^ 
La  Logerie,  wbicb  was   hardjy  uu  L<j*xf  k   ^.^./    \  .«. 

Palluao.     The  joong  baroL  i^d  iniss  v.  j/-  ^<   ..<    

axid  the  doctoz^  ignon&t  tttat  U^,  \f^\.K.\'.  ^^  ,.  »..  ^« 
peaaaat,  leaped  oni  of  bee  au*.  *:ix^ji^.  ;^.  „*,   ^,  ,,-.    ,,^ 
be  woold  be  xeady  ix.  bv>:  luii:  xj^t 
1. — e 
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At  the  end  of  that  time  be  entered  hie  ealon^  aiidiig 
the  young  man  the  fceason  of  his  vmetpeoted  noetnxoial 
visit. 

In  two  woids  Michel  explained  the  situation  to  the 
dcNstor;  and  is  M.  Eoger  was  much  astonished  to  Und 
him  taking  such  an  eager  interest  in  a  mere  peasant  as 
to  come  on  foot  in  the  middle  of  the  bight,  with  tkem- 
Uing  voice  and  perspiration  on  his  forehead,  to  call  a 
doctor  for  that  patient's  henefit,  the  young  Baron  de  la 
Logerie  attributed  his  interest  to  the  bond  of  affection 
which  attached  him  to  the  siek  man,  who  Wai  his  foster- 
father. 

Being  questicmed  by  the  doctor  as  to  the  S]rinptom% 
Michel  repeated  faithfully  all  that  he  had  heard,  beg- 
ging M.  Boger  to  take  with  him  the  necessary  medi- 
eines,  —  the  village  of  L^g^  not  having  yet  reaehed  ^ 
sufficiently  advanced  stage  of  <»viliaation  to  possess  a 
pharmacy. 

Seeing  how  the  young  baron  was  reeking  with  per- 
spiration, and  learnix^  that  he  had  come  on  foot,  the 
doctor,  who  had  already  ordered  his  horse  to  be  saddledi 
changed  the  order,  telling  his  servant  to  hitch  him  to 
his  gig. 

Michel  tried  to  prevent  the  change.  He  maintained 
that  he  could  go  more  quickly  on  foot  than  the  doctor 
could  drive,  — -  he  felt  such  a  superabundance  of  youthful 
vigor  and  courage. 

The  doctor  insisted,  but  Michel  refused  to  listen  to 
him,  and  put  an  end  to  the  discussion  by  rushing  out 
of  the  house,  crying  to  the  doetor,^- 

^  Gome  as  fast  sa  you  can.  I  will  go  on  ahead  and 
tell  them  you  're  coming." 

The  doctor  thought  that  Madame  la  Baronne  Midiel's 
son  must  have  gone  mad.     He  said  to  himself  that  he 
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wqM  wotm  mmMat  bm^abd  ditl  not  3mL  hi»  mAm 
to  hxve  his  hone  put  in  tbe  pg. 

n  vw  the  idaa  of  xpparinr  liefonr  itsr  iiir  juusjm  > 
«f «  in  «  gig  tv^ich  diitarliad  our  sxucmiw  vuutL 

It  sMsied  to  liiii  thil  Ikrl^  wnuit  u»  iuu«a  imq» 
gtitehil  ior  Hb  ederitj  if  libfc  KimrLac  ^^  nii  9»nntL  ic 
tbe  top  ol  biB  •pBwl,  md  ojioi  tut  obTin.  U'iok.  sr^nis; 
*Hen  I  sm!  tiw  doctor  i»  tsanino'  V^irnii  ap  ' ''  -tim 
if  he  shonld  arriv*  iti  tiie  r.r  v.'ai  t2u»  Utr^rj: 

To  gallop  Dp  to  ika  di0'JT^  iti'nnr>4C  oi  »  ffuuatt  «t^t 
with  mase  aaxd  tidl  f7~iiiir  '3.  tu^  ^mi    iffxaur.iriir  in^ 
tiuoQgh  Ixie  aofitrili^  xat^t  jui'iuti-nir  hb  trr>Mmi«  m 
loTid  Deigh:i>g^ — 12tfl  wui^Ai  iiir  t  L&sr«&  njatwr   m: 
in  1  gig! 

A  hoBdmd  tc3B«  hK;:i9r  sztti^  m  ivit 

tiling  tLift  i§  snaue  ai  xi^r  ft.'vi*T73»3«s^ 

WhiX  yrrr^i  JLxrj  skj  irit^  B»*?-;:ut  v*>i  j»^  ^uie  ^j^ 
!iid  waA  tie  Fnar  hera  ft>r  Im^^e  It-icw  tt  ?^ali»a 
i&d  tLal  he  *xi*i  fr>*a  iiKa:  ia.  tix*  iv?r.'r  *  r.  i ' 

Ai  w  hsi«  ani,  hi^ssr  >a,  ^w^atj.  a  ina»irwc  -;.ai«i 

The  y.:toi^  vm  nmlixd  Aat  m  -a»  sfew-»r;;cae  -^ 
e  izss  ;i^.  ft  pwawrmjf  bmw,  jl.^win^  *r^^  'a.*^^.x 
chert,  'iaA  wonu.  tbm  dcthine,  hnnwi  >ft  5*r  m  :h« 
iH  w«  ^HCf  apoTOpriate.  «ui  m  it  ^iitATii.i  yj^ 

Aiiv  dM^ck  niftxu  mn%  Jji^'  h*  w  iloiwut  ftir- 
i^tam,  w»  (amfae,  in  lil  this  fcT»r:;?h  exd^nwat.  It 
w»  Bflt  rf  him  thrt  Michel  wv  thinking,  bit  af  th^i^ 
ttw^i  finfifflk  It  was  B0t  for  him  that  he  vaa  nmning  hia 
iop  off  rt  Aft  ofe  of  dncft  leagnaa  an  hour,  hut  fcr 
Bi^rsha  and  Mary. 

The  principal  mm  in  tiiia  grand  pfaymlogiaal  cttt- 
dTsaa  vhich  waa  taking  plaea  in  our  hem.  had  h«H>»^ 
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a  mere  accessory;  it  was  no  longer  the  motive  of  his 
excursion,  but  the  pretext  for  it. 

Michel,  calling  himself  Hippomenes,  and  struggling 
for  the  prize  with  Atalanta,  had  no  need,  in  order  to 
win  the  prize,  to  drop  the  golden  apples  along  the  road. 

He  laughed  disdainfully  at  the  idea  of  the  doctor 
urging  his  horse  in  the  expectation  of  overtaking  him. 
He  felt  an  indescribable  glow  of  pleasure  as  the  cool 
night  wind  blew  upon  his  moist  brow. 

Overtaken  by  the  doctor!  He  would  prefer  to  die 
rather  than  to  be  overtaken. 

He  had  taken  half  an  hour  to  go  to  Palluau;  he  made 
the  return  journey  in  twenty-five  minutes. 

As  if  she  had  divined  his  marvellous  speed,  Bertha 
came  to  the  door  to  await  her  messenger.  She  knew 
very  well  that  in  all  human  probability  he  would  not 
return  for  half  an  hour,  at  the  very  least,  and  yet  she 
listened. 

She  thought  she  could  hear  footfalls,  almost  imper- 
ceptible, in  the  distance. 

It  was  impossible  that  it  could  be  the  young  baion, 
and  yet  she  never  dreamed  of  doubting  that  it  was  he. 

And  in  an  instant  she  saw  his  form  emerge  from  the 
darkness,  just  as  he,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  door, 
but  hardly  believing  his  eyes,  distinguished  her  stand- 
ing motionless  with  her  hand  upon  her  heart,  which, 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  beat  with  unwonted 
violence. 

On  reaching  her  side,  the  youth,  like  the  Oreek  at 
Marathon,  was  voiceless  and  breathless;  and  he  was 
very  near  falling,  as  the  Oreek  did,  in  a  swoon  at  least, 
if  not  dead. 

He  had  just  strength  enough  to  say,-^ 

''  The  doctor  is  behind  me." 


Tlien  be  l«an«d  a^kingr  tne  nuas^  i    £»*'  ::*! 
If  be  eouic  iiaT^  eikisbl  jh  ^roia  1  jiht-  rr»t_     '  "  r 
will  tell  HmosnioiaftLj*:   Mitt    'wlL    -v-j;    n- ,    rwwr    ^r" 

l0T«    of    bcr   HIiL   JOL  2 

BerthE  -ww  jed  ^  uhhzl^si!:  oil  ulllj. 
loTc  of  hffFKi^  Ai^JBt  tux:  .Bsr  scrr   ji*    u 
minrruDFis  ^ssL. 

She  aiLii*rC  j  noafei7 
her  pockst. 

•OL,  m^r'^t     '   car 


the  wrnnii  ol  j::s  ii^f-'itnH',   *  1  mi.  -^r^  vr^  -l^    -  -j-. 
took  » l£  L«sr:  izx-  terrjasr  %    ^x  i    x^^r- 


wiflB  ms  icnni^  m  -Ji  die  ziri'  3  jftirt .    lut  ^^  loit  m 

hsxii  Esvnv'.  :hft  aiorenMaU  was  not  iictAU»d  ')▼  iuttpct 
or  L^iilia^  <ir  'ViatiL. 
E«3iA  s-mroBd  ±ft  hoTi»,  donbtleai  to  .amomK* 
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the  doctoff'a  amval  ta  tfaft  atck  man^  while  Michel 
lemamod  ai  the  door  ia  leceiTQ  hiin. 

As  ho  watched  him  driTe  iip  in  the  wickertarriage 
which  ihook  him  ahout  in  such  a  ridiculoua  way, 
Michel  eongfatulated  himaelf  more  waxmlj  than  eTer 
upon  hia  decision  to  make  the  joiumey  on  foot. 

It  ia  true  that  if  Beiiha  had  gone  into  the  honae  al 
the  sound  of  the  wheels,  as  she  had  just  done,  aha  would 
net  haye  seen  him  in  the  vulgar  oonTejrance.  But  if 
she  had  not  previously  seen  Michel,  would  she  not  have 
waited  outside  until  she  did  aee  him  t 

He  said  to  himself  that  it  waa  mete  than  likely ;  and 
if  he  did  not  feel  in  hia  heart  the  kindling  flame  of  lova> 
be  did  at  least  expexience  an  agxeeable  tickling  of  hia 
self-esteem. 


Whet  Am  dotifeor 
lesDiifld  ber  plaea  it  Hk 

The  fiiat  oljMi 
gfMeial  figon^ 

dying. 

Bat  he  at  omcm  m\m^m\i  the  ypmg  gai;  feril 
xp^  tbiBjg  ^  Inm  to  TMit  the  liizt  «f  e 
without  finding  her  er 
and  ihe  dying. 

"Qb,  doctor!*  Mid  dbe,  *eeHMb  ^poAl  poer  Tii^gnj 


The  invBtid  aeenad  aideed  to  he  gfmJOj  esoeikBd  m  Oe 
doctor  diew  neer« 

"Comdt  my  good  IbIIqw,"  aaid  he^  *  he  eebi !  * 

'*LeftveBieI''ezeUiBied  theacknan;  ^keTemei  I 
most  get  up;  they  expect  neat  Monteigv." 

«Nq.  my  deer  Tingay,""  said  Bertha;  'they  donl 
exjpeetyofnyet— * 

**  Ye^  they  do^  mademoiaeUei  indeed  they  dot  Thia 
lathe  night.  Who  will  go  trom  ohftteau  to  ohftteau  with 
the  newa^  if  I  am  not  on  hand  f " 

"^Hiiah,  Tipgny!  hush  I  '^  said  Beitha.  «Bemember 
that  yon  are  aick,  ai^  that  Dootot  Boger  ia  alanding  hoM 
VaaideyoiL'' 

"^Doeter  Boge?  is  one  of  lu^  mademoiaeUe ;  we  ean  talk 
freely  before  him.    ^e  knova  that  they  aw  waitisg  iof 
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me ;  he  knows  that  I  must  get  up  immediately,  and  g^ 
to  Montaigu.'' 

Doctor  Koger  and  Bertha  exchanged  a  rapid  glanoOi 

*'  Massa, "  said  the  doctor. 

**  Marseilles,'*  she  replied. 

Whereupon  they  both,  as  by  a  common  impulse,  ex* 
tended  and  clasped  hands. 

Bertha  returned  to  the  sick  man. 

"  Yes,   you  are  right, "  she  whispered  in  his  ear,  — 
^  yes.  Doctor  Koger  is  one  of  us ;  but  there  is  some  one 
here  who  is  not.     That  some  one, "  she  added  in  a  stiU 
lower  tone,  so  that  none  but  Tinguy  could  possibly  hear, 
**  is  the  young  Baron  de  la  Logerie." 

"True,  true,  he  isn't  with  us,"  said  the  goodman. 
**  Say  nothing  to  him.  Gourtin  is  a  traitor.  But  if  I 
don't  go  to  Montaigu,  who  will  go  t " 

"  Jean  Oullierl  never  fear,  Tinguy." 

"Oh,  if  Jean  Oullier  goes,"  said  the  sick  man, 
"  there 's  no  need  of  my  going !  He  has  a  swift  f oot^ 
and  a  sharp  eye,  and  is  a  first-class  shot!  " 

He  burst  into  a  laugh,  which  seemed  to  exhaust  his 
small  store  of  strength,  and  he  fell  back  upon  the  bed. 

The  young  baron  had  listened  to  the  conversation,  bat 
had  overheard  only  a  few  scattered  sentences,  which  con- 
veyed no  idea  to  his  mind. 

But  he  had  heard  the  words,  "  Gourtin  is  a  tndior,* 
and  had  guessed  that  they  were  speaking  about  Gourtin 
in  connection  with  himself  because  the  young  girl 
glanced  in  his  direction. 

He  approached  with  heart  oppressed,  to  think  that 
there  was  a  secret  which  he  was  not  admitted  to  share. 

"  Mademoiselle, "  said  he  to  Bertha,  "  if  my  presence 
is  an  embarrassment,  or  if  you  have  no  further  need  of 
me,  say  the  word,  and  I  will  retire." 
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There  was  such  a  world  of  melancholy  in  these  few 
words  that  Bertha's  heart  was  touched. 

**  No, "  she  said;  ^  no,  stay.  On  the  contrary,  we  still 
need  you;  you  must  assist  Bosine  to  prepare  M.  Roger's 
prescriptions,  while  I  talk  with  him  of  the  treatment  to 
be  followed  with  our  patient.  —  Keep  them  busy, "  she 
added,  in  an  undertone,  to  the  physician;  **  then  you  can 
tell  me  what  you  know,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  I 
know." 

Then  she  turned  again  to  Michel,  and  said  in  her 
sweetest  voice,  — 

**  Would  you  not  like  to  help  Bosine,  my  friend? " 

"Whatever  pleases  you,  mademoiselle,"  the  young 
man  replied;  ''  command,  and  you  shall  be  obeyed." 

"You  see,  doctor,"  said  Bertha,  "you  have  two 
assistants,    only  too  ready  to  help." 

The  doctor  ran  to  his  carriage  and  took  out  a  bottle  of 
Sedlitz  water,  and  a  bag  of  mustard  flour. 

''Here,"  said  he,  handing  the  bottle  to  the  baron, 
"  pour  that  out,  and  give  the  patient  half  a  glass  of  it 
eveiy  ten  minutes." 

To  Bosine  he  passed  the  bag  of  mustard,  saying  as  he 
did  so, — 

"  Mix  this  in  boiling  water;  it 's  to  put  at  your  father's 
feet." 

The  sick  man  had  relapsed  into  the  comatose  state 
which  had  preceded  the  momentary  agitation,  allayed 
only  when  Bertha  promised  that  Jean  OuUier  should 
take  his  place. 

The  doctor  looked  closely  at  him,  and  seeing  that 
it  was  safe  to  leave  him  for  the  moment  to  the  care 
of  the  young  baron,  he  walked  quickly  to  where  Bertha 

IS. 

**  Come,  Mademoiselle  de  Souday, "  said  he,  "  since  we 
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bAYB  difleoyeied  that  we  are  of  the  same  way  of  thiBking^ 
tell  me  what  you  knoWk'^ 

^  Why,  that  Madame  left  MJupa  on  the  21at  of  April 
last^  and  that  she  should  h&ve  landed  a^  Maiseillea  on 
the  29th  or  30th.  It  is  now  the  6th  of  May;  Madame 
should  he  in  Fnmoe^  and  the  QouiUft  should  he  fulj^ 
aroused." 

'^Is  that  all  you  knew-t  **  the  dootor  asked. 

"  Yes,  all,"  replied  Bertha. 

^'You  haven't  seea  the  papers  of  the  eTenieg  of 
the  3df" 

Bertha  snuled. 

'^We  don't  leoeiYe  newspapeis  at  the  Ch&teau  de 
Souday,"  said  aha. 

^  WeUy"  said  the  dootor,  '*  the  whole  thing  haa  fsUsn 
through!" 

"What,  do  you  say  t  *-t- fallen  throughl" 

"  Madame's  plan  has  miaearried  eomplete^y.* 

"  Oh,  mofk  Dieu  /  what  die  you  meanf  " 

^It  's  the  simple  tnith.  Madai^e^  after  a  safe  pasfltfe 
on  the  '  Carlo- Alherto,'  landed  some  leaguea  from  Maiw 
aeilles;  a  guide  awaited  her,  and  eonduoted  her  to  sn 
isolated  house  surrounded  hy  woods  and  difis.  M^Aim^ 
had  hut  six  person^  with  her*-^  " 

"  Go  on,  go  on,  I  am  listening!  " 

"  She  immediately  despatohed  one  of  them  to  lfa^ 
seiUea  to  say  to  the  leader  of  the  plot  that  she  ms  oa 
shore,  and  waa  awaiting  the  performance  of  the  promises 
which  had  brought  her  to  France." 

«WeUt" 

''At  evening  the  Messenger  retained  with  a  letter 
congratulating  the  piinoesse  on  her  safe  arrival,  and 
announcing  that  Marseilles  would  rise  for  her  the  next 
day.'^ 


J 


'4«    a*A.  Uil 


IDL  iSr  "L^  T  'Zi^ 

ElKnC  1£    .iS.^^    Mir    iAZlttE.    lA 
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"  Nothing, "  said  Bertha. 

''Oho!  nothing?  If  you  hadn't  learned  somethings 
you  would  not  he  going  off  in  this  way,  without  giving 
me  a  thought^  without  a  word  or  gesture  of  fiirewell 
to  me.*' 

'*  Why  should  I  say  fiirewell  to  you,  when  you  are 
going  with  me  1 " 

"  What  I  will  you  permit  me  f  •• 

"  To  go  hack  with  me  f  Why,  after  all  I  have  made 
you  do  to-night,  it 's  your  right,  my  dear  monsieur,  — 
always  supposing  that  you  are  not  too  tired." 

'*  I  too  tired,  mademoiselle,  when  I  have  an  opportu- 
nity to  go  with  you  f  Why,  with  you  or  Mademoiselle 
Mary  I  would  go  to  the  end  of  the  world!  Tired t  Oh, 
never ! " 

Bertha  smiled,  and  murmured  with  a  sidelong  glance 
at  the  young  haron, — 

"  Oh,  what  a  pity  that  he  is  not  one  of  us  I  " 

But  in  a  moment  she  added,  smiling  again, — 

"Pshaw!  with  such  a  character,  he  will  he  whatever 
one  chooses  to  have  him." 

"  You  seem  to  be  speaking  to  me, "  said  Michel,  '*  and 
yet  I  don't  hear  what  you  are  saying. " 

"  That 's  because  I  am  speaking  to  you  in  a  very  low 
tone." 

"  Why  do  you  speak  in  that  low  tone  t " 

"  Because  what  I  am  saying  cannot  be  said  aloud,  at 
least  not  just  yet" 

"  But  later  f  "  the  young  man  asked. 

"  Ah,  later,  perhaps  —  " 

The  young  man,  at  this,  moved  his  lipe,  but  the 
movement  was  not  followed  by  any  sound. 

"Well,"  said  Bertha,  "what's  the  meaning  of  that 
pantomime  t " 


HOBUSSK  OBIi(^  , '-- 

"llist  I  un  Epekking  tcij  low  to  t-?s  ix.  icr  n— t, 
'with  this  diSerenoe,  howerer,  tiiAt  v}^u  I  ks  nj::ix  w 
low,  I  woold  «y  aloud  and  at  itis  ibobt^  -i  I  it:»£ — " 

"I  am  not  like  other  women,'  aaji  Ivr^ia.  wiz^  a 
amile  that  was  almost  disdainful,  'aad  <tx  aij  sj  sc 
me  aloud  what  one  has  to  sa;.' 

"Yeiy  well  then,  this  is  what  I  was  Hviii^  b  j:<i 
beneath  my  breath:  That  I  am  reir,  tut  tocrr  V'  m« 
jon  going  forwaid  into  certain  dan^r,  —  as  wnaia  ■■ 
it  is  oselesa." 

"  Of  what  danger  are  yon  speaking,  dear  neighbor  I  * 
•aked  the  young  girl,  in  a  somewhat  bantering  tone. 

'  Of  that  which  jon  and  Doctor  Boger  were  talking 
about  just  now.    There  is  to  be  a  rising  in  La  Teodee.' 

-Really  I" 

"  You  will  not  deny  it,  I  hope." 

"  I!  and  why  should  I  deny  itt  " 

"  Your  father  and  you  are  concerned  in  it," 

"  You  forget  my  sister,"  aaid  Bertha,  laughingly. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  forget  nobody, "  said  Michel,  with  a  sigh. 

"Wellt  what  then  t" 

"  Let  me  tell  you,  as  an  affectionate,  a  devoted  friend, 
that  you  are  wrong. " 

"  And  why  am  I  wrong,  may  I  ask,  my  afTectionata 
and  devoted  friend  t"  rejoined  ""    "  "'    ■'    ■  ■ 

of  lailleiy  which  she  could  not 

"  Because  Ia  Yend^  is  not  : 
1793;  I  ought  rather   to  say, 
longer  exists. " 

"  So  much  tbe  worse  for  La 
luck,  there  is  still  a  nobility, 
tiiere  is  another  thing,  which  j 
know,  bat  which  your  deecenda 
gBDBtstion  will  knoWg^tbat  na 
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The  hM6ti  felt  tike  tbmst^  a:iid  ttade  a  novon^fiit  Ad  if 
to  fipeaik. 

''Kow  let  US  talk  of  flom^thing  elBO,  if  yoa  pleaMi* 
teid  Beitha;  ''for  on  that  point  I  have  no  leply  to 
tnake  to  yoo,  since  (as  poc^  iTinguy  said)  you«9sao4 
one  of  us." 

"  But  what  do  you  want  mb  to  talk  about  t "  said  the 
young  man,  dismayed  by  Bertha ^s  stwnness. 

"Whatdolw^antyoutotalkabotftt  Why,  of  ttnythi&s 
under  heaven!  It's  a  magnificent  night;  talk  to  rat 
about  the  night.  The  moon  is  lAiining  brightly;  talk 
to  me  about  the  moon.  The  Stars  seem  to  be  on  fin; 
lalk  to  me  about  the  stsirs.  The  sky  is  without  a  oloud; 
talk  to  me  about  the  sky.^ 

And  the  maiden  threw  back  her  head  and  fixed  tier 
eyes  upon  the  starry  btmament. 

Michel  sighed  deeply,  and  walked  along  by  her  side 
without  a  word.  What  ootild  he  find  to  say  to  her  ^-^  "he, 
the  man  of  cities  and  of  books  —  in  the  presence  of  loy^ly 
nature,  which  seemed  her  own  kingdom  f  Had  he  been, 
as  Bertha  had,  brought  face  to  face  from  ehildhood  with 
1^1  lAie  wonders  of  creation  t  Had  he  seen,  as  she  had, 
all  the  successive  phases  of  the  birth  of  the  momiD^ 
Und  the  setting  of  the  sunt  Wfls  he  femiHar^  ms  she 
was,  with  all  the  mysterious  whisperings  of  the  naglitf 
When  the  sky-lark  sounded  the  morning  revmlU  of 
Nature,  did  he  know  what  the  sky-lark  saddt  When 
the  ni^tingale  <filled  the  darkness  with  her  melodious 
strains,  did  he  know  what  words  she  sang!  No;  his 
Ivliin  Was  crammed  with  sciisntifio  ^ts  which  Bertha 
did  not  know;  but  Beitha  knew  all  of  the  seeieta  «t 
Nature,  which  was  a  scaled  book  to  MicheL 

Oh,  if  she  had  but  chosen  to  speak,  how  eameatty 
would  he  have  lists&edl 


i:rr 

ketrt  was  IcH  tif  sioee  ihtfogrifli  wiiaEii  dud  expraBiQa 
in  looks  9i:d,  -gt:^><^  my^  in.  wvxdsL 

Midke],  sioBLwIiilflv  tosc  iiimwiif  in  rere^. 

He  av  feMnaeif  wnilrrntj  beaufee  die  geotie  Mary,  init^ifld 
of  ]^oddia^  ALiinie  boaide  xbB  ateE%  itnigh  Bertha;  m 
place  of  i±ii  isoianun  whi^  Boifam  in  her  strength,  .cw 
posed  ^spoA.  aka^  ha  aBomted  to  fe^  Matj  leanicg  ">&  .^^ 
urn  in  sw^sB^  mii  hroBtiii^  GOiBpftnimiflhip. 

Oc,  s^Qi  woiris  wcmiftl  have  eome  readilr  to  i:m    r.^ 
ThiBm  hti  wnnhL  have  found  a  thooaHid  thir.g?   /.  4:r  r 
the  nf^riiL  if  "iie  nioon  and  stan  and  the  ^i '^  » .  - 

WsA.  Mtfv  lie  wooid  have  been,  the  mscnes.?  .a^    -.^ 


^ — s, 


Wba  B«itha  oe  ^:mb  the  siare. 
The  swn  ^^omi^  penona  had 

to  MkiieL  "a  iilow  'ler  ^^ 


*  r*»3  jmi  Iiesr  lav '."nc ' 


x-9 


128  THE  SHS-WOLYES  OF  MAGHECOUL. 

a  little  group  emerged  from  the  darkness.  It  conaisted 
of  two  horses,  and  a  female  mounted  on  one  of  them, 
and  leading  the  other  by  the  rein. 

"  I  told  you  it  was  my  sister, "  said  Bertha. 

The  young  man  had,  in  fact,  recognized  Mary,  less  by 
the  girlish  figure,  which  had  become  visible,  than  by  the 
tumultuous  beating  of  his  heart. 

Mary  had  also  recognized  him,  as  was  easy  to  see  by 
the  astonished  gesture  that  escaped  her. 

It  was  evident  that  she  expected  to  find  her  sister 
alone,  or  with  Kosine,  —certainly  not  with  the  young 
baron. 

Michel  noted  her  surprise  at  his  presence,  and  advanced 
to  her  side. 

''  Mademoiselle, "  said  he,  ''  I  met  your  sister  on  her 
way  to  do  what  she  could  for  Tinguy,  and  I  went  with 
her,  so  that  she  might  not  be  alone." 

"  You  did  perfectly  right,  monsieur, "  said  Mary. 

"  You  don't  understand, "  laughed  Bertha ;  "  he  thinks 
that  he  ought  to  apologize  for  me,  or  perhaps  for  himself. 
We  can  forgive  him  a  good  deal,  poor  boy,  for  his 
mamma  will  give  him  a  jolly  scolding  I  *' 

Then  she  took  hold  of  Mary's  saddle  bow  and  asked 
her  in  an  undertone,  — 

"  What 's  the  matter,  Blondine  ?  '^ 

'^  The  Marseilles  rising  has  failed." 

"  I  know  it.     Madame  has  gone  to  sea  again.* 

*'  No ;  that 's  where  you  're  wrong.  ** 

"Wrong?" 

"  Yes,  Madame  declared  that  as  long  as  she  had  come 
to  France,  she  would  not  leave  it  again." 

"  Really  1 " 

'*  So  that  at  this  moment  she  is  on  the  way  to  La 
Vendue,  if  not  already  here." 


.• 


*  Snr  od  ^nu  fmnr  "ins '  ** 

btiir'  fTut  ji  "iiB  iemtid  )f  ifspair. ' 

•*  Zm^'f*  «nijJ  '  mea  3ertha.  'HiitL'::3iasncaJ.T 

*  Si    iuniir  smB  JDme  i»  OLrf   ja   jis    ^ 
^n-Tur  jint:   Biii  '▼hHL  lie  lefizneti  TTiere  "rr^  -^g^t^  ^  ■-.  i 
aLft  "ST  •aica  "ii«  .iotsps  imi  ajme  ifter  jr^'a-  ^ 

^ICiiL   ^p"T*  t  hilI  **  Aid  Bi^tfaa.  jcxi  iCe  --n 
S:«:c  iL  'SUB:  :fiaiT*iii« 

*  T5"iiL  T^mU- '  3Biii  Mary,  '*  ub  a't  j^x  t — f   i 
^BH  Ai  TTur  HHir  c&vaiier  *  ' 

B«»rraia  tteiit  mt  her  aami  :q  die  -r-H-     -r^, 
isnnzd  iLowlT  and  JBdI\r. 

*  X^^  ICttlftmniaftllft  Beitha.  **  lie  mrmzr^i  ^  a*- 
Ler  haosiy.  **  I  sa  tc^  anhappv !  * 

*  ALijIIS  what  ?  "  jhe  asketi  iiin. 

■  B<ci3ae  I  am  not  'me  -if  ron.  is  -r—  .^^•'    -i^ic  :inr  - 
•W»IL  what  DiBvento  tout  befrriTrzix    -:i*    .r    :;a     ' 

asked  3£arT,  sxssidiiig  her  hand  la  i-tw, 

Tbft  yoim^  nuuL  pounced  ipon  x  «- :   £Li*^L  r  ^n:^ 

a  ferror  hani  of  die    c^o^uid    •sm-nt.s.    .r     ^^w-    .r_.^ 

"Oh,  yw^  ye§y  y^a,*'  he  whi5pi»nvi  in  j.-m-  txL  JLjr^ 
alone  could  heu^  **  for  yoa  and  Tmb.  jon..  * 

But  Mazy's  hand  waa  in.  iome  viit  "i.-m  .Trrs.  .^  /rr^r; 
Ijy  a  sndii^n  SLo^snait  on.  tie  part  if  i*rr  ii  .Ti^,  .^rr;.:** 
in  toaehing  h/»  own  moimi;  Tnh,  .i*tr  jft?n.  .ia<i  JtimrJt 
her  sister's  on  the  dank  witk  hi^  '▼nm. 

Hoxaes  and  riders  set  of  ic  i  loiliin,  mil  "Tini&tiM  jl 
the  darimeas  like  ghosta. 

Miffhel  remained  alone^  atandiag  lika  a  ^!V7P3i  lnia« 
in  tlie  middle  of  the  rood. 
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**  Adieu !  "  cried  Beitha. 

**  Au  rewnr  t "  cried  Mary. 

''Oh,  yea,  yee,''  eaid  he,  rtretching  out  his  aims  in 
the  direction  they  had  taken;  ^yes,  au  rmnnr!  au 
revoiri^ 

The  gills  finished  their  journey  without  exchanging 
a  word,  until  they  were  at  the  door  of  the  chftteaii,whfln 
Bertha  said,  — 

^  Mary,  I  know  yon  will  laugh  at  me." 

"Why  6o1 "  asked  Mary,  tremhling  in  spite  of  herself. 

^  I  love  him,"  said  Bertha. 

A  cry  of  pain  almost  found  its  way  out  between 
Mary's  lips,  but  she  had  the  strength  to  keep  it  back. 

"  And  I  cried  '  au  revoir  !  '  to  him  1 "  said  she  to  her> 
self.     ^  (jod  grant  that  I  may  never  see  him  againi " 


THE  oousor  noH  FffTT  xxakib  m.wa^    il:: 


THS  OOUBIV  FBOM  WmT 


Ox  the  morrow  of  Uie  daj  <m  idiidi  Sk  ei«BfcF  vf  ivt« 
just  described  took  piaee, — l^ioi  k  u-  bt  ok.  li£  7«l  t£ 
May  1832, —  there  wis  m  gtmi  g^tiaprmg  ai  &i£  CbtecBu 
de  Youill^. 

They  were  eekhninig  Uk  iiiiiIhiimm  (tf  liif;  liiraL  of 
Madame  hi  Comteaae  de  \aBiSM,  viiD  had  oom^iiflted  her 
twenty-fourth  year. 

They  had  jiut  taken  tbear  pbisea  at  lalue;  and 
aromid  the  festive  boardy  <m  which  twezdr-fire  ar  aix 
covers  wexe  laid,  were  nratnd  the  ftie&et  c€  La  Tiennc^ 
and  the  mayor  of  ChftteUenoli,  hoth  msae  or  leas  dis- 
tantly related  to  Madame  de  TamDS. 

The  fioop  had  just  been  icmored,  wbeai  a  aervajit 
entered  and  said  a  few  woids  in  a  low  tooe  into  liie  ear 
of  M.  de  Youill^  who  made  him  aay  Huem  <nra  mental 
times. 

Then  he  said  to  his  goests. 

"  Be  good  enough  to  excuse  me  a  moment;  them 's  a 
lady  at  the  door  who  is  tmvelHng  post,  and  who  insiaU, 
it  seems,  on  q)eaking  with  me  alone.  Have  I  your 
leave  to  go  and  see  what  she  wishes  of  me  f  " 

Leave  was  granted  the  eomte  unanimously,  but 
Madame  de  Vouill^  followed  her  huaband  with  her  eyes 
with  some  uneasiness. 

M.  de  Vouill^  rushed  to  the  door,  where  a  carriage  was 
standing. 
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It  contained  two  persons,  a  man  and  a  woman. 

A  servant  in  sky-blue  livery  with  silver  lace  was  lie- 
side  the  postilion. 

As  he  spied  M.  de  Vouill^,  whom  he  seemed  to  be 
awaiting  with  some  impatience,  the  servant  leaped 
quickly  to  the  ground. 

"Come,  hurry  up,  dawdler!"  he  cried,  as  soon  as  he 
saw  that  the  comte  was  within  hearing. 

M.  de  Youill^  stopped  short,  astonished  to  the  point 
of  stupefaction. 

Who  in  heaven's  name  was  this  lackey  who  ventured 
to  apostrophize  him  in  such  fashion  ? 

He  was  preparing  to  give  the  rascal  a  thrashing,  when 
he  suddenly  began  to  laugh  heartily. 

''  What!  is  it  you,  De  Lussac? "  he  asked. 

«  Certainly,  it 'si." 

''  What  does  this  mummery  mean  t  " 

The  pseudo-domestic  opened  the  carriage-door,  and 
offered  his  arm  to  the  female  inmate  to  assist  her  to 
alight. 

"  My  dear  comte, "  said  he,  "  I  have  the  honor  of  pre- 
senting to  you  Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berry." 

Then  he  turned  to  the  duchesse :  — 

"  Madame  la  Duchesse,  M.  le  Comte  de  Youill^,  one 
of  my  best  friends,  and  one  of  your  most  devoted 
servants. " 

The  comte  fell  back  a  step. 

''Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berry!  "  he  cried,  in  utter 
amazement. 

"  Herself,  monsieur, "  said  the  duchesse. 

"  Are  n't  you  proud  and  happy  to  receive  her  royal 
Highness  1  "  De  Lussac  demanded. 

''As  proud  and  happy  as  an  ardent  BoyaUst  can  be; 
but—" 
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Thereupon  she  turned  to  the  carriage,  and  offered  hei 
arm  to  an  old  man  of  some  sixty  years,  who  was  awaiting 
the  end  of  the  discussion  before  making  his  appearance. 

'^  Come,  Monsieur  de  la  Myre,  come, "  said  she ;  "  this 
is  a  surprise  we  have  arranged  for  our  good  cousin,  to 
arrive  just  in  time  for  his  wife's  anniversary.  Come, 
cousin,"  she  added,  gayly  passing  her  arm  throngh 
M.  de  Vouill^'s. 

*  Come  on,''  said  the  comte,  deciding  to  risk  the 
adventure  which  the  duchesse  entered  into  with  such 
zest;  "come  on  I  " 

"  I  'm  coming,  too,"  cried  the  Baron  de  Lussac,  who 
had  transformed  the  carriage  into  a  dressing-room  and 
was  exchanging  his  sky-blue  livery  for  a  black  coat. 
"Do  you  happen  to  have  forgotten  mel" 

"Who  the  devil  will  you  be?"  asked  M.  de  VouilW. 

**  Fardieu  !  I  will  be  the  Baron  de  Lussac,  and  your 
cousin's  cousin,  if  Madame  will  permit." 

"  Hola !  hola !  Monsieur  le  Baron  I "  said  the  old 
gentleman  who  was  the  duchesse's  companion,  *  it  seema 
to  me  that  you  take  too  many  liberties." 

**  Pshaw  I  in  the  country,"  said  the  duchesse. 

"  Campaigning,  you  mean!  "  said  De  Lussac^ 

Meanwhile  he  had  finished  his  transformation,  and  it 
was  his  turn  to  say,  "  Come  on!  " 

M.  de  Vouill^,  who  led  the  column,  boldly  directed 
his  steps  toward  the  dining-room. 

The  curiosity  of  the  guests,  and  the  uneasiness  of  the 
mistress  of  the  house,  had  increased  in  intensity  as  the 
comte's  absence  was  prolonged  immeasurably. 

So  when  the  door  of  the  dining-room  opened,  all  eyes 
were  turned  upon  the  new  arrivals. 

1  An  nntiaDslatable  play  upon  words.    The  duchesse  said,  "«  /a 
eampagne"  and  De  Lowac  replied,  "  en  campagne,  yon  meaa.** 
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He  went  up  to  the  prefect,  who  was  sitting  majesti- 
cally upright  in  his  chair. 

"Monsieur  le  Pr^fet,"  said  he,  "my  good  cousin, 
with  traditional  respect  for  authority,  thinks  that  a 
general  introduction  is  hardly  sufficient  in  respect  of 
you,  and  wishes  to  he  presented  to  you  specially." 

"  Grenerally,  specially,  and  officially,  Madame  will 
always  he  welcome,"  replied  the  gallant  functionary. 

"  I  accept  the  omen,  monsieur,"  said  the  duchesse. 

"  Madame  is  going  to  Nantes? "  said  the  prefect,  for 
the  sake  of  saying  something. 

''Yes,  monsieur,  and  thence  to  Paris,  —  at  least,  I 
hope  so." 

"  This  will  not  he  Madame's  first  visit  to  the  capital  t  ** 

"  No,  monsieur.     I  lived  there  twelve  years." 

"  And  Madame  left  Paris  —  t  " 

"  Oh,  much  against  my  will,  I  promise  you!  " 

"  Long  ago  ? " 

"  It  will  he  two  years  in  July." 

"  I  understand  that  when  one  has  lived  in  Paris  —  " 

"One  longs  to  return!  I  am  very  glad  that  you 
understand  that." 

"  Oh,  Paris!  Paris!  "  ejaculated  the  magistrate. 

"  You  are  right;  it  is  the  earthly  paradise,"  the  du- 
chesse replied,  turning  her  head  hastily  aside,  for  she 
felt  the  tears  coming  to  her  eyes. 

"  Come,  come,  let 's  to  the  table!  "  said  M,  de  VouilW. 

"Oh,  my  dear  cousin,"  said  the  duchesse,  with  a 
glance  toward  the  place  intended  for  her,  "please  let 
me  sit  beside  M.  le  Pr^fet;  he  has  just  expressed  senti- 
ments so  closely  in  accord  with  the  most  eager  wish  of 
my  heart  that  his  name  is  already  written  among  my 
friends." 

The  prefect,  delighted  with  the  compliment,  gladly 


TBM  COVSa  I^HM  FUTT  IXaSTIS^   ^^^       .: 


moTed  his  duQT,  and  MBdimi^  'wif  insiLJa«-L  s:  l.^  j;A 
in  utter  disre^strd  erf  «lt  pnar  T^gnxF  xif  xitt  7»r-Ts  j.  viu 
bad  occupied  thai  p{K:ui:iZL 

Tbc  two  genlleiDeii  t:»:ik  their  iiimr^t  riii**:i-7  u.  int 
seats  that  were  desiriifa3«d  ior  xii'^ti..  siil  T-^^n  «>tni. 
basil  J  engmged,  especiiLliT  IL  at  1jd3bmi..  zl  iL^iii£  fuL 
justice  to  tbe  feftst,  s£  tber  bac  jgfm.iiwx.  Xi  d'. 

As  eTCiy  one  follcved  M-  df-  Lusac  *  tiaoLTuf.  zhsyt: 
ensued  oxm  of  iLose  interr&If  of  ftcufTTra.  s^nnrtfr  irucL 
imiely  oocur,  except  al  iLe  berii.T  nr  lif  *  tLuifir  WLjii 
bas  been  a  long  tiix>e  on  the  w&t. 

Madame  first  broke  ibe  s^ttZL  Her  af"^*iLTirrnt»  Fiurii 
was,  like  tbe  set-fowl,  idosi  ai  brazic-  ii.  thf-  iCiiriL. 

*  Well,  well,*  said  she,  *"  oth*  airiTtl  ii«*e.iL*  x:  lit-*^ 
intemxpted  tlie  conrersatiaa.  XoiLii^  i*  »:  r':»:«ii-j  as 
a  dinner-partr  wbere  noboix  talks;  I  a'tiiircr  fu:^  ilt 
dear  eomte.  I  give  jon  fair  warning ;  tlif  x  a:re  i.:«o  iL^cb 
like  the  formal  state  dinners  at  Versailles,  wLere  ib^x 
say  no  one  speaks  until  tbe  king  bas  sp>k&n.  Y:<m 
were  talking  before  we  came  in.  Wbat  were  xo»n  talk- 
ing about  f 

"  Dear  cousin, "  said  M.  de  Vouill^,  *  tbe  prefeict  was 
just  gixing  UB  the  official  details  oonoeming  the  jiasco 
at  Marseilles. " 

"^  Tbe  fiasco  ?  "  exclaimed  tbe  ducbesse. 
«  That 's  the  word  he  used." 

"  And  it 's  quite  the  appropriate  word,  too,"  said  tbe 
official.  **  Can  you  comprehend  a  movement  of  this 
sort,  tbe  preparations  for  which  are  so  slight  and  ill- 
concerted  that  tbe  arrest  of  a  mob-leader,  by  a  sub- 
lieutenant of  tbe  13tb  of  the  Line,  was  sufficient  to 
upset  tbe  whole  affair  ? " 

"Ab,  mon  Dieu^  Monsieur  le  Pr^fet!"  said  tbe 
duchesse  sadly ;  **  there  is  always,   at  every   crisis,    a 
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sttpreme  moment  when  the  destiny  of  princes  and 
empires  wavers  like  a  leaf  hlown  about  by  the  wind! 
If  at  La  Mure,  for  example,  when  Napoleon  walked 
out  to  meet  the  soldiers  sent  against  him,  some  sub- 
lieutenant had  taken  him  by  the  collar,  the  return  from 
Elba  would  also  have  been  a  mere  fiasco. " 

Madame  uttered  these  words  in  such  penetrating  tones 
that  nobody  spoke  for  a  moment,  and  it  was  she  who 
resumed  the  conversation. 

^  How  about  the  Duchesse  de  Berry  t "  she  asked. 
"  Does  any  one  know  what  became  of  her  after  this  had 
happened  t " 

**  She  succeeded  in  reaching  the  '  Carlo-Alberto,'  and 
went  aboard  of  her  again." 

"Indeed  I" 

"  It  was  the  only  sensible  thing  for  her  to  do,  aa  far 
as  I  can  see,"  the  prefsct  added. 

''You  are  right,  monsieur,"  said  the  old  gentleman 
who  accompanied  Madame,  speaking  for  the  firat  time; 
"  and  if  I  had  had  the  honor  to  be  near  her  Highness, 
and  she  would  have  lent  any  weight  to  my  words,  I 
would  have  given  her  that  advice  in  all  sincerity.* 

**  Nobody  is  speaking  to  you.  Monsieur  my  husband,* 
said  the  duchesse.  "I  am  speaking  to  Monsieur  Is 
Pr^fet,  and  I  ask  him  now  if  he  is  quite  sure  that  her 
royal  Highness  has  gone  aboard  the  vessel  again  t " 

**  Madame,"  said  the  prefect,  with  one  of  those  admits 
iairative  gestures  which  admit  of  no  aigument,  "the 
Grovemment  has  official  information  to  that  effect." 

"  Ah,  indeed!  "  said  the  duchesse.  "  If  the  Gk>Tem* 
ment  has  official  news  of  it,  of  course  there  is  nothing 
more  to  be  said;  but,"  she  added,  venturing  upon  even 
more  slippery  ground  than  any  she  had  yet  passed  over, 
'^  I  had  heard  a  different  story,  do  you  know  I " 


*  W3a^  harvQ   vuu  IxiMutL  niT  <miHii 
Xooille,  who  alao  iMgan  to  taka  sha  _=» 
in  ;^  fitsiaciaii. 

*  Yes;  what  hava  voa  htani?  " 
•Oh-yoa  xindeiatBQd^  of  coniaa.  '.Liiairr:^    . ^^ 

that  mT  njewa  ia  not  offieiai!  ^  «l^    za   ..ii^*«ta. 
apeak  only  <rf  leparta  whick  v«t    'r^- '  -a   .i.  .-— 
their  bee." 

*  Ifariainff  da  la  1£jvbI  ^'  tsscLmst^a   i^    __ 

*  Well,  Manaifiiir  de  la  Mttp*  '^  ■•w.r^fer^    :jg 

*  Do  yoa  kzioWy  madaiBey''  m^sasuA  u 
MoQsiear  joor  huaband  aeema  ik  -zb   z 
iog!     I  vill  wager  that  it  ?  3a  wu» 
allov  yoa  to  retnni  to  Pina.  ' 

*  Precisely !     But  still  I  lio75«^  x  j:  ^  jr--^    ^ 
'  What  vtQman  willa^  God  ':fiilj.   * 

'^  Oh,  thse  wamen!  than 
fanctionaiy. 

"  Wlat  about  thCTi  ? '^  musfi 

*Oh,  nothing!"  said  the 
wadaaie,  for  you  to  teil  la 
which  yoa  were  fpeaking  jcj^  --.-w  *  ~ 

■  Oh,  wun  Dieu !  tiiey  «b  -rf    .i-^  -jsl*^  ^  - 
heard  it  aud, — but  take  aoti'*   z-as  1  .c»r  ^ 
lUBor,  —  I  heard  it  masL  that  :c*  Z^^e^y;^^  ^  *^^ 
lefoaed  to  listen  to  all  her  fc«uir  ^m^s^^^az^    .^  • 
obstinately  declinad  to  go  atyjam.  i--r 


•Well,  where  ia  dba  now,  tblt^  •  ^scfert.  i^  ,^>^ 
"InFnmca." 

■In  Fianoel    JLid  what  'ioea  «iia  Mnnn^i  i*   -r     , 
France!*  '^^  ^   -'^    *. 
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** Dame!  you  are  well  aware,  Monsieur  le  Fr^fet, 
that  La  Vendue  was  the  objective  point  of  her  royal 
Highness's  journey." 

**  Surely ;  but  when  she  had  miserably  failed  in  the 
South  —  " 

^  She  had  all  the  more  reason  to  try  for  success  in  the 
West." 

The  prefect  smiled  disdainfully. 

**  So  you  believe  in  Madame 's  re-embarkation,  do 
you  1 "  queried  the  duchesse. 

"  I  can  take  my  oath,"  said  the  prefect,  **  that  at  this 
moment  she  is  in  the  territory  of  the  King  of  Sardinia, 
from  whom  France  is  about  to  demand  an  explanation 
of  his  conduct." 

**  Poor  King  of  Sardinia!  He  will  ofiFer  a  very  simple 
explanation. " 

"  What  will  it  be  ? " 

''I  knew  very  well  that  Madame  was  mad,  but  I 
didn't  know  that  she  was  enough  so  to  do  what  she 
has  done." 

**  Madame !  madame !  "  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"Well,  upon  my  word,"  cried  the  duchesse,  "  I  do 
hope.  Monsieur  de  la  My  re,  that,  although  you  oppose 
my  wishes,  you  will  do  me  the  favor  to  respect  my 
opinions,  —  which  I  am  sure,  by  the  way,  agree  with 
M.  le  Pr^fet's.     Is  it  not  so.  Monsieur  le  Pr^fett" 

''  The  fact  is,"  replied  the  official,  with  a  laugh,  ^  that 
her  royal  Highness  ha^  acted  throughout  this  affair  as 
if  there  was  a  screw  loose  somewhere. " 

"  There,  you  see!  "  said  the  duchesse.  "  What  would 
you  think,  then,  if  the  rumors  should  prove  to  be  true, 
and  Madame  should  make  her  way  into  La  Vendue  %  " 

"But  by  what  route  could  she  do  sot"  the  prefect 
asked. 
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'  Dame  !  through  joor  neighbur  «  pcttfecCmw,  or  juoz- 
own.  Th«7  nj  that  Khe  was  K«n  ani!  neo^olwii  it 
TouloDM,  just  «s  she  was  changing  hoisee  at  thie  tiwr  o{ 
the  iKfvaH  <f«  foUe,  in  an  open  carri^v.  * 

'  Oh,  the  idea! "  exclaimed  the  pre&ct ;  *  that  vool^l 
be  too  mnch !  " 

*So  mnch  so,"  interpoeed  the  oomte,  'that  M.  le 
Pi€fet  doea  n't  belieTe  a  woid  of  iL' 

'Not  one  woidl"  said  the  foncliooaiy,  dvelling 
emphatically  npoQ  each  one  of  the  three  sjllahleo. 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  one  tA  the 
eomte'a  Berrants  announced  Uiat  a  elerk  from  the  pte- 
ftcture  wished   to   band  to  his  chief  a  despatch  just 
■iriTcd  from  Paris. 
'  Ha;  he  come  in  t "  the  prefect  asked  M.  de  Vonill^. 
"Hostassaredly,"  was  the  reply. 
The  eletk  came  in  and  handed  a  sealed  despatch  to 
the  prefect,  who  bowed  courteously  by  way  of  apology 
to  the  other  guests. 

The  silence  was  unbroken,  and  all  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  official. 

Msdsme  ezchai^ed  glances  with  M.  de  Vonilld,  who 
vu  laughing  silently,  with  M.  de  Lussac,  who  was 
laughing  aloud,  and  with  her  pretended  husband,  who 
maintained  an  imperturhably  serious  demeanor. 

"Bless  my  soul!"  suddenly  exclaimed  the  prefect, 
while  his  features  very  indiscreetly  expressed  the  utmost 
sstonifihmeDt. 
'  What  '8  the  matterl "  asked  M.  de  TonilU. 
"The  matter  is,"  exclaimed  the  fnnetionary,  'thst 
Midame  de  la  Myre  has  been  telling  us  the  truth  eoO' 
Mtniiig  her  royal  Hi^bnessI     Tl 
Qws  has  not  left  Frsnce;  that    b 
making  the  best  of  her  way  to  I 
Toolonae,  Libonme,  sad  Poiticti 
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As  lie  spoke,  the  prefect  rose. 

"Where  are  you  going,  praji  Monsieur  le  Prdf el  I* 
the  duchesse  inquired. 

"  To  do  my  duty,  madame,  painful  though  it  may  be; 
and  to  give  orders  for  the  arrest  of  her  royal  Highness, 
if,  as  my  despatch  from  Paris  indicates,  she  is  impm* 
dent  enough  to  put  foot  in  my  department." 

''  Do  so.  Monsieur  le  Pr^fet,  do  so,^'  said  Madame. 
"  I  can  only  applaud  your  zeal,  and  promise  to  remember 
it  when  I  have  the  opportunity." 

She  held  out  her  hand  to  the  prefeet,  who  gallantly 
imprinted  a  kiss  upon  it,  after  he  had,  with  a  look, 
asked  M.  de  la  Myre's  permission,  which  was  aooorded 
in  the  same  way. 


r— :   -  g  r. 
we  Left  Sbr  &  "r^ilt  c  tl«f  -  «  r.  ■. 
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He  B^  also  baTv  iiaii  a 
Bot  let  tbe  oppoAoniTr  -if 
and  Ids  kest  beec  -r-jixfrr^^  vrfcr 
way  of  the  poor  hot  a  £g-i7t  viii;=« 
eonld  not  qiiite  djattngr'-'wi .  czsetc  ^^las  24  ks^^  fr 
iti  graeefal  ontlincs  it  OTXdt  belcc^  x  ecje  if  :^  -ia.^ 
of  the  Maiqnia  de  Soodaj. 
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Michel  WIS  eonacioiis  of  some  digKt  disappointment 
when  he  leeogniied  Bertha.  Bat  his  veiy  love  filled 
his  heart  with  affection  for  the  marqnis  himself,  with 
a  sympathetic  feeling  for  ciahhed  Jean  Oullier,  and 
with  kindness  for  their  dogs;  and  conld  he  not  love 
Mary's  sister  t 

Would  not  his  affection  for  Bertha  draw  him  nearer 
to  Mary  f  Woold  it  not  he  hlissf ul  to  him  to  hear  the 
name  of  her  who  was  absent  t 

Thns  he  overflowed  with  ooorteons  attentions,  and 
the  jonng  girl  responded  with  a  satisfaction  which  she 
did  not  take  the  trouble  to  hide. 

Unfortunately  for  Michel,  it  was  difficult  to  think  of 
much  else  than  the  invalid. 

Tinguy's  condition  grew  worse  from  hour  to  hour. 
He  had  fallen  into  that  torpid,  unconscious  state 
which  doctors  call  coma^  and  which,  in  inflammatory 
troubles,  characterizes  the  period  immediately  preceding 
dissolution. 

He  no  longer  saw  what  was  going  on  about  him ;  he 
no  longer  replied  when  he  was  spoken  to.  His  eyes, 
tremendously  dilated,  were  fixed  on  vacancy;  he  was 
almost  motionless,  save  that  now  and  then  his  handa 
tried  to  pull  the  bed-clothing  over  his  face,  or  to  draw 
toward  him  imaginary  objects  which  he  thought  he 
could  see  beside  his  bed. 

Bertha,  who,  young  as  she  was,  had  more  than  onoe 
been  present  at  similar  sad  scenes,  could  no  longer 
delude  herself  as  to  the  poor  peasant's  real  condition. 
She  wished  to  spare  Bosine  the  torture  of  witnessing 
her  father's  death-agony,  —  which  she  momentarily 
expected, — and  she  told  her  to  go  for  Doctor  Roger. 

''But  I  can  go,  mademoiselle,  if  you  wish,**  said 
Michel.     ''I  have  stronger  legs  than  this  poor  child; 


^b 


Is  ii  Trn   leoucnac'   v    ■voi 


JOo   Liisi"  Tecs;:    Bia!'      j     P!-:  :r_  - 
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"  Child  that  you  are !  Did  you  never  see  a  lamp  go 
out!  Its  last  flicker  is  always  the  brightest,  and  it  is 
the  same  with  our  miserable  bodies.  Bun  quickly! 
There  will  be  no  death-agony;  the  fever  has  used  up 
the  poor  fellow's  strength,  and  his  soul  will  fly  away 
without  a  struggle  or  effort  or  pain." 

**  Are  you  going  to  remain  alone  with  him  1 " 

'^  60  quickly,  and  don't  worry  about  me. " 

Michel  went  out,  and  Bertha  returned  to  Tinguy, 
who  held  his  hand  out  to  her. 

"  Thanks,  my  brave  girl,**  said  he. 

" Thanks  for  what,  P*re  Tinguy!  " 

**  Thanks  for  your  trouble,  first  of  all,  and  next  fox 
your  thoughtfulness  in  sending  for  the  cur^." 

"Did  you  heart" 

Tinguy  smiled  outright. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied;  "  although  you  spoke  very  low.** 

"  But  the  priest's  presence  need  not  make  you  think 
that  you  are  going  to  die,  my  good  Tinguy;  don't  begin 
to  be  afraid." 

'^  Afraid ! "  cried  the  peasant^  striving  to  sit  up  in 
bed.  ^  Afraid !  and  why  t  I  have  respected  my  elders, 
and  cherished  the  little  ones;  I  have  suffered  without 
complaining.  I  have  worked  hard  without  a  murmur, 
praising  God  when  the  frost  devastated  my  little  field, 
blessing  his  name  when  the  harvest  was  poor.  I  have 
never  turned  away  the  beggar  whom  Saint  Anne  sent 
to  my  humble  fireside ;  I  have  followed  the  command- 
ments of  God  and  the  Church,  when  our  priests  said, 
'  Up  and  take  your  guns  I '  I  fought  against  the  foes  of 
my  faith  and  my  king,  and  remained  humble  in  victory 
and  constant  in  defeat.  I  was  always  ready  to  give  my 
life  for  that  sacred  cause,  —  and  should  I  be  afraid  t 
Oh,  no,  mademoiselle!    The  day  of  our  death  is  the  day 


of  days  for  ns  poor 

know  that.     It  is  tht  dsr  ^ic  i  hub  s  ::2e  :s7ia^    £ 

the  great  and  happy  of  the  fffu-.      H  mc  .ur^  ja 

for  me,  if  Grod  calls  me  to  him.  I  mm.  ymur    xai 

appear  before  his  jadgmeni-sBsl,  ±cL  ic  ii:<^   12  2:3 

merey." 

Tingny's  face  fairly  shone  ^viiik  lie  fRmrtzaecd  iImi^ 
words;  bat  the  burst  of  religions  fihnaasm  pal  Uk^ 
finishing  touch  to  his  strength. 

He  fell  heavily  back  upcm  his  bed,  and  stammered  a 
few  unintelligible  words,  among  which  oould  be  dis- 
tinguished ''Blues"  and  "parish,**  mingled  with  the 
names  of  God  and  the  Virgin. 

The  cur^  entered  at  this  moment.  Bertha  polntml  t#i 
the  sick  man,  and  the  priest  realizing  at  once  what  ws« 
expected  of  him,  began  the  prayers  for  the  dyioip 

Michel  begged  Bertha  to  withdraw;  lAm  tt/immuU/i, 
and  they  left  the  cabin  together  after  ^Hbfris^  •  JUtM 
prayer  at  Tinguy's  bedside. 

The  neighbors  began  to  arrive  by  iv^  mxi  tiuM^ 
each  one  knelt  and  r^teaied  after  the  ytvgOl  tu*:  iiWt* 
for  the  dead. 

Two  little  candles  of  yellow  wmz,  pW^  itu^-  ^  >;iv  *^ 
side  of  a  copper  crodfix,  sbed  a  ibWi^  hj^i*   *j,/^    Im 


Suddenly,  josi  as  the  pneat  aiic  %iAt^,  yi-^  i  #  <.• 
meatally  lecztiiig  the  Ave  J^txl.  i:M  *;r*  ^  *  «^>..v^v 
owl,  at  a  fihcfft   disiaiitt;  Inm.   V^,  ^i     'a*^^  «-/     v.  « 

eyca  Isad  beoi  oovec   i^f   i».«i^.    i^  ^t^,- *     ^^     ^     ,> 


iah.    4£ie^.  s0t^ 


^' 
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Then  he  tried  to  Imitate  the  howl  of  the  iHOwn  owL 
to  a  reply  to  the  -cry  he  had  heard. 

He  could  not  aeoomplbh  it;  his  dying  breath  sounded 
like  a  sort  of  noh,  his  head  fell  back  and  his  eyes  openefl 
to  their  fullest  extent.     He  iras  dead. 

Thereupon  a  stranger  appeared  upon  the  threshold. 

He  "was  a  young  Breton  peasant^  clad  in  a  red  doublet 
Vith  silvered  buttons,  a  l>lue  waistcoat  trimmed  with 
red,  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  long  leather  gaiters;  in 
his  hand  wt»  an  iron-ehod  walking^ok,  such  as  peasants 
use  when  travelling. 

He  seemed  surprised  at  the  sight  which  met  his  gaao; 
however  he  asked  no  questions,  but  fell  upon  his  knees 
'in  prayer.  Then  he  approached  the  bed  and  lodked 
eamMtty  «t  poor  Tinguy's  pale,  distorted  &oe;  two 
great  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks;  he  wiped  them 
away  and  went  out  as  silently  as  he  had  entered. 

The  peasants,  accustomed  to  the  religious  practice 
which  required  that  no  one  should  pass  the  house  of 
death  ^thout  a  prayer  for  the  soul  of  the  deceased  and 
i&  blidssing  for  his  dust,  were  not  surprised  at  the 
stranger's  presence,  and  took  no  heed  of  his  departure. 

A  few  steps  from  the  hut^  another  peasant,  younger 
«nd  smaller  than  he,  and  who  seemed  to  be  his  brother, 
was  awaiting  him,  mounted  on  a  horse  which  was  saddled 
in  the*  custom  of  the  country. 

"  Well,  Bameau  d'Or, "  0aid  the  Uttle  feUow,  "  whst  's 
the  difficulty  t " 

"The  difficulty  is,  that  there  is  no  room  for  «  in 
the  house;  a  guest  is  there  before  US|  who  occupies  the 
whole  house." 

"Who  is  it!  »• 

"Death." 

"Whoisdeadt" 


I  v<»kl  aj'fto  jooi  «LcswiiibftJieT«iAi|^of  biftdi^; 
let  us  bide  unier  a  eorxier  d  ibr  £&L:ml«  wkifih  no  oim 
viM  fifty'  bst  I  kMid  it  wd  tbtt  Tis^r^f  dM  ot  tj^rphoid 
|»TBr;  ud  aitboi^liM  dodoR  deny  thai  il  is  eoolagiou^ 
I  wiU  not  expose  joa  to  sock  lisk.* 

*  Yoa  don't  feu  tittt  yoa  vero  aaen  and  rooognized  I " 

*  Impossible.  Then  wesa  aigbt  or  ten  peopla,  moa 
and  vomeB,  piaying  about  the  bed;  I  went  ix^  and 
knelt  and  pxayed  like  the  otheiflL  That  ia  whajt  •veij 
Biaton  or  Yeiidfiaa  peasant  does  at  sack  timea" 

"  And  now  what  are  we  to  dot "  the  younger  pessant 
aeked. 

*I  have  told  you;  we  had  to  decide  between  th# 
ehftteau  of  my  old  comrade  and  the  cabin  of  tlie  \ftit^ 
peasant  who  was  to  be  our  guide, — between  the  o^fttfi/rt# 
of  a  princely  abode  with  reasonable  securityf  $g$4  Ut^ 
small  hut)  the  wretched  bed,  and  buckwbiM^  I^mj^ 
witk  absolute  aeouiity.  The  good  God  has  «^>k«d  iLe 
question;  we  no  longer  have  any  choios  i^  tk^  M^tUs^ 
and  must  be  content  with  the  eomforUblB  shelter,  ^ 

*Bnt  you  say  the  chAtsau  is  not  sanely  sitfet  " 

'*'  The  chAteau  belongs  to  one  of  tJbe  fmsAdt  si  m^  vjjt- 
hood  whose  father  was  made  a  barcm  hjf  Umi^  Jbw>uM;«  /». 
the  father  is  dsai^  tka  ekitean  is  owupiihiC  n^  yus»^,.i  ^ 
the  widow  and  her  son.  If  the  acoi  v«ii^  tu^ji^.  ;  n,r,  ^^ 
have  no  fear,  for  alth^Migb  weak,  irt:  i»  n  ^w^  u,^^, 
fellow;  knt  I  insgiae  tlul  tm  %iff.A^  »  ^^ih^  ^^, 
ambitbn%  so  that  I  aa  a  iit^  uuttiA^ .'' 

''Pshawl  fov  OM  iii^!  Yvv  ^m  Xfsr.  \^mj^»*ie^ri^ 
Bameaa  d'Or.' 

"  Indeed,  I  aa  ob  vr  ovm  vj'j'jmA  vit  ^  ^^^  a^^v^ 
sible  to  Ymam,  m  at  hati  1^  u-;  )*# ;  >^  w  ./;. 
of  Had— ' 
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"  Of  Petit-Pierre,  you  mean.  Ah,  Rameau  d'Or,  we 
have  been  travelling  two  hours,  and  that 's  the  tenth  bet 
you  have  lost  to  me. " 

"  It  shall  be  the  last.  Mad  —  Petit-Pierre,  I  mean ; 
henceforth  I  know  you  by  no  other  name  than  that^  and 
I  see  in  you  only  my  brother. " 

"  Come  on,  come  on  to  the  chAteau  I  I  am  so  weary 
that  I  would  ask  shelter  from  an  ogress." 

"  We  can  take  a  cross-road,  which  will  lead  us  there 
in  ten  minutes, "  said  the  elder  of  the  two.  '*  Arrange 
yourself  in  the  saddle  as  comfortably  as  you  can;  I  wiU 
go  on  foot,  and  you  need  only  follow  me;  otherwise 
we  might  lose  our  way,  as  the  road  is  only  slightly 
marked.'' 

^  Wait,''  said  Petit-Pierre,  alighting  from  his  horse  as 
he  spoke. 

"  Where  are  you  going?  "  Bameau  d'Or  inquired  with 
some  anxiety. 

"  You  said  your  prayer  by  the  bedside  of  this  humUe 
peasant,  and  I  must  say  mine. " 

"  Do  you  really  mean  it  t  " 

"  He  was  a  brave  and  noble  heart, "  Petit-Pierre  uiged, 
"  and  would  have  risked  his  life  for  us.  I  certainly  owe 
him  one  poor  prayer. " 

Bameau  d'Or  removed  his  hat  and  stood  aside  to  let 
his  young  companion  pass. 

As  Bameau  d'Or  had  done,  the  little  peasant  entered 
the  cabin,  took  the  branch  of  box-wood,  dipped  it  in  the 
blessed  water,  and  shook  it  over  the  body ;  then  he  knelt 
and  repeated  his  prayer  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and 
went  out  without  attracting  any  more  attention  than  his 
companion. 

Petit-Pierre  rejoined  Bameau  d'Or,  who  assisted  him 
to  remount  his  horse,  and  both  followed  in  silence,  one 
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in  the  saddle,  and  the  other  on  foot,  the  almost  invisible 
path  which  led  to  the  Chateau  de  la  Logerie  by  a  more 
direct  and  shorter  ronte,  as  we  have  said. 

They  had  advanced  scarcely  five  hundred  feet  when 
Bamean  d'Or  came  to  a  halt  and  stopped  Petit-Pierre's 
horse. 

"  What  is  it  nowY  "  the  latter  asked. 

''I  hear  footsteps,"  said  the  young  man.  ''Draw 
aside  against  these  bushes,  and  I  will  stand  behind 
this  tree.  Whoever  is  coming  will  probably  pass  with* 
out  seeing  us.'' 

The  mancBUvre  was  executed  with  lightning-like  rapid- 
ity. It  was  well  for  the  travellers  that  they  made  such 
haste,  for  the  person  in  question  was  approaching  so 
fast  that  he  loomed  up  in  the  darkness  just  as  they  had 
both  taken  their  positions,  —  Petit-Pierre  against  the 
hedge,  and  Bameau  d'Or  behind  his  tree. 

The  unknown  for  whom  they  made  way  was  soon  less 
than  twenty  feet  away  from  Bameau  d'Or,  whose  eyes, 
already  accustomed  to  the  darkness,  distinguished  a 
young  man  of  some  twenty  years,  running  rather  than 
walking  in  the  same  direction  as  themselves. 

He  had  his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  the  task  of  recog- 
nition was  made  easier  by  the  fact  that  his  hair  was 
blown  back  by  the  wind,  and  left  his  face  entirely 
exposed  to  view. 

Bameau  d'Or  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise;  but 
as  if  he  still  had  some  doubt,  and  wavered  in  his  desire 
to  speak,  he  let  the  young  man  pass  him  a  few  steps, 
and  it  was  not  until  his  back  was  completely  turned  to 
him  that  he  called,^ 

-  Michel ! " 

The  young  man,  who  hardly  expected  to  hear  his  own 
name  uttered  in  that  deserted  spot  at  that  hour,  leaped 
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to  one  side,   and  aaltBd'  itt   a    vdoo,  tremUing 
excitiement)  -— 

"  Who  calls  me  I  *• 

"'I,''  said  Eameau  d'Or,  remo'ving  his  hat,  and  a  wig 
which  he  dropped  at  the  foot  at  Khe  tree,  and  advandng 
toward  his  friend  without  other  disguise  than  the  halanea 
of  his  Breton  coslhune,  which  had  no  effect  upon  his 
ftkce. 

"  Henri  de  Bonneville  f "  eried  the  haron,  astouiided 
heyond  measure. 

"  Myself.  But  don't  say  my  name  so  loud;  we  ave  in 
a  region  and  at  a  time  when  the  hushes  and  ditches 
and  trees  share  with  the  walls  the  privilege  of  haviag 


"^ Indeed,  yes,"  said  Miobe^  kk  some  alann;  ^mad 
fli«n— " 

"  Yes  —  and  then  1 "  edioed  H .  de  Bonneville. 

'*  Why,  perhaps  you  are  here  in  oonneetioa  with  the 
uprising  they  are  talking  about  t  * 

''Precisely  so!  Aiid<  now  tell  me,  in  two  woEd% 
what  are  yout** 

"I?" 

"Yes,  you." 

'^  My  friend,  **  replied  the  young  horon,  ^  I  hav«  no 
very  well-formed  opinion  yet;  however^  I  will  oonfeaa 
to  you  very  low — " 

^  As  low  as  you  please,  but  hurry  up  and  eonfeaal  " 

"  Well,  I  will  confesa  that  I  incline  to  Henri  Y.** 

''Yery  good,  my  deaf  Michel,''  said  the  Comte  da 
Bonneville  gayly;  ^il  you  incline  to  Henri  Y.  thot^r 
all  that  I  need  to  know." 

"  But  allow  me  —  You  see  I  am  not  wholly  dedded 
yet." 

^  8o  much  th^  better  I    I  shall  have  the  pleaauxia  d 


gpniplfttiiiy  your 

uDdertake  it  with  the  bo^  dbnce  or 
at  once  affiar  me,  md  (bm  of  b^ 
a  nighf  a  lodging  at  jon 

*  Where  is  your  feieod  I  * 
'Here  he  ia^"  nid  Petit-Pii 

salating  the  yoaiig  man  wnn.  a 

which  oontnated  8tBBig<elT  wzzl.  zjak  r^d^  .^^ 

Ifiehel  looked  at  the  iiUje  peaaEi  :j7  *- 
and  nid  in  aBnndeztoDe  tA  i^ 
dB  BanD0¥illBy  mthet, — 

"  Henri,  what  is  jour 

'Michel,  joa  are 
time  hospitality;  joa  iia^« 
dear  fellow^  I  am,  pamad  -^c  m^ 
friend's  name  T     Ib  n  t  n  jt-^-^u^-  ^^ 
he  is  a  man  of  Txnex:>*^t.'izi^.«f  'g^T-  - 

*  Are  yo«  quiie 
The  e«Mte  and  P^:!;!:^. 
"You  an  cTn<>r.r..^   :/*:. 

gaesta  an^  my  poor  jL/j.*^ 

'Not  for  mjatJ.  x^  yi-.* 
swear  to  yoa;  bm  izu 
Lpgerie  —  * 

'Wd],attLe 

•I 


1- 


^      •^-     >•-       ».      -B^^ 


154  THB  SHE-WOLVES  OF  MACHEC0T7L. 

lodging,  and  when  I  have  found  it,  which  will  not  be 
difficult,  I  trust,  we  will  rid  you  of  our  presence." 

"It's  not  to  be  thought  of,  Henri!  Don't  for  a 
moment  think  that  it 's  for  myself  that  I  fear;  but  your 
safety  would  be  endangered  the  moment  you  entered  the 
chfiteau." 

"How  so?" 

"My  mother  is  still  up,  I  am  sure;  she  is  awaiting 
my  return;  she  will  see  us  come  in.  We  could  put  her 
off  the  scent  as  to  your  disguise,  I  fancy ;  but  how  could 
we  explain  that  of  your  companion?  —  for  I  can  see  that 
he  is  disguised." 

"  He  is  right,"  said  Petil^Pierre. 

"  But  what  shall  we  do,  then  t " 

"  And  it  is  n't  a  question  of  my  mother  alone, "  Michel 
continued. 

"  Who  else  is  there  t " 

"Wait  a  moment  1 "  said  the  young  man,  looking 
uneasily  about,  "let  us  get  a  little  fiurther  away  from 
the  hedge  and  these  bushes." 

"ThedevUI" 

"  I  'm  thinking  of  Gourtin." 

"OfCourtint    Who 's  Courtin t  " 

"  Don't  you  remember  Courtin,  the  farmer  f " 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure !  a  good  devil,  who  was  always  of 
your  opinion  against  everybody  else,  and  even  against 
your  mother." 

"  That 's  the  man !  Well,  Gourtin  is  mayor  of  the 
village, — a  rank  Philippist  1  If  he  should  see  you  travel- 
ling around  at  night  in  this  costume,  he  would  hsre 
you  arrested  without  ceremony." 

"That  deserves  reflection,"  said  Henri  in  a  won 
serious  tone.     "  What  thinks  Petit-Pierre  f  " 

"  I  don't  think  at  all,  my  dear  Bameau  d'Or;  I  ]mn 
you  to  do  the  thinking  for  me." 


Tat  hr^   3=:-      • 
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"I  will  nia  Oft  abead,  ao  that  you  will  not  liave  to 
wait, "  Michel  exclaimed  suddeiily, 

"One  instant^"  aaid  Henrii  "whithev  are  yon 
fnnningf " 

''To  the  Ch&teau  de  Souday." 

"  The  Chateau  de  Souday  f  " 

''Yea,  you  know  it  perfectly  well« — the  chftteaa  wRh 
the  pointed  towers  eovei^ed  with  bk>86»  on  the  left  band» 
juat  opposite  the  forest  of  Macheooul. " 

"*  The  chateau  of  the  Wolves  1 " 

"  YefB,  if  you  choose  to  call  them  so." 

"  And  that 's  where  you  are  taking  us  t " 

"  That 's  the  very  place. " 

"  Have  you  weighed  well  what  you  a^  doiii^  Miohel  f  " 

**  I  will  answer  for  everything." 

Confident  that  his  friend  knew  the  wayt  the  young 
man  darted  off  in  the  direction  of  the  Chateau  de  Soaday 
wUhthe  swiftness  of  foot  of  which  he  had  given  such 
abundant  proof  the  night  tha<t  he  went  to  Palluau  for 
the  doctor  for  po(«  Tinguy. 

""  Well. "  asked  Petit-Pierre,  ''  what  had  we  best  do  t " 

"  Why«  as  we  have  no  choice  in  the  inatter»  we  must 
foUow  him/^ 

«  To  the  chateau  of  the  Wolvesl " 

**  To  the  chateau  of  th^  Woh«s," 

"So  be  it;  but  in  order  to  make  tha  road  seem 
shorter,  my  dear  Rameau  d'Or,"  said  the  young  peasant^ 
"  you  Hiuat  tell  me  what  the  Wolves  aye." 

"  I  will  tall  you  all  I  know  about  them,  at  all  events." 

"  That 's  all  that  I  can  ask." 

With  his  hand  resting  on  the  saddla-bow,  the  Comte 
de  Bonneville  told  Petit-Pieire  the  spaciea  of  fable 
which  was  cumnt  in  the  department  of  Loire-Iaf^rieove 
and  the  adjoining  dfipartments^  ooncaming  the  two  un- 


teoned  heimnfe  4]i  Hut  Mavqrm  d»  Snmrittf,  t&or  hiinfii 
hf  dsTy  thdr  Bfletmiial  wsndeniMBiy  mul  tiM  n/iUi^,  T>ti^ 
iag  paeks  of  kocndi  with  wkidi  tiii»7  timv^  tiut  ^ririL74«i 
and  boan  far  xonif  «id  ■■! j  a  mxlii^ 

The  eomte  waa  xa  tiie  aBfLile  of  Chit  ax/»«t  t^'ncxiMtUK 
put  of  the  Legend  irhoL  smiilimh^  h»  funuvc  Kim  s^-W'^^m 
d  the  thAt4tua,  mad  fltopptmr  ^taet  ol  tii*  aju.-^U4/.A.  &«• 
iaformed  hia  eompooiim  thac  tiuf^  Jwi  s^Mtu^  u^^  ^^ji. 
d  thoir  jiMime^. 

Plstis-Pism,  biRj  yummfeii  Que  u»  T?ur  x'  ^^  ^  tf^^ 
aometain^  reaemhiiiiir  *ai&  ▼iEi!n««  if  A^j^X^.  *  -".  ■.;^ 

when  sodiieiilT,  ata.'sirniiur  il  'iin  yiml   i**   :'.*.-^i     hm^ 
self  before  sius  'ipiBL  a,#Fr.  Ji  '••mei    i*.    'jzoiy.^      .  ^ 

••w  atendma;  ipT]«wir.7  r^Wiixiuf  1>rrr  arr.-i.,    -.,  :.^ 
lijaton^  kftiit  iRiiiml  ^umL  t^^i.  ohti  ru..  t*-r.  >Et.»i.j» 

m  IVtK  'VSR, 

for  it  w  «ii9v^ '▼"ill  1ML  nniR  i*  ^-e*!-.*!;!-    lu-    *i(.»».^^^ 
l»TiDc  fesHL  ^inifrt  It  lunr  «in»nMc.   i>   J.  ■•  ^  . 

t*:3*  ■»'^**  miL  mg^ls  t-uiu**-     !..•-    r:**^-   * 


«f«  «£  'l«i:   i.  ivr.  ji  «iff    uftttrruaj*^     ^.-..•r^.a^.^       ^. 
amine 


158  THE  SHE-WOLVES  OF  MACHECOUL. 

"But  I  don't  know  whether  Michel  told  you,  made> 
moiselle,  that  your  hospitality  might  inyolve  some  risk 
to  youiselves.  My  young  companion  and  myself  are 
proscribed,  to  all  intent;  persecution  may  be  the  penalty 
you  will  have  to  pay  for  taking  us  in. " 

"  You  come  in  the  name  of  the  cause  which  is  ouiSi 
monsieur.  As  strangers  merely,  we  would  haye  taken 
you  in ;  as  Boyalists  and  proscribed,  you  are  doubly  weir 
come,  even  though  death  and  ruin  should  enter  our  poor 
abode  with  you.  If  my  father  were  here,  he  would  speak 
as  I  do  to  you." 

"  M.  le  Baron  Michel  has  undoubtedly  told  you  my 
name;  it  remains  for  me  to  tell  you  my  companion's." 

"We  do  not  ask  it^  monsieur;  your  claims  upon  our 
hospitality  are  entirely  irrespective  of  your  name,  what- 
ever it  may  be.  You  are  Royalists,  and  proscribed  for  a 
cause  in  defence  of  which  we,  though  but  women,  would 
gladly  give  our  blood  t  Enter  our  house ;  if  it  is  not  rich  or 
luxurious,  you  will  at  least  find  it  faithful  and  discreet." 

With  a  superbly  majestic  gesture  Bertha  waved  her 
hand  toward  the  door,  by  way  of  invitation  to  her  young 
guests  to  cross  the  threshold. 

"  May  Saint  Julien  be  blessed !  "  said  Petit-Pierre  in 
Bonneville's  ear;  "here  we  have  the  chflteau  and  the 
cabin,  between  which  you  told  me  I  must  choose,  united 
under  one  roof.  These  Wolves  of  yours  please  me 
extremely  I  " 

He  passed  through  the  door,  with  a  graceful  inclina- 
tion of  the  head  to  the  two  girls. 

The  Gomte  de  Bonneville  followed  him. 

Mary  and  Bertha  made  a  friendly  farewell  sign  to 
Michel,  and  the  latter  extended  her  hand;  but  Jean 
OuUier  slammed  the  door  so  savagely  that  the  poor  boy 
had  no  time  to  grasp  the  hand. 


He  gued  for  m  few 
eb&tean,  whieh  Aannd  Utdc 
windows  wfaiek  wcfe  fitted  vp 
he  honied  awaj. 

When  he  had  dvappeand,  At 
passage  to  an  indmdnsl  w1h>  had 
scene,  actoated  hf  wiUj 
the  acton  in  it. 

It  was  Gooitin,  who^ 
was  no  one  in  the 
young  master  had  takea  ta 
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CHAPTKB  XV. 

▲T  AK  UBBKAgOOTABLB  HOUB. 

Utr  iwas  veBy  nearly  two  o^Bllldc  in  the  morning  when 
young  Baion  Michel  found  himielf  at  the  end  of  tiie 
avenue  loading  to  the  C^ifttean  de  la  Logerie. 

The  air  was  perfectly  calm ;  the  awe-inspiring  stillnesB 
of  the  night,  disturbed  only  by  the  gentle  rustling  of  the 
aspens,  was  favorable  to  the  profound  revery  in  which  he 
was  plunged. 

It  goes  without  saying  that  the  two  sisters  were  the 
objects  of  his  thoughts,  and  that  the  one  of  the  two 
whose  image  the  baron  followed  with  as  mnch  loving 
respect  as  that  with  which  Tobias  followed  the  angel,  as 
we  are  informed  by  Holy  Writ,  was  Mary. 

But  when  he  espied,  some  five  hundred  feet  away,  at 
the  far  end  of  the  dark  line  of  trees,  beneath  whose  leafy 
canopy  he  was  walking,  the  windows  of  the  cb&teau 
glistening  in  the  moon-rays,  the  seductive  dreams  he 
had  been  dreaming  vanished,  and  his  thoughts  at  onoe 
assumed  a  more  prosaic  complexion. 

Instead  of  the  lovely  features  of  the  young  ladies^  who 
had  thus  far  been  walking  at  his  side,  his  imagination 
sketched  the  stem  and  menacing  aspect  of  his  mother. 

We  know  what  profound  awe  the  Baronne  Michel 
inspired  in  her  son. 

If  he  had  known  of  a  single  house,  or  an  inn,  in  the 
neighborhood,  though  it  were  a  league  away,  where  he 
could  find  a  lodging,  his  apprehension  was  so  aroused 
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that  he  would  hsTe  portponied  his  ictam  to  ^s  fssLassa 
till  moming.  It  waa  the  first  tune,  not  taoe  ht  3mL 
alept  away  finm  hcHne,  hat  that  he  had  Jtsbaxn^  ic  aica 
an  nnseaaonahle  hour;  and  he  had  an  jjousKSr^i  in^^hi^ 
that  his  abeenee  waa  known,  and  that  ii§  sj'jiii«r  ww 
sittmg  up  for  him. 

What  answer  waa  he  to  make  to  tftad  twrTTiit  gmei;  .n. 
•  Where  bare  yon  heenf  * 

Comtin  alone  eoold  give  him  flheber :  Va:  ^  ij*r  ir:':  I/r^ 
to  him,  be  mnafc  tell  him  ererrthing,  and  tut  ;t-'v-y 
bazon  realiaed  how  dmgerooa  it  wouid  ht  u  ta&e  i-r  «, 
eonfidant  a  man  like  Comtin. 

So  be  decided  to  hnve  tiie  maternal  ihziii'j*^^,y^ 
bat  for  moch  the  eame  leasooi  Ihai  the  couuennj^.  luo: 
deddes  to  hnTe  the  acaffald,  —  hecauae  he  ismu'X.  i>-.:; 
himaeli,  — and  pomied  bis  waj. 

But  the  nearer  he  came  to  the  chSteau,  the  ukjk  i^ 
leaolntion  waTered. 

When  he  leaehed  1^  other  end  of  the  av^fiiu^.  i^^ 
ioond  it  neoesmiy  to  walk  acron  &6  greenswarc  u.  i  . 
Tiew;  when  he  asw  bis  mother's  window  sidu^^aiy  o-.: 
from  the  dark  &eade,  the  only  one  in  whicL  tu<;r>r  m^  • 
ligfati  —  hia  heart  ahogether  failed  him. 

His  forebodings  were  realiaed:  the  faarouu^  ^^  j. 
in  wsit  f  or  liu  ntom. 

The  yoong  man's  xesolixtion,  as  we  hav<r  bai'    ^i^-k'' 
Isded  away  out  of  eight ;  and  terror,  d^veiopn^ 
<rf  his  imagination,  auggeeted  to  him  a  ru-e  hi,...;    ,,.,^ ,. 
at  least  postpone  the  ezploeion  of  liit  luotutjr  ^  m  loX     j    . 
did  not  altogether  dispel  iL 

He  tamed  to  the  kft,  and  crept  alouj/  jj.  ti**.  t;^^  ^ 
a  hedge,  antQ  he  reached  the  wall  of  tu*.  kiu.;**;:^^^^^,. 
whidi  he  acalsd,  and  then  passed  tbrougi.  txi*  j^^^  ^^ 
tng  from  the  kitchfln-gaxden  into  tue  pari^ . 

TOL.  I.  — 11 
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Once  in  the  park,  it  was  an  ea^  task  for  him  to  leadi 
the  windows  of  the  ch&teau  with  the  aid  of  the  damps  of 
trees. 

Thus  far  the  scheme  had  worked  to  perf ection^  but  the 
most  difficult  or  most  uncertain  part  remained  to  be 
accomplished.  It  was  essential  for  him  to  find  a 
window  which  some  negligent  servant  had  left  un- 
fastened, and  by  means  of  which  he  could  get  into  the 
house,  and  to  his  apartment  unobserved. 

The  GhHteau  de  la  Logerie  consisted  of  a  large  square 
main-building  flanked  by  four  towers  of  similar  shape. 

The  kitchen  and  offices  were  in  the  basement^  the 
reception  rooms  on  tiie  ground  floor,  the  baronne's  apart- 
ments on  the  first  floor,  and  her  son's  on  the  second. 

Michel  examined  the  ch&teau  carefully  on  three  side^ 
trying  all  the  doors  gently,  but  firmly,  keeping  close  to 
the  wall,  walking  on  tiptoe,  and  holding  his  breath. 

But  not  a  door  nor  a  window  yielded  to  his  touch. 

There  remained  the  main  front  of  the  building  to  be 
explored,  and  that  was  the  portion  where  the  gpreatest 
danger  lay.  The  baronne's  windows  were,  as  we  have 
said,  on  that  side,  and  there  was  no  shrubbery  close  to 
the  walls,  as  was  the  case  on  the  other  sides.  One  of 
the  windows —  that  appertaining  to  her  bedroom  «-  was 
open. 

However,  Michel  thought  that  if  the  scolding  must 
come  it  made  little  difference  whether  he  received  it 
outside  the  house  or  within,  and  so  he  made  up  his  mind 
to  take  the  risk. 

He  was  just  on  the  point  of  putting  his  head  around 
the  comer  of  the  tower,  when  he  saw  a  shadow  gliding 
along  the  lawn. 

The  shadow  naturally  led  him  to  suspect  the  presenoe 
of  the  body  by  which  it  was  cast;  so  he  stopped  his  own 
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fbrmd  mavemrait,  ud  tfiiMled  all  his  attenlMn  npoD 

the  new  aniTal. 

He  saw  that  it  waa  a  mas,  and  that  he  was  fidlowuig 
the  road  which  he  ought  to  hare  followed  himself,  if  ho 
had  intended  to  retam  directly  to  tbo  chftteaa. 

The  young  baron  drew  hack  a  few  steps,  and  bniied 
himself  in  the  shadow  of  the  tower. 

Ueauwhile  the  man  was  drawing  near. 

When  he  was  within  fifty  feet  of  the  chfitean,  Michel 
hcsid  his  mother's  sharp  voice  at  the  window. 

"  la  it  yoo,  Michel,  at  lastT  "  she  asked. 

■  No,  madame,  no, "  replied  a  voice  which  Hm  yoang 
Bun  recognized  with  astonishment  mingled  with  dread  a« 
that  of  the  farmer,  his  tenant ;  "  you  do  too  much  honor 
to  poor  Courlin  by  miataking  him  for  M.  le  Baron," 

"Great  God!  "  cried  the  baronne,  "what  brin|{S  yju 
here  at  this  time  of  night  t " 

'  Ah,  you  Boapect  that  it 's  something  of  imp^rtatats^ 
don't  yon,  madame  t  " 
'  Has  anything  happened  to  my  eon  f  " 
The  unmistakable  anguish  with  whi«h  hi*  lO'Ai.n  yrv- 
noonced  the  words  toocbed  the  yotmg  mns  w  'iw.'^ 
that  he  was  about  to  leave  bis  hi'i-B^-^U^  Vr  natxnaie 
her,  but  Courtin's  reply,  foUowin?  i-'ldj  vyn  t-jt 
question,  nipped  his  impulse  in  lfc«  lia^  Bi.;  irt  «tuu.;.'ii 
in  the  diadow. 

"Oh,  no,  no,  madame!*  the  bvmtr  Tf",'.'\hi :  "i-ac 
lacl,  if  I  may  veotnra  to  fp«ak  m  'jf  X.  It  hwvi. ,  It  m 
«ie  as  joor  eye, — thus  br,  aJ  l»«(t* 

"  Tbos  far!  "  inteipoaed  -Hm  ><arrtM.  "  It  1*  -a  tiW 
point  of  running  into  dn>7*ir,  tJjrtaiT* 

Tea,  indeed:'  saij  C'jsrtia;  'wjot  Lam  wrf 
cone  to  him  if  be  vyfasrx*  to  al>/w  Liusplf  ^  ^ 
cntieed  bf  loch  unaL-uv  at  titCK  isipa  «(  SriM,  Ut 
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His  first  plan  had  been  to  go  at  once  to  hia  bedroom 
and  await  developments  there,  pretending  to  be  asleep. 
If  he  did  that,  as  nobody  could  swear  to  the  hoar  of  hi* 
return,  he  had  still  a  chance  to  extricate  himself  from 
the  scrape  by  a  bold  lie. 

But  matters  had  assumed  a  different  phase  since  he 
had  formed  that  plan. 

Courtin  had  followed  and  watched  him,  and  Courtm 
undoubtedly  knew  the  hiding-place  of  the  Comte  de 
Bonneville  and  his  companion.  He  forgot  himself  for 
a  moment  and  tiiought  only  of  his  friend,  whose  safety 
the  farmer,  holding  the  opinions  which  Michel  knew 
him  to  hold,  might  seriously  endanger. 

Instead  of  going  up  to  the  second  floor,  the  young 
man  stopped  at  the  first.  Instead  of  going  to  his  own 
room,  he  glided  with  catlike  step  along  the  oorridw, 
stopped  at  his  mother's  door,  and  listened. 

''And  so  you  think,  Courtin,"  the  baronne  was  mj" 
ii^g}  "so  you  really  think  that  my  son  has  allowed 
himself  to  be  limed  by  one  of  those  wretehed  creatures  t  * 

**  Ah,  yes,  madamel  So  far  as  that  goes,  I  am  sure 
of  it.  And  he  has  fallen  into  the  toils  so  effectually 
that  you  will  have  great  difficulty,  I  'm  afraid,  in  dis- 
entengling  him." 

"  Girls  without  a  soul " 

^  Dame  /  they  come  from  some  of  the  oldest  stock  in 
the  country,  Madame  la  Baronne,  and  that  always  seems 
to  count  for  something  with  you  nobles." 

**  Bah  I  "  ejaculated  the  baronne.     '^  Bastards  1 " 

*'  True ;  but  one  of  them  's  as  pretty  as  an  angel,  and 
the  other  as  handsome  as  a  demon! " 

*  It  is  quite  possible  that  Michel  may  have  chosen  to 
amuse  himself  with  them  for  a  while,  as  so  many  oth^s 
in   the  neighborhood  are  said  to  have  done;   but  it 
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eannot  be  that  he  has  ever  dieamed  of  maRying  one 
of  them,  and  he  knows  me  too  well  to  suppose  that  I 
would  ever  consent  to  sach  a  match." 

''With  all  due  respect  to  M.  Michel,  Madame  la 
Baionne,  it 's  my  opinion  that  he  has  not  yet  thought 
that  all  out,  and  perhaps  does  not  even  realize  the  extent 
of  his  feeling  for  the  wenches;  but  I  'm  sure  of  one 
thing,  and  that  is,  that  in  another  and  much  more 
serious  direction,  he  is  in  a  fair  way  to  get  himself 
into  trouble." 

'  What  do  you  mean,  Courtin  1 " 

*  Dame!^  said  the  farmer,  '^  do  yon  know,  Madame 
la  Baronne,  that  it  would  be  very  hard  foi  me,  with  my 
affection  and  respect  for  you,  to  order  my  young  master's 

anestf* 

Michel  started  in  the  corridor,  but  his  emotion  was 
much  less  violent  than  the  baronne's. 

'^  Arrest  Michel! "  ahe  exclaimed,  drawing  herself  up 
to  her  full  height  ''Yon  seem  to  forget  yourself. 
Master  Courtin." 

«  Ko,  y«^*"M*  la  Baioime,  I  do  not  forget  myself." 

•Bnt  — • 

*  I  am  your  tenant,  it  is  true,"  rejoined  Courtin,  making 
a  motaon  with  his  hand,  which  was  intended  to  calm 
the  prood  lady's  excitement.  '^  I  am  bound  to  render 
yon  an  aocmate  statement  of  the  crops  of  which  you 
are  entitled  to  half,  and  to  meet  my  obligations  to  you 
at  the  appointed  day  and  hour;  all  of  which  I  do  as 
well  as  I  can,  notwithstanding  the  hard  times.  But, 
before  evcfything,  I  am  a  eitism;  and  more  than  that, 

mayor.  And  in  those  capacities,  likewise,  I  have  duties 
to  fslfl,  MadsBS  la  Banmne,  however  it  may  tear  my 
poor  kntt  to  do  it." 

*  Wl^  fdbbish  is  thai  yon '» talking. 


»! 
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and  what  oonnection  can  there  possibly  be  between  my 
son  and  your  duties  as  citizen  or  as  mayor  f " 

**  The  connection  is  just  this,  Madame  la  Baronne ; 
that  Monsieur  your  son  has  intimate  relations  with 
the  enemies  of  the  State." 

''I  am  well  aware,"  said  the  baronne,  *  that  M.  le 
Marquis  de  Souday  affects  very  exaggerated  views.  But 
the  amorettes  of  Michel  with  one  or  the  other  of  his 
daughters  could  hardly  constitute  a  crime  on  that  account, 
I  should  say." 

''  These  amorettes  will  lead  M.  Michel  much  farther 
than  you  imagine,  Madame  la  Baronne;  take  my  word 
for  it.  I  know  that  as  yet  he  is  only  moistening  his 
beak  in  the  troubled  waters  which  surround  him ;  bat 
that  is  enough  to  obscure  his  sight." 

''Come,  a  fig  for  your  metaphors;  explain  yooraelf, 
Courtin." 

''Very  well,  Madame  la  Baronne;  here's  the  ex- 
planation in  full.  This  evening,  after  being  present 
at  the  death-bed  of  that  old  Chouan  Tinguy,  and  run- 
ning the  risk  of  bringing  malignant  fever  to  the  chftteau, 
after  having  escorted  the  taller  of  the  She-wolves  home, 
M.  le  Baron  acted  as  guide  to  two  peasants,  —  who 
were  no  more  peasants  than  I  am  a  gentleman ;  and  ht 
guided  them  to  the  Gh&teau  de  Souday." 

"  Who  told  you  that,  Courtin  f " 

"  My  two  eyes,  Madame  la  Baronne;  they  are  reliable, 
and  I  believe  them." 

"  In  your  opinion,  who  were  these  two  peasants  1 " 

*  The  two  peasants  I " 

«  Yes." 

"  Well,  one  of  them  was  the  Comte  de  Bonneville,  or 
I  '11  put  my  hand  in  the  fire,  — a  thorough  Chouan,  hel 
It 's  of  no  use  to  say  it  was  n't  he;  for  he  lived  in  the 
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nsighborbood  a  long  whila,  and  I  recognized  him.     As 
for  the  other  —  " 
"Well,  go  on." 

"Ab  for  the  other,  imleBS  I  am  much  mistaken,  he 
wu  something  better." 
"Who,  pnjt     Gome,  name  him,  Courtin." 
"Never  mind,  Madame  la  Baronne,      If  necesBaiy, 
and  it  probably  will  be,  I  will  name  him  to  the  person 
who  has  the  right  to  know  his  name." 

"  What  I  Do  yon  propose  to  denounce  my  son,  I 
■honld  like  to  know  t  "  cried  the  baronne,  astounded  at 
the  sasured  tone  of  her  tenant,  who  woa  in  general  so 
hnmble  in  his  demeanor  towud  her, 

'Most  certainly,  Madame  la  Baronne,"  answered 
Courtin,  coolly. 

'Why,  you  can't  think  of  doing  such  a  thing, 
Courtin  I " 

'  I  am  so  determined  to  do  it,  Madame  la  Baronne, 
that  I  should  be  already  on  my  way  to  Montaigu  or 
Nantes,  if  I  had  not  decided  to  warn  you  first,  so  that 
you  might  have  time  to  put  M.  Michel  in  a  safe  place." 
'  But  even  if  Michel  should  proye  not  to  be  involved 
in  the  ofiair,"  said  the  baronne,  earnestly,  "  you  are  going 
to  put  me  in  a  bod  light  with  my  neighbors,  and  —  who 
can  tellt  —  perhaps  bring  down  terrible  reprisals  upon 
La  Logerie. " 

"  Very  good ;  then  we  will  protect  La  Logerie,  Madame 
la  Baronne. " 
"  Courtin  —  " 

"  I  saw  the  great  war,  Madame  la  Baronne.     I  was  a 
little  shaver,  but  I  remember  it  well;  and,  faith  I  I  am 
not  anxious  to  see  the  like  of  it  again.     I  have  no  dei 
to  see  my  twenty  arpente  used  as  a  battle-field,  my  cr 
eaten  by  one  side  and  burned  by  the  other.    And  I 
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still  leas  anxious  to  see  violent  hands  laid  upon  (bo 
national  property,  which  will  be  sure  to  happen  if  the 
Whites  come  out  on  top.  Of  my  twenty  arpents,  fire 
originally  belonged  to  emigrii.  But  I  have  bought  and 
paid  for  them;  that 's  a  quarter  of  my  property.  Lastly, 
yes,  lastly,  the  Government  relies  upon  me,  and  I  desire 
to  justify  the  confidence  of  the  Qovemment.  " 

''But,  Gourtin,"  said  the  baronne,  almost  ready  to 
descend  to  entreaty,  "  matters  are  not  so  serious  as  yoa 
fancy,  I  am  sure." 

"  Pardieu  /  yes,  they  are,  Madame  la  Baronne ;  very 
serious  indeed.  I  am  only  a  peasant,  but  that  doesn't 
prevent  my  knowing  what 's  going  on  as  well  as  another; 
for  I  am  a  patient  listener,  and  my  eye  is  keen.  The 
Bets  country  is  in  a  ferment;  one  shot,  and  the  soap 
will  boil  over  the  edge  of  the  kettle." 

"  Gourtin,  you  are  mistaken." 

''No,  indeed,  Madame  la  Baronne;  no,  indeed.  I 
know  what  I  know.  Man  Dieu!  the  nobles  have 
already  had  three  meetings, — one  at  the  Marquis  de 
Souday's,  one  with  him  whom  they  call  Louis  Benaudi 
and  once  at  the  Comte  de  Saint-Amand's.  All  these 
meetings  smell  of  powder,  Madame  la  Baronne;  and, 
speaking  of  powder,  there  are  two  kegs,  and  divers  sacks 
of  bullets  at  the  house  of  tiie  cur^  of  Montbert.  Last  of 
all,  — and  most  serious  of  all,  — last  of  all,  if  I  must 
tell  you,  the  Duchesse  de  Berry  is  expected  in  the 
province ;  and  it 's  my  opinion,  after  what  I  have  just 
seen,  that  it 's  very  likely  that  she  won't  keep  them 
waiting  long." 

"Why  so!" 

"  Because  I  think  she  's  here  already !  " 

•  Where,  in  Grod's  namet " 

"  At  the  Gh&teau  de  Souday,  to  be  sure." 


•  As  tx  -Ziiietn  <k  ScTrkr  J  ' 

*XL£kit    Oh,  the  wretchsc  ':i^ 
i»7  aj«al,  won't  too,  Coutiu.  - 

•i  iL    Besides,  tbe  Gov^csrio^^L  ^     ..  c 
;  ftnd  if  the  dcehesK  ■e^.r*-;  >.    .u^.  -^^^ 
Tendee,  she  vould  be  arssoe! 


Terr  good;  bet  =it^'»-  ji- 
Si?  modi  the  zljt^   *'saan- 


— *  -    J ,  .7r,t^    A  _  II!     lii  : 


-:-» 


-lit   i  r^-.rp. 
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"  Say  on,  Courtin;  say  on." 

'^  Well,  then,  to  extricate  M.  Michel  from  this  mess 
altogether,  it  will  be  necessary,  in  my  judgment,  for 
you  to  persuade  him  by  some  means  or  other  —  entreaties 
or  threats  —  to  leave  La  Logerie  for  Paris. " 

"  Yes,  Courtin,  yes;  you  're  quite  right." 

**  But  I  imagine  that  he  will  not  like  to  do  it." 

**  When  I  have  made  up  my  mind,  Courtin,  he  will 
have  to  like  it." 

''  He  will  be  twenty -one  in  eleven  months;  he  is  very 
nearly  of  age." 

'^  But  I  tell  you  that  he  will  go,  Courtin.  Why, 
what's  the  matter t" 

Courtin  was  listening  intently,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  door. 

''  I  thought  I  heard  steps  in  the  corridor,"  said  he. 

"Go  and  look." 

Courtin  took  the  light  and  ran  out  into  the  corridor. 

**  There 's  nobody  there,"  he  said,  returning.  *  And 
yet  I  was  almost  sure  that  I  heard  steps. " 

"  Where  do  you  suppose  the  wretched  boy  can  be  at 
this  time  of  night!  " 

''  Dame  / "  said  Courtin ;  "  waiting  for  me  at  my 
house,  perhaps.  The  young  baron  trusts  me,  and  it 
would  n't  be  the  first  time  he  has  come  to  tell  me  his 
little  troubles." 

"  You  are  right,  Courtin ;  it 's  possible  that  he  's  theie. 
Hurry  home,  and  be  sure  you  don't  forget  your  promise." 

*  Nor  you  yours,  Madame  la  Baronne.  If  he  comes 
home,  get  him  out  of  the  way.  Don't  let  him  com* 
municate  with  the  Wolves ;  for  if  he  sees  them  again — " 

«  Well,  what  then  1 " 

*Why,  in  that  case,  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  any 
day  to  hear  of  his  picking  off  soldiers  in  the  furze." 


k 
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eonntiT!" 

" Fatal , '  ii'iii  J   If  »t!imi»  ^  ^i»iww  fff— ""'" 

The  Tttti*  Vmir  in  irwr  ^ul—  —  »»•  ia-  •■»»gp— 

ntiiiff  ^li*  ; 
nobodj  to  ( 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

coubtin's  diplomacy. 

GouRTTK  had  made  but  little  progress  on  the  road 
^  •  which  led  to  his  farm  when  he  heard  a  rustling  in  the 

bushes  at  his  side. 

''Who  goes  there)"  he  asked,  springing  across  the 
road  and  assuming  a  defensive  attitude  with  the  stick 
he  was  carrying. 

^  A  friend,"  replied  a  youthful  voice;  and  he  to  whom 
the  voice  belonged  emerged  from  the  hedge. 

"  Why,  it 's  Monsieur  le  Baron  I  "  cried  the  farmer. 

"  Himself,  Gourtin. " 

^  Where  in  Heaven's  name  are  you  going  at  this 
hourf  Great  God,  man  I  if  Madame  la  Baronne  knew 
that  you  were  wandering  around  in  the  fields  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  what  would  she  say  t "  exclaimed 
the  farmer,  affecting  surprise. 

•  It 's  this  way,  Gourtin  —  " 

"Dame/"  said  the  peasant  slyly;  *it's  to  be  pre- 
sumed  that  M.  le  Baron  has  his  reasons." 

"Yes;  and  you  shall  know  what  they  are,"  said 
Michel,  ''as  soon  as  we  get  to  your  house." 

"My  house  I  you  are  coming  to  my  house  1"  cried 
Gourtin,  really  astonished. 

"  Do  you  decline  to  receive  me  t "  the  young  man 
asked. 

"Just  Grodl  I  refuse  to  receive  you  in  a  house 
which,  after  all,  is  yours  I" 
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'Let  us  lose  do  time,  then,  as  it  is  very  late,  Oo 
yoa  ahead;  I  will  follow  you." 

Coartin,  disturbed  by  his  young  master'B  imperative 
tone,  obeyed.  After  a  few  hundred  feet,  he  climbed 
a  fence,  croeaed  a  field,  and  was  at  the  door  of  hia 
bimhoose. 

They  entered  the  room  on  the  ground  floor,  which 
served  as  living-room  and  kitchen,  where  Courtin  raked 
together  a  few  ecatteted  embers  upon  the  hearth,  blew 
upon  one  which  was  still  alive,  and  lighted  a  candle  of 
yellow  wax,  which  he  set  upon  the  chinmey-piece. 

This  done,  he  was  enabled  to  see  by  the  light  of  the 
candle  something  which  the  moon's  lays  had  not  dis- 
closed,—  that  Michel  was  aa  pale  as  death. 

"Why,  Monsieur  le  Baron!"  ezolaimed  Courtin. 
'  Jena-Dieu  I  what  is  the  matter  t" 

"Courtin,"  said  the  young  man,  frowning  darkly,  *  I 
overheard  your  couveisation  with  uy  mother." 

"Indeed;  you  were  listening,  were  yon}"  said  the 
farmer,  somewhat  taken  aback. 

But  he  soon  recovered  his  presence  of  mind. 

"  What  of  it  I  "  he  asked. 

"You  are  very  anxious  for  a  renewal  of  your  lease 
next  year." 

"  I,  Monsieur  le  Baron ! " 

"  Vea,  Courtin]  much  more  anxious  than  you  pretend 
to  be." 

■  Dame!  I  shonld  not  be  eony  to  renew  it,  Mon- 
sieur le  Bawn;  and  yet,  if  I  can't,  I  shall  not  die 

of  it." 

"  Conrtin,  it  will  be  for  me  to  renew  your  lease,"  said 
the  young  man;  "  for  I  shall  be  of  age  when  the  time 
comes  to  sign  it." 

"  Tee,  it 's  as  you  say,  Monsieur  le  Baron." 
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''But  you  understand/'  pursued  the  young  man, 
to  whom  his  desire  to  save  the  Comte  de  Bonneville, 
and  to  remain  near  Mary,  imparted  a  degree  of  resolu- 
tion quite  foreign  to  his  character,  **  you  understand,  do 
you  not,  that  if  you  do  what  you  were  talking  about 
just  now, — denounce  my  friends,  that  is, — I  will  not 
be  the  man  to  renew  the  lease  of  a  miserable  spy  and 
informer. " 

*'Oh,ho!"  saidCourtin, 

''  That 's  what  I  mean.  Once  off  the  farm,  Courtin, 
you  say  good-by  to  it  forever;  for  you  shall  never  come 
back  to  it." 

**  But  the  Government!  and  Madame  la  Baronnel  '^ 

*'  All  that  does  not  concern  me,  Courtin.  I  am  Baron 
Michel  de  la  Logerie;  the  estate  and  Chftteau  de  la 
Logerie  belong  to  me,  by  release  from  my  mother,  as 
soon  as  I  am  of  age.  I  shall  come  of  age  in  eleven 
months,  and  your  lease  runs  out  in  thirteen.'* 

**  But  suppose  I  renounce  my  plan  f "  said  the  farmer, 
with  a  hypocritical  grimace. 

''If  you  do  that,  you  shall  have  your  lease." 

"  On  the  same  terms  as  heretofore  t " 

"  On  the  same  terms  as  heretofore." 

"  Ah,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  if  it  were  not  for  my  fear 
of  compromising  you  I"  said  Courtin,  taking  from  the 
drawer  of  a  desk  a  little  bottle  of  ink,  a  sheet  of  paper, 
and  a  pen,  which  he  placed  upon  the  table. 

"  What 's  all  this  Y  "  asked  Michel. 

^  Damet  if  M.  le  Baron  would  be  kind  enough  to 
put  what  he  has  said  in  writing.  We  can't  tell  who 
may  die,  and  who  live;  and  for  my  own  part — let's 
see,  there's  a  crucifix  —  I  swear  upon  the  crucifix  to 
M.  le  Baron  —  " 

*  I  don't  want  your  oaths,  Courtin;  for  when  I  leave 


here,  I  return  to  Sondsj,  snd  warn  i^m,  ^Jiiihim  Mi.  i* 
on  the  alert  and  Bonnerillc  to  mtA  aeam  ^fsixe  uttttHHi.' 

"  Indeed,  that  *b  an  additioc^  wnifni/  «uc  C/tmrixi., 
handing  the  pen  to  his  focaif  mniii'r. 

Michel  took  it,  and  wrole  izumk  wutQ*  ig#Bii  a* 
paper: — 

*'  I,  the  miderngned,  Acz^rte  Fxaoi^  Ij^jdutL  lloniL  ck  Jn 
Logerie,  agree  to  renew  O/snt:.'*  jsaat  ql  tut  maatt  ixaut  tsn^ 
tained  in  that  vhich  be  w/w  JuiuSk.** 


Aa  he  waa  ahout  to  iiaert  ttte  ditev  ^^^^  ianaflr  a^iid 
his  hand. 

"No,''  said  he,  "dr^t  4tfe  it,  pleaK,  nnr  jonng 
master.     We  will  date  it  ih^  6xt  after  juur  nuijuritj.'' 

*■  Very  well,*  aaad  Mxii^  aud  iif;  wn^  uxJr  hib  name 
in  addi^op,  leaving  ipaee  Irjr  i^  aulHequflut  iioertiuii  of 
the  date,  liet»een  t£ie  text  axkd  lhe  BignattmL 

*  If  M.  le  BmsTJOi  cuea  to  Rtft  nm  eood  ortabl j  tha& 
on  that  stool,  azid  k  ibfA  ^axtiipa^ar  tixnt  jietimdng  to  iht 
ch&tean  befove  mieid:^*  Ojunm  ang^BSted,  "  I  will  mj 
to  K.  le  Bapcfi:  I  brr^r  a  1^  iz|iid«zB  and  at  Ids  aaTim^ 
which  is  irjt  ibe  w^ocat  liol  erer  waa.*' 

*Xo,*i«pi»d  Hy^^-L  ''dsda't  jos  hev  ne  ttj  iiiai 
I  am  grxag  Ihttidk  to  Sfiiadaf  I* 

"Wbii  iurS  scitfe  IL  le  Banm  iiasii^  pcomiae  to 
ssj  w%trz^  lot  ids  im>  seed  to  hanj.* 

-Wiist  JOT  «w,  C',inxtm,  aonebodj  elae  noj  hare 
aseai  tos-:  fiu£  *t«:  if  rem  do  Im^  your  tongue  bcseave 
joa  bftxf  ^mmsHid  auc;,  aaKitLo;  not  boond  by  anj  aueh 
pnniae.  aw  J9«ai^  a»  inewell!  * 

*1L  *  IteHtt  iLTHt  d»  as  he  plenea,'  aid  ConrtiB; 
•tai  i«  '&iswi!ai^  mrwioDg,  to  retain  to  that  lat-' 


T 


T«y|3n»£-  I'll  s^qped  for  yov  adriee,  but  I 

—  a. — Its 
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▼ery  glad  that  yoa  reoognize  the  fact  that  I  'm  old  enou^ 
to  do  as  I  please." 

He  rose,  as  he  uttered  these  words  with  a  firnmesa  of 
which  the  farmer  helieved  him  to  be  incapable,  and  left 
the  house. 

Courtin  followed  him  with  lus  eyes  until  the  door 
closed  behind  him;  then  he  quickly  seized  the  paper 
containing  the  agreement  for  a  lease,  read  it  once  more, 
folded  it  twice  with  great  care,  and  put  it  away  in  his 
portfolio. 

When  he  had  safely  accomplished  this  undertaking, 
he  thought  that  he  heard  voices  near  the  house,  and 
went  to  the  window;  drawing  the  curtain  partly  aside 
he  saw  the  baron  face  to  face  with  his  mother. 

"  Aha  I  my  young  cock,  **  said  he,  "  you  crow  yery  loud 
with  me,  but  there  's  a  mother  hen  who  will  lower  your 
crest!" 

The  baronne,  finding  that  her  son  did  not  letiun, 
thought  that  what  Courtin  had  said  might  be  true,  and 
that  it  woidd  not  be  very  surprising  if  he  were  at  the 
farmer's. 

She  hesitated  a  moment^  partly  from  pride,  and  partly 
from  disinclination  to  go  out  into  the  night;  but  at  last 
her  maternal  anxiety  carried  the  day,  and  she  wrapped 
herself  in  a  great  shawl  and  started  for  the  farmhouse. 

Just  as  she  reached  the  door  she  saw  her  son  come  out; 
and  being  thereby  at  once  delivered  from  all  her  anxiety, 
as  she  saw  that  he  was  safe  and  sound,  her  imperious  dis- 
position resumed  its  sway. 

Michel,  for  his  part,  recoiled  in  utter  confusion  when 
he  saw  his  parent. 

"  Follow  me,  monsieur, "  said  the  baronne ;  '^  it 's  none 
too  early,  I  think,  to  return  to  the  chftteau. " 

It  never  once  occurred  to  the  poor  boy  to  aigue  or  to 


nuke  bb  MKie    ■«  iiljjwc  ids  motier  k  docile  uid 

Not  ft  wocd  WW  eieMiiirec  betwem  tht  m'.ii^  »nd 
aOD  OD  tlM  w»T.  Iikknl.  ilichei  mucj,  mtierr^.  ^^,3^^. 
to  a  discnsdoa.  in  wjuci.  iuj,  Siiaj  rec'^j^  j^-   3.  ^. 

ntfier  tiii  weftkae*  0.'  chtiMter,  iromt.  aht. ^  .  , 

the  wot*  rf  it  * 

Wmb  tiujimi^ed  tbe  Chilean,  drr  w»-  1^— r---  -. 

Tha  bunmi^  etill  dnmb,  lee  m  tos;  b-j,  y  .  . 
roEm.  vlien  ha  Inmid  a  table  iau. 

■  r;B  mutt  be  hmpn-  ami  or^  ■  -^  ic-eo.  ». 
maxted;  "Uugis  ior  yonr  imnee;  h^  i^i   -- 


WlMWipon  die  withdwiT,  eiDBa:;  ;fe. -,j^       __ 

Tb«  yoong  mm  limdnere    «.  ^  «_!.  '  .   '~**  ' 
twfceinlWbck.  -B-^r  1 

He  VM  •  pitBone; '. 

He  fell  into  ■  ciiac  it  e»t  iaj-j- 

Eraiti  neewd>£  (mi  aoi3-.ij    ^^ 
wtrald  hare  nudt  »  carji-    t_    ^^     -^T*     * 
le»d  beneitli  thai.  ~  " """ 
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not  propose  to  visit  him  again  until  he  had  eaten  and 
slept;  80  he  had  some  hours  to  himself  before  the  im- 
pending explanation. 

He  satisfied  his  hunger  hastily,  and  went  to  bed  and 
to  sleep,  after  he  had  tried  the  door  and  found  that  he 
was  really  a  prisoner. 

He  awoke  about  ten  in  the  morning,  and  found  the 
rays  of  a  glorious  May  sun  streaming  joyously  into  his 
room. 

He  opened  the  windows. 

The  birds  were  singing  among  the  branches,  which 
were  just  covered  with  young  and  tender  leaves;  the 
early  roses  were  opening,  and  the  first  butterflies  flitting 
about  in  the  sun. 

It  seemed  as  if  misfortune  itself  must  be  a  priaoner 
on  such  a  day,  and  powerless  to  injure  any  one. 

The  young  man  took  to  himself  a  certain  force  from 
this  recrudescence  of  Nature,  and  awaited  his  mother 
with  less  trepidation. 

But  the  hours  rolled  on;  twelve  o'clock  struck,  and 
the  baronne  did  not  appear. 

Michel  noticed,  with  some  uneasiness,  that  the  taUe 
was  furnished  with  sufficient  abundance  to  supply  lunch 
and  dinner  for  that  day,  as  well  as  the  dinner  of  the 
night  before;  and  thereupon  he  began  to  fear  that  his 
captivity  might  endure  longer  than  he  had  imagined. 

This  fear  was  confirmed  when  two  o'clock  and  three 
o'clock  came  and  went  without  result. 

Suddenly,  as  he  was  listening  attentively  to  ereiy 
sound,  were  it  never  so  slight,  he  seemed  to  hear  reports 
in  the  direction  of  Montaigu. 

They  were  so  regular  that  they  resembled  firing  by 
platoons,  but  it  was  impossible,  nevertheless,  to  say  that 
they  were  caused  by  the  discharge  of  flrearms. 


COCKIEE'S  I^J^-K*rT 

Montuga  was  moiv  thaa  tvt  ^^^urut^  inm.  Ix  I^ 
and  a  distuil  tbuDder'S^iaE  ^^^^•r•.    ic-jd^  ^-a. 

But  no^  the  Bkj  >w  c^nil^cia. 

The  report*  lasted  ^t:KX  ax,  jl:^e.  ai^  i.is.  c 
reigned  a^iu. 

The  joaog  liBran'a  T~trmiriiim  v~^  i  m'a^  i^ 
had  entirely  fbigo^ea  u>  ui  soia  ^^  i;r£  zt:w   : 

Heanwbile  he  had  ^iz-z^^r  b^ri^iK-:  ;:>=.  :::r  : 
that  wheo  night  '^~"  a^i  f^-trj  ,2^  s.  i^  -  „  — ^- 
in  bed,  be  would  cEje=*T  i.>t  j  '^  x  i^  :...--  w^ 
knife  and  leare  l^ie  eLii-^T-  z,x  zr  i^  2r.£r 
which  would  fWT>bal^T  ae  «:«r:=r>;:_    v^  :■<■  ».^  w-z:_ 

Thi*    pOMlfaili^    of     taca^     3>»j?r:     1^      TTIp. 

appetite. 

He  dined  Kke  a  xas  wi:  «:V5rr,«c  k.  ■a.'Tiu^  ::. 
and  wu  laying  i=  a  &:>ex  x  £--^::jr.^  »  :_tc  ^  : 
be  prepaied  foe  wht^-nr  i:it  i.,pr  t,  - —  bth^  i.r: 

it  would  be  dux  iz.  u.c:  la.  ji.'.=.  i::^  ,^   i.^^  _:: 
OD  the  bed  to  w&^ 

He  waa  tctt  iasr'-'at  i;  m  •:  *r*^^  i  r  *  i^-.  * 
make  the  ti=ie  ko^  e-hij.  xat  -^^-^  n-  ^  *^ 
nstleai.  In  nj^  L.L  i*  -.i^j*:  i^  ^-a  ij  «:  *.j. 
the  alei^  detec£«d  lie  >■- ,-  '— r  .  ;::_ 


came,  be  wo::Jd  i-.  ii*  tzs.  ^  -..  i..^^  ^  -m-st.* 
eonlditbet 
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He  ran  to  the  window. 

He  thought  he  could  make  out,  in  the  gathering  datk* 
ness,  a  little  group  on  the  Montaigu  road,  moving  quite 
rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the  Chateau  de  la  Logerie. 

The  noise  made  hy  the  hells  was  accompanied  by  the 
regular  hoof-beats  of  two  horses. 

All  doubt  as  to  the  character  of  the  group  was  dis- 
pelled when  the  postilion,  who  was  riding  one  of  the 
horses,  cracked  his  whip  vigorously,  probably  to  an- 
nounce his  approach. 

At  the  same  moment  the  young  man  instinctiTelj 
glanced  down  at  the  out-buildings,  where  he  saw  that  the 
servants  were  drawing  his  mother's  tiavelling-caniBge 
out  of  the  carriage-house. 

A  ray  of  light  illumined  his  brain. 

These  post-horses  from  Montaigu,  this  postilion  who 
cracked  liis  whip  so  lustily,  this  travelling-<»irriage  which 
they  were  taking  out,— there  was  no  more  room  for 
doubt;  his  mother  proposed  to  leave  the  chAteau,  and 
take  him  with  her!  That  was  why  she  had  locked  him 
up,  and  kept  him  locked  up.  She  would  come  after 
him  when  she  was  already  to  starts  would  force  him  into 
the  carriage  with  her,  and  crack  would  go  the  whip! 

She  knew  her  power  over  the  young  fellow  so  well  as 
to  be  sure  that  he  would  never  dare  to  resist  her. 

This  idea  of  dependence,  which  his  mother  was  so 
positive  of,  exasperated  the  young  man  all  the  more 
because  he  felt  how  real  it  was;  he  knew  perfectly  weU 
that  when  he  was  once  face  to  face  with  the  baronne, 
he  would  not  dare  to  break  a  lance  with  her. 

But  to  leave  Mary,  to  renounce  the  life  of  emotion 
and  excitement  in  which  the  sisters  had  given  him  lus 
first  lessons,  to  have  no  part  in  the  drama  which  the 
Comte  de  Bonneville  and  his  unknown  companion  were 


15S 

■boot  to  perfons,  m  Ia  T«aaM. — 3l  aeaami 
to  him,  mnd  dkhonotahle  to  3^  IkS  ^attt^ 

What  woold  the  fo^ig  v^m^  oioi  iff  ^mit 

Michel  reaolnd  fa>  i^  nr  nifc  ^o^mt 
such  hnmiliatian. 

He  went  to  the  window,  and  ■iMiiiiiil  d»  £ituK»  V 
the  grcnuul ;  it  wm  alMOBt  tUr^  fseL 

He  stood  for  a  nuMent  in  deep  ^atftl :  cnient^  a 
great  straggle  wm  taking  pi—  in  hs. 

At  laat  he  aeemed  to  «Bn  tn  n  fiznd  iiiiwiw.  W 
went  to  hu  aecietuj  and  took  ont  a  eiaadinUa  «■■  b 
gcrid,  which  he  stowed  away  in  hie  po^cte. 

At  that  moment  he  tfaoog^  h»  heud  steps  in  tba 
cOTiidor. 

He  qoickl;  doeed  the  aecmtary,  ky  down  apon  the 
bed  and  waited,  but  a  eanfol  obwrrar  might  have  eaeD 
t^  &e  unusual  fimncBS  of  hia  facial  mmctea  that  bii 
naolation  was  not  to  be  easily  ahakeo. 

What  was  that  reaolotion  1  In  all  pnbafaUity  we  ahall 
find  ont  sooner  or  later. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

AUBIN   COUBTB-JOIE's   CABARET. 

It  was  perfectly  clear, —  even  to  the  authoritiea,  who 
are  generally  the  last  ones  to  ascertain  the  state  of  public 
feeling  in  such  districts  as  they  are  called  upon  to  pre- 
side over, — it  was  perfectly  clear,  we  say,  that  an  up- 
rising was  in  contemplation  in  Bretagne  and  La  Vend^ 

As  we  have  heard  Courtin  explain  to  Baronne  de  la 
Logerie,  the  meetings  of  the  Legitimist  leaders  were  a 
secret  to  nobody;  the  names  of  the  modem  Bonchamp 
and  D*Elb^,  who  were  expected  to  assume  the  lead  of 
the  Yendean  forces,  were  known  and  widely  discussed; 
the  old  organization  into  parishes^  captaincies^  and  divif 
sions  was  revived;  the  cur^s  refused  to  intone  the 
Damine  salvumfae  regem  FhUippum,  and  offered  up 
prayers  at  the  throne  of  grace  for  Henri  V.,  King  of 
France,  and  Marie-Caroline,  '^ Regent;"  lastly,  in  the 
departments  bordering  on  the  Loire,  notably  in  those  of 
Loire-Inf^rieure,  and  Maine-et-Loire,  the  air  was  laden 
with  the  smell  of  powder,  which  precedes  great  political 
commotions. 

In  spite  of  this  general  fermentation,  perhaps  because 
of  it,  the  Montaigu  fair  promised  to  be  a  great  success. 

Although  it  was  ordinarily  a  function  of  little  impor- 
tance, the  peasants  turned  out  in  considerable  numbers. 
Men  from  the  Mauges  and  Retz  regions  elbowed  the 
citizens  of  the  Bocage  and  the  open  country;  and  an 
indication  of  the  warlike  spirit  of  all  these  people  was 


I 


AQBIM  COUItTS^OI^B  CABAJIET.  ISo 

■sen  in  the  great  lemieity  (rf  the  gentlei  mx  ■moos  *^ 
ike  broad-biimmed  hktB  and  shaggy  hmdM. 

Indeed  the  ladies,  who  genenlly  cmistitiited  thie  m*- 
jori^  of  these  commercial  gaUieringft,  weR  luC  k  be 
Been  that  day  at  the  liontaign  bit.  Uost  «iyn-~.-an-.  cf 
sU  —  and  it  alooe  would  have  been  enough  ta  isizctsm 
tht  least  obseirant  with  the  pitaenee  of  injcnegai:.a  aL 
the  very  air  —  waa  the  noticeahl«  lack,  «liiux;£ii  ea*- 
tomere  were  plenty,  of  hoiaee,  cows,  abcep,  bcsux,  onii 
gnin,  which  were  nsnallj  tm  hand  in  aboiwiAafe. 

Whether  they  bad  come  from  Bcttapr^^,  ]{;K«ri«, 
Breasniie,  Saint  Fulgent,  or  Hacbecool,  the  pcaaao::*, 
inatead  of  the  piodaea  which  they  jisaaLj  caivii  v.  lur- 
ket,  seemed  to  have  facooght  nothing  bfu  lui:  'ii-«wvyt 
sticks  wiUi  leather  bcMls;  and  from  the  wit  ^  w-.;^'ji. 
they  grasped  them,  it  Memed  ■■  if  they  haid  'ij^  'uLi-jij^LZ 
of  selling  them. 

The  aqnare  and  the  single  broad  stRCt  of  y[:t:ziiir\, 
which  serred  as  the  bir-groonda,  hod  a  T^ry  ir.u'-mn, 
aspect,  almost  """"""gi  hot  ""Ig*"",  \mj-xA  <s-[mc^ju 
and  in  TCiy  iU^ucoid  with  the  lecdrcd  scli.b.  ,£  nrn. 


A  few  biMtinen,  a  few  bawken  al  « 
a  few  tooth-extiacton  wetv  on  haai:  v^  iu^j  '-.ras^  \.vj\. 
their bozea,  pafEedawayst  ib^ccspa^-.ca^  '-^luu''?:  v.j^r 
cymbal^  and  tried  tfaeir  mart  txo-xstw^ti  •■ — -y.fmti  \Z, 
in  rain;  they  could  not  ^Knth  aw»y  a  Kz^tjit  wr.-.iJt 
from  the  Uioiigbtfal  faeea  si  tc/-.^  Vif,  ^iMMtti  -.u^-n 
without  deigning  to  Mop  sad  &Ma«  to  tusc  smv.  vr 
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houses  or  garden  wallsi  or  the  wooden  bars  which  enelomd 
the  square,  and  there  they  tetnained  motionlesB,    l«gs 
crossed,   heads  bent  slightly  beneath  their  broad  hats, 
and  hands  upon  their  sticks  like  so  many  statues. 

Others  formed  little  groups,  and  these  little  groape, 
whose  attitude  seemed  to  be  one  of  expectancy  were  no 
less  silent,  strangely  enough,  than  the  men  who  stood 
by  themselves. 

The  cdbarets  were  crowded;  cider,  eatird&^is,  tmd 
coffee  were  consumed  in  huge  quantities,  but  the  Yen* 
dean  peasant's  constitution  is  so  rugged  that  enormous 
quantities  of  liquor  haye  no  sensible  effect  upon  his  face 
or  behayior.  The  color  of  the  hard  drinkers  was  a  little 
higher,  and  their  eyes  a  little  brighter,  but  the  men 
themselves  were  perfectly  sober,  and  the  more  watchful 
because  they  were  suspicious  of  those  who  kept  the 
cabarets  and  of  the  persons  they  might  encounter  theie. 

The  fact  is  that  in  the  towns  scattered  along  the  prin- 
cipal roads  in  Bretagne  and  La  Vendue,  the  people  were, 
generally  speaking,  devoted  to  progressive  and  libend 
opinions;  but  this  tendency,  which  grew  less  marked  as 
one  turned  aside  from  the  great  highways,  disappeared 
entirely  when  one  was  fairly  in  the  more  sparsely  popu- 
lated regions. 

Thus,  all  the  citisens  of  the  great  centres  of  population, 
unless  they  had  given  unmistakable  proofs  of  devotion 
to  the  Broyalist  cause,  were  indiscriminately  classed  as 
''  patriots  "  in  the  mind  of  the  peasant ;  and  they  looked 
upon  the  patriots  as  their  deadly  foes,  to  whom  all  the 
disasters  of  the  great  war  were  attributable,  •»  wherefore 
they  hated  them  with  the  deep  and  deadly  hatred  which 
characterizes  all  civil  wars  and  religious  conflicts. 

When  they  visited  the  fair  at  Montaigu,  which  was  a 
centre  of  population,  occupied  at  that  moment  by  a  fly- 


eoanliT   f'-ar-i-T*   -«v3s-^   =n>   ta-   ^.-it    ^   r_-:^  A^T'-r'- 

why  Xhrv  TUFTim^.w     im— ui:  lyer  -»«E^?r^  e:_  tt-jc;— 

A  ainpt   out-   tr   lie  r'amrTr-Ti   '■-■•r-rr    ^  "^"  — :- — 


This 
npOD  U>e  iBJ^x^nraiC  is-di   C  tic   ttt*^  r  t;-  k-3;~_ 

other  Btew*,  \iin  on.  xi«  vuiisi  •£  Cc  ^  -•'"''  T-iii^i  tkib 
Ml  tbe  sodLiPt-s  firW  uf  iia  ii-^t- 

This  cabo'^  hai  ut  ^^iri- 

A  witiertd  Ieeiill  ir  1](iIt.  ftruii  eo*  "liH  Tf^il  et::- 
tontally,  and  •  itrv  tii^ea  »-u::l  -^-t*  ii  "w  b-^l  lurriari 
ttte  puMB  of  k  vTudiT  M   =nn^£  t^j.  dr^  ~"Mr  nr  mv 

of  the  esuUifahofoit. 

As  to  tbe  bitoaes,  litpr  ie:  i 

The  pn^rietoB'  *■*  ntmud  Ai.hTt  CTtn-to-Trafc.  Ai.rcE 
was  his  fmiOT  name :  Cinirt^J  d»  •  iiiucmf  ■wija.  he 
owed  to  tbe  emberam  IsnfT  rf  ii  frieuifc- 

It  was  befiowed  upon  Vtid  nadeT  liif  i:iIinrT!ir  cirrzm- 
BtM)C«a.  Tbe  part,  Low*tw  tm-Trj.i-.ji-i  TLicb  Ati^ei 
Courtc^ote  plaTi  in  this  nuiative,  ccncpels  tie  to  bt  i 
wotA  or  two  as  to  his  ■steeedentx. 

At  twenty  ;ean,  Anloii  was  so  fiail  and  wUj  and 
weak  that  the  cooscripdoD  trf  1812,  whidi  did  not  Rnti- 
mae  him  tcit  ekiselj,  rejected  him  as  mwortliT  of  tlM 
honora  with    which    his 
ordJ&arQj  loaded  his  eona 

But  in  1814  the  aame 
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older,  had  become  less  bashful ;  it  came  to  the  conclusion 
that^  all  things  considered,  the  object  which  they  had 
formerly  looked  upon  as  a  monstrosity  represented  a 
number  somewhere  between  one  and  zero,  and  might  be 
made,  on  paper  at  aU  events,  to  contribute  to  the  effect 
to  be  produced  upon  the  monarchs  of  united  Europe. 
Consequently  the  conscription  took  Aubin. 

But  Aubin,  who  had  taken  a  decided  dislike  to  mili- 
tary service  on  account  of  the  disdain  with  which  he  had 
been  passed  over  in  the  first  place,  determined  to  defy 
the  Gk)vemment;  and  in  pursuance  of  that  determination 
he  made  his  escape,  and  took  shelter  with  one  of  the 
bands  of  refractory  subjects  who  were  scattered  through 
the  province. 

As  men  became  harder  to  get,  Messieurs  the  agents  of 
the  Imperial  authority  became  more  pitiless  in  their  cru- 
sade against  the  fugitives. 

Aubin,  whom  Nature  had  not  endowed  with  great  self- 
conceit,  would  never  have  believed  himself  so  necessary 
to  the  Government,  if  he  had  not  seen  with  his  own  eyes 
the  trouble  which  the  Government  took  to  carry  its  search 
for  him  into  the  heart  of  the  forests  of  Bretagne,  and  the 
swamps  of  La  Vendue. 

The  gendarmes  pressed  the  fugitives  close. 

In  one  of  the  resulting  skirmishes,  Aubin  handled  his 
gun  with  a  tenacious  courage  which  proved  that  the  con- 
scription of  1814  was  well  advised  in  its  desire  to  number 
him  among  the  elect;  but  he  was  struck  with  a  bullet 
and  left  for  dead  where  he  fell. 

That  same  day,  a  citizeness  of  Ancenis  happened  to  be 
driving  on  the  road  which  follows  the  river  from  Ancenis 
to  Nantes. 

She  was  in  her  gig,  and  it  was  something  like  eight  or 
nine  o'clock  in  the  evening, —  that  is  to  say,  it  was  quite 
dark. 
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Seeing  the  corpse  in  the  road,  the  horse  stopped  short, 
shiyering  with  fear,  and  positively  declined  to  go  ahead. 

The  dame  struck  him  with  the  whip,  and  he  reared. 
As  she  continued  to  whip  him,  he  turned  around  in  his 
tracks,  and  undertook  to  return  to  Ancenis. 

The  bourgeoises  who  was  not  accustomed  to  such 
behayioT  on  the  part  of  her  animal,  got  do¥m  from  the 
gig,  and  the  whole  trouble  was  explained. 

Aubin's  body  lay  across  the  road. 

Adventures  of  this  sort  were  of  common  occurrence  at 
the  time,  and  the  good  woman  was  not  much  alarmed; 
she  tied  her  horse  to  a  tree  and  set  about  dragging 
Aubin's  body  into  the  ditch,  to  dear  the  road  for  her 
own  and  other  carriages  which  might  pass  that  way. 

But  when  she  touched  the  body  she  found  it  to  be  still 
warm. 

The  pain  caused  by  moving  him  aroused  Aubin  to  con- 
sciousness; he  sighed  and  moved  his  arms. 

The  result  was  that  instead  of  putting  him  in  the 
ditch,  the  bourgeoise  put  him  in  her  gig,  and  returned  to 
Ancenis  instead  of  going  on  to  Nantes. 

The  good  dame  was  a  Royalist,  and  very  devout;  the 
cause  in  which  Aubin  had  received  his  wound,  and  the 
scapulary  she  found  upon  his  breast,  aroused  her  profound 
interest. 

She  called  a  surgeon. 

Poor  Aubin  had  both  legs  broken  by  a  ball,  and  both 
had  to  be  amputated. 

His  rescuer  nursed  Aubin,  and  looked  after  his  welfare 
with  the  devotion  of  a  sister  of  charity ;  her  kind  offices 
attached  her  to  him  who  had  been  the  object  of  them, 
as  is  so  often  the  case,  and  when  Aubin  had  recovered, 
he  was  astonished  beyond  measure  when  the  good  woman 
offered  him  her  heart  and  hand. 
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posed,  a  gloomy,  dark  hole,  furnished  with  a  rough 
wooden  har,  and  a  few  henches  and  stools,  a  half  score 
of  peasants  at  most  were  sitting  ahout.  The  neatness, 
we  had  almost  said  the  elegance,  of  their  dress,  made  it 
easy  to  see  that  they  helonged  to  the  well-to-do  class  of 
tenant-farmers. 

This  first  room  was  separated  from  the  second  by  a 
wide  window,  covered  with  curtains  made  of  red  and 
white  cotton. 

The  second  room  served  at  once  as  kitchen,  dining- 
room,  bedroom,  and  office  for  the  proprietor,  and  was 
also  used  on  great  occasions  as  an  annex  to  the  public 
room ;  he  sometimes  received  his  particular  friends  there. 

The  furniture  indicated  the  fivefold  use  of  the  room« 

At  one  end  there  was  a  very  low  bed,  with  canopy 
and  curtains  of  green  serge;  it  evidently  was  intended 
for  the  proprietor. 

The  bed  was  flanked  by  two  enormous  casks,  whence 
cider  and  eau-de^ie  were  drawn,  as  ordered  by  the 
customers. 

At  the  right,  as  one  entered,  was  the  fireplace,  broad 
and  high  as  fireplaces  always  are  in  cottages;  in  the 
middle  of  the  room  was  an  oaken  table  surrounded  by 
a  double  bench ;  opposite  the  fireplace,  a  sideboard  laden 
with  plates  and  pewter-mugs. 

A  crucifix  surmounted  by  a  branch  of  consecrated 
box-wood,  a  few  wax  figures  of  saints,  and  some 
gaudy  pictures,  furnished  all  the  decoration  of  the 
apartment. 

On  Montaigu  fair  day  Aubin  Courte-Joie  opened 
what  might  be  called  his  "  holy  of  holies  "  to  numerous 
friends. 

Although  there  were  no  more  than  ten  or  twelve 
customers  in  the  public  room,    there  were  more  than 
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twentj  in  the  biek  ahop,    most  i}f  wbum.  wan  atcmg 
uoond  the  table,  diinJdng  and  ^'l-'^"g  i^at^rij. 

Thne  or  four  wbtb  engagtni  m.  umprrju;  gnac  ba^ 
which  Iftf  heaped  up  in  a  Ltimui:;  tnitiiui  roimii  bi^icaiG 
from  them,  conn  ting  Laem,  ^utd  ^uunitg  Uutm  in  buiiktrCSt 
which  thej  then  pnwpJ  over;  -wme  tu  iwggaia^  aai  «jai« 
to  women,  who  nude  their  appeamnca  at  s  duur  in  th« 
cunier  ne«i  the  caska. 

This  door  opened  npoa  a  Ettle  court,  which  led  to 
the  Une  we  hare  menDijned. 

Anbin  Conrte-Joie  wu  jicaag  ta  a  sort  of  wooden 
easj-chair  near  the  firepkce;  at  his  side  was  a  nun 
in  a  goat-skin  coat,  with  a  black  linen  cap,  in  whom  we 
meet  once  more  onr  old  actjoain lance  Jeaa  Oullier,  with 
his  d<^  lying  between  hia  feet. 

Behind  them,  Conite-Joie'a  niece,  a  pretty  young 
peaaant'giH,  whom  he  employed  to  wait  upon  liii 
nutomera,  was  stinjng  the  fire,  and  keeping  her  eye 
on  a  doien  Ivown  glasses,  in  which  the  decoction  callod 
l^  the  peasautfi  "  toasted  cider  "  was  gently  simmemg  W 
the  heat  of  the  fire, 

Anbin  Courte-Joie  was  talking  Tery  earnestly,  tLyugb 
in  an  nndertone,  to  Jean  Oullier,  when  a  low  wLwUe 
in  imitation  of  the  partridge's  ciy  of  aknu  was  It^id  in 
the  public  room. 

"Who 'scorning I"  cried  Courf^KToie,  leanLiig  ovw  U> 
look  through  a  little  hole  he  had  made  in  tU  curu. 
"  The  man  from  La  Logerie.     Attemiuu :  " 

Before  the  warning  word  reacLud  tl,v  nt 
whom  it  wasaddreoaed,  eTerytliiuj  wat  a.  ^, 
J(»e's  apartment. 

Tb»  little  iooit  had  acrftly  clwed,  tmd  U, 
tlie  women  had  disappeamd. 


'  HasM.* 
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the  bags  and  piled  them  up,  and  were  sitting  in 
attitudes,  smoking  their  pipes. 

Those  who  were  drinking  had  become  as  silent  as  the 
grave,  and  three  or  four  had  gone  to  sleep  on  the  table 
as  if  by  enchantment. 

Jean  Oullier  turned  toward  the  fireplace  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  hide  his  features  from  the  first  glance  of 
those  who  should  enter  the  room. 


TEI  TIA3  nan  LA.  LOGKHIX. 


CHAPTEB  XVIU- 

THZ  KAS  rXOX   LA   LOeZKIB. 

Corsnv  —  for  it  was  he  wliom  Coortft^ow  designftted  as 
"  the  man  fram  La  Logerie  *  —  had,  in  fact,  entered  the 
outer  nxm  of  tb«  eabant. 

SftTe  the  k>w  cry,  ao  well  counterfeited  that  any  one 
woald  hare  taken  it  to  be  the  07  of  a  tame  partridge, 
which  had  aeired  to  give  warning  of  his  arrival,  his 
preaenee  seemed  to  create  no  wDsatioD  whatever  in  the 
public  roomj  the  drinken  continued  to  talk,  but  their 
coDTenation  lost  its  former  serious  tone,  and  became 
▼ery  lively  and  noisy. 

The  farmer  looked  about,  and  apparently  failed  to 
find  the  fsee  he  was  looking  for ;  thereupon  he  boldly 
opened  the  door  leadii^  to  the  second  room,  and  showed 
his  marten's  face  in  the  doorway. 

Here  again,  no  one  seemed  to  pay  any  attention  to 
bim,  except  that  Mariette,  Aubin  Conrte-Joie's  niece 
whoee  place  it  was  to  attend  to  customers,  desisted  for 
a  moment  from  her  solicitous  oversight  of  the  glarises 
of  Oder,  stood  up,  and  asked  Gourtin,  as  she  would 
have  asked  any  one  (A  the  habitu^  of  her  uncle's 
establishment,  — 

"  What  will  you  have,  Monsieur  Gourtin  t  " 

"  A  cup  of  coffee, "  replied  Gourtin,  scanning  one  after 
another  the  features  of  all  those  who  occupied  the 
benches,  and  gazing  into  eveiy  comer  of  the  room. 

"Very  well;  take  a  seat,"  said  Uariette;  "I  ^jii 
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"  Oh,  it  'a  not  worth  while, "  replied  Courtin,  good- 
humoredlj ;  **  just  hand  me  the  cup  right  here,  and  I  'U 
drink  it  at  the  fire  with  my  friends." 

Ko  one  seemed  to  take  ofifence  at  Courtin's  description 
of  himself,  —  or  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  say,  at  the 
term  which  he  applied  to  those  who  were  present;  but 
no  one  moved  to  make  room  for  him. 

Gourtin  therefore  was  compelled  to  try  another  mode 
of  attack. 

**  Are  you  very  well,  gars  Aubin  ?  "  he  asked,  turning 
to  the  inn-keeper. 

"  As  you  see, "  was  his  reply,  without  even  turning  hia 
head. 

It  was  easy  for  Courtin  to  perceive  that  he  was  not 
welcomed  by  the  assemblage  with  extraordinary  cordi* 
ality;  but  he  was  not  the  man  to  be  discouraged  so 
early  in  the  game. 

"Come,  Mariette,"  said  he,  ''give  me  a  stool  so  that 
I  can  sit  down  by  your  uncle." 

"There  are  none.  Master  Courtin,"  the  girl  replied; 
"  your  eyes,  thank  God,  are  strong  enough  to  see  that." 

"  Oh,  well  I  your  uncle  will  give  me  his,"  said  Gourtin, 
with  impudent  familiarity,  although  in  reality  he  was 
little  encouraged  by  the  attitude  of  the  inn-keeper  and 
his  guests. 

"If  I  absolutely  must,"  growled  Aubin  Gourte-Joie, 
"I  will  give  it  to  you;  for  I  am  the  master  of  the 
house,  and  it  shall  not  be  said  that  at  the  Holly 
Branch  any  man  was  refused  a  seat  who  wanted  to 
sit  down. " 

"  Then  give  me  your  seat,  as  you  say,  my  glib  talker; 
for  I  see  the  man  I  'm  looking  for  here." 

"  Whom  are  you  looking  for,  pray  f  "  queried  Aubin, 
rising;  on  the  instant  twenty  stools  were  offered  him. 
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*I  am  looking  for  Jean  Oullier,  my  friend,"  said 
Comtiii,  *  and  it 's  my  opinion  that  that 's  the  man 
there." 

Aa  be  hefttd  hia  name  pronotmced,  Jean  also  rose, 
and  demanded  in  a  tone  that  iras  almost  a  threat, — 

'  Well,  what  do  you  want  with  me  f  " 

■  Well,  well,  you  need  n't  eat  me  up  for  that  1  " 
ntorted  the  mayor  of  La  Logerie.  "What  I  have  to 
Bay    to    yoa   is  of   more    consequence   to  you  than   to 


r  ConitJn,"  lejoined  Jean,  in  a  solemn  TOice, 
*ve  are  not  friends,  although  you  just  said  that  we 
were;  iDdeed,  taking  ererything  into  account,  yoa  must 
know  it  altogether  too  well  to  have  come  among  ua  for 
any  good  purpose." 

"Oh,  no!  tliat's  where  yoa 're  mistaken,  fanOiiIli'-r.'' 

'Uaeter  Coortin,"  ocmtinued   Jean   Oullir;r,  wit).'.^t 

heeding  the  warning  signs  Aubin  Conrte-Joie  was  n-^ii:. 

ing  him,  "since  our  acquaintance  began  yin  La*«  },rv.it 

a  'Blue,'  sod  you  have  bought  bad  g-'xidt." 

"  Bad  goodat  "  inleipoaed  the  tanaur,  wiii.  t^  ^rt'-^ 
amOe. 

"Oh,  I  know  what  I  'm  taJkinp  aV.-^  tii-i  •■,  ii:  -•■■i, 
perfectly  welL  I  mean  goods  f/is,;:-r  f;-ra.  t  -m',  ■--.■..>. 
You  h»Te  been  in  aUianoe  *ilij  tot  J?**''.;  Vr'  •>  -••'. 
large  tcnrni;  you  haxe  peraecr^i  Tjt  ;,»■??  i-  (  :•  ..^ 
riUagea  and  hsmlete,  who  Lut*  j.^-*.-- v'.  ■•>•■■■•  i.  'i 
God  and  the  king.  Tell  mt,  ij-"_,  -»■;;-.  ■.■,.-,  .^-,,  .^. 
in  common  between  you,  wjjv  Ltit  'jjijt  :im-.,  tii',  »,,, 
who  bare  done  just  the  o;iji'j«r>  ■:  " 

"So,"  rejoined  CourtiL ;  *■  uv,  part  Ov ',.»t'  J  ...■. 
not  niled  in  yont  WTtiert,  i:  u  t-ut ;  uvi  t.  ■.■■„■,■,,■■  } 
belong  to  a  different  jrarrv  irjo.  ;'i'-".*il,  J  t«r  Um'.  iir..;-!^ 
faon  osght  not  tb  wMut    out   uii'j.iitar   ^-^     ty^  J    i..,.!- 


198  THE  SHE-WOLVES  OF  MACHECOUL. 

been  looking  for  you,  and  have  come  to  do  you  a  servioe, 
I  swear." 

"I  want  none  of  your  services,  Master  Courtin, " 
retorted  Jean. 

"  Why  not? "  asked  the  farmer. 

"  Because  I  am  sure  that  there 's  some  treachery  hidden 
under  them." 

"  So  you  refuse  to  listen  to  me  1 " 

"  I  do, "  replied  the  huntsman,  roughly. 

''You  are  wrong,"  said  the  inn-keeper  under  his 
breath ;  his  companion's  frank  and  straightforward  seyer- 
ity  seemed  to  him  bad  policy. 

"  Very  well,  then, "  said  Courtin,  slowly,  "  if  anything 
happens  to  the  inmates  of  the  Ch§,teau  de  Souday,  blame 
nobody  but  yourself,  gars  OuUier." 

There  was  evidently  a  deep  meaning  in  Courtin's  way 
of  pronouncing  the  word  *'  inmates ; "  that  word  certainly 
included  the  guests,  Jean  Oullier  did  not  fail  to  gfa^ 
his  meaning,  and  in  spite  of  his  tremendous  will-power, 
he  changed  color. 

He  regretted  that  he  had  been  so  hasty,  but  it  was 
dangerous  to  retreat  from  the  position  he  had  taken. 

If  Courtin  had  his  suspicions,  such  a  retreat  would  only 
confirm  them. 

Therefore  Oullier  bent  his  energies  to  mastering  his 
emotion,  and  sat  down  again,  turning  his  back  upon 
Courtin  with  the  utmost  indi£ference.  His  manner  was 
80  unconcerned  that  Courtin,  shrewd  as  he  was,  allowed 
himself  to  be  taken  in  by  it. 

He  did  not  leave  the  room  with  the  precipitate  haste 
which  would  have  been  the  consistent  sequel  of  this 
rejoinder,  but  fumbled  a  long  while  in  his  leather  pune, 
trying  to  find  the  small  change  to  pay  for  his  coffee. 

Aubin  Courte-Joie  understood  his  motive  in  delaying, 
and  seized  the  opportunity  to  put  in  a  word. 


Tltr    lAK   TDK  '-i~  13GIKIBL 


LoEH^L.  '  B  n  ane.  X  ■.'jama,  a  aji  'Db  .1  a.  Pit 
1»  bwinE  iMiL  MQiisE  la  -lUier.  Utr  .a»  nikb  or  IL 
{.onHili..  -iiMC  1  "tie  Ti^rst  :*pn»ca  "w  an  imiz  i^ainef 
i-mi  Jla!  -D-iav  "he  i;d  rcaiwia  ire-  ixiii:-,',  o-jEi" 
tiian-  BR-  an  aiuiB  Blnea  jr  ■  ."aonaia;  "O-^v  vn  im  ui 
L  -max  ii>*9  i"  railiir  t.'IuC  ?ii(.c 
iad.  i  ]£.  '.'ninui  o^  ar  lit  »>>. 
pxiQ  -uiiuig.  u  ■ail  7nn»  whv,  ai  rio.'  t  nuut.  uiu  *!  v.Ui 

«^  jHMRit  ^1B  wttnll  «W  c:aiiC  DC  li'  W  W  kni^kX  Vi( 

liiPDriu  jc^iar  >;■  i>5:c!i  ijf  iiatoETW- 

bare  Tim»if  bi  ^  villi  vlul  I  vuil  lo  mx  ui  l.im." 

'Iboc,  700  *ee,*  aid  C-onTl«-.I.itr,  *  il.rro  U  u.t 
teMon  vlij  joa  ahoold  n't  <am«  to  ta  mi.li-t^idii.luitj 
-whh  IL  le  HaJie.  Come,  coida,  inftk«  nvnu  f.ir  Imu 
■t  joor  (ide,  utd  you  cui  Ulk  at  your  msv." 

AH  Uiis  did  not  penoade  Jean  Oultii-t  l<>  a-l<<|it  a  m..vo 
ecmciliatoij  tone  with  Courtiu,  or  evm  to  luiik  I-jwuiJ 
him.     Bnt  ha  did  not  hm  —  which  wiut  tu  \ie  Ua\c.l 
whcD  he  felt  that  the  fanoer  waa  t*kiug  hu  [ikuuj  tiu>i44 
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•*  Gars  OuUier,**  said  Gourtin,  byway  of  preface,  "  it 's 
luy  opinion  that  the  best  interviews  are  those  which  are 
wtUl-watored,  'Wine  makes  honeyed  words,'  our  cur^ 
usod  to  »iy,— not  at  the  altar,  but  that  did  not  prerent 
)ua  remark  from  being  the  truth.  If  we  should  drink  a 
WtUts  it  might  make  my  words  take  root." 

"  As  you  please, "  replied  Jean,  who,  while  feelii^ 
t))e  utmiv$t  repugnance  to  drink  with  Courtin,  l^^ikrd 
U|HHi  that  as  one  of  the  sacrifices  necessanr  to  be  m^it 
ixvt  the  cau^  to  which  he  had  devoted  himselL 

*  Have  you  wine  ?  **  Cour:in  inquired  of  Maiietse. 
•Oh,   the   idea!*   she   replied.      *  Hav*  we   wiz*' 

That**  a  prvUy  question!* 

*  li\v\i  wine,  I  m<Nai, — Willed  wiae..* 

*  We  haw  K-uled  wire,*  said  >Iarier;e.  wiii  a  zr-ziL 
K\»  \>f  the  b«hl :  *  rul  ii  *5  w.rii:  f :«v  ar^aj  zht  \^,i=^*. ' 

*  lUh!  •  exx^liirsei  Ar:::::.  wb.-^  Lid  ^kk^x  lit  :-i  -. 
\>i',  ^he  v>5>.^r  *:^;e  x-i  ibe  £rirlA»  i:L  ztIhc  v  am*  J 
|vc!5N:VZf,  OCX  l>.^  '•^^^  ic^»*   pars  cf  C»iz^ii't  irr.:- 

a  TTJLX  ci  x.'^i:r>.  I:::l*  jcf.j;!'!  3.»rrr  icm*  w-J_  3i*'-r 

"^ -,-,_  ^         "^  ^        i  ^  ^ 

>:'    >•.":  ^•:**i  *\ir  ^  til-.. 

*  "*  *:»'   *  'C  ■•  M  """?*  T'si  ."T  "!v^r    c  ~»iuMe  re  we  rs 


Conrtin  took  li*  Vrilrt  X.:r— -^  nr-  n-i,  :  -:l.  =:^- 
fully  bnuhed  the  aevk  ▼-.—  ;_j^  =-— -^^  t  -^^^  .  !■» 
drops  of  wine  inlo  Li*  z.j^,  i_— ;.  --.!=:      — .-■  -  ^   z^^a 

his  own,  and  alowlr  r.z':n-i  i  fwu ■«■  z-  ~^ 

■  They  we  not  ta  i«  :_--ri  '  ic  «^  _  j^l^l::^  :l^ 
tougae  against  the  Knf  ri  iii  Bit^::-  "  »■_  .m^  i=:i 
wine  as  that  every  day. " 

*  Especially  if  they  diizk  ii  *-.:^  ■  z.-^tr  c-;  ^r^  -  ■.:1 
eanscience,"  said  Jean  OiZitr:  'iziii:  :*  w-ii;  t.ac-i* 
wine  good,  in  my  jndgmeat." 

"  Jean  Oullier,"  rejoined  Co^nii.  w-l:l.-ii  si=»3i- 
ing  upon  his  interlocntor's  pLiI.-w:;ii5»l  redecnjo,  and 
leaning  over  the  hearth,  so  aa  u  be  h-eard  only  by  him 
whom  he  addressed,  "yon  bear  milice  against  m«,  and 
you  are  wrong ;  upon  my  word  of  honor,  it  ia  myself 
who  tell  yon  so." 

'Prove  it,  and  I  will  believe  yon.  That's  the 
confidence  I  have  in  you." 

"I  wish  yon  no  ill.  I  wish  myself  well,  ■•  wa* 
jnat  said  by  AubinCourte-Joie, — who 's  a  man  of  m^M, 
—  and  that 'sail  there  is  to  it;  that's  notaj;^*^t  mnM, 
it  seems  to  me.  I  look  after  my  little  Attain  mt-hftt 
meddling  much  with  those  of  oth«r  peoplf.;  bi>^^>iKR,  [ 
say  to  myself,  *  Hy  goodman,  if  wben  Easter  vmKu.  im- 
Christmas,  yon  haven't  got  yotir  mooey  reaily  ^n  ;\'ir 
little  pnrse,  the  king,  whether  he  'a  called  M^nri  V.  ^r 
Louis  Philippe,  won't  an  abaat  anything  i^>it  yonr 
tax,  and  yoa  will  eheivq  a  papee  bearing  Uin  ima^.  — 
which  will  be  *  ^RaC  Euuinr  bi  yon,  bnt  will  vtH    -wt 
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"  Keep  your  pity  for  others,  Master  Coortin,''  returned 
Jean  Oullier,  scornfully.  "  I  have  no  use  for  it,  I 
promise  you,  any  more  than  I  have  for  your  confidences. " 

"  When  I  say  '  I  pity  you,*  gars  Oullier,  I  mean  to 
speak  of  your  master  as  well  as  yourself,  —  M.  le  Mar- 
quis, whom  I  venerate.  He  was  all  cut  to  pieces  in  the 
great  war,  and  what  did  he  gain  hy  itf  " 

"  Master  Courtin,  you  said  that  you  were  not  going  to 
talk  politics  with  me.  You  are  already  breaking  your 
word,  are  you  not?" 

''Yes,  I  said  so,  I  know;  hut  it  isn't  my  fault  if 
politics  is  so  tangled  up  with  all  our  affairs  in  this 
accursed  country  that  you  can't  keep  them  apart !  I  was 
saying,  my  gars  Oullier,  that  M  le  Marquis  is  a  man 
whom  I  revere,  and  that  it  grieves  me,  grieves  me, 
deeply,  to  see  him,  who  formerly  was  the  foremost  man 
in  the  province,  overshadowed  by  a  gang  ot parvenus.** 

"  If  he  is  content  with  his  lot,  what  business  is  it  of 
yours  1 "  said  Jean.  "  You  never  heard  him  complain, 
did  you  Y  And  he  has  never  tried  to  borrow  money  of 
you.** 

"  What  would  you  say  to  a  man  who  should  suggert 
to  you  a  means  of  restoring  to  the  Ch&teau  de  Souday 
all  the  glory  and  wealth  which  have  flown  away  from 
it?  Come,  now,"  said  Courtin,  ignoring  the  brutal 
frankness  of  his  interlocutor,  ''  do  you  think  that  such 
a  man  would  be  your  enemy  ?  And  does  n't  it  seem  to 
you  that  M.  le  Marquis  would  owe  him  a  debt  of  grati- 
tude?    Come,  answer  squarely,  as  I  speak  to  you." 

"Most  assuredly,  if  the  man  of  whom  you  speak 
proposed  to  do  all  this  by  honorable  means;  but  I 
doubt  it." 

'*  Honorable  means  I  Would  any  one  dare  to  suggest 
any  other  to  you,  Jean  Oullier?     Look  you,  gars^  I 
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''  I  say  that  I  fail  to  understand  you,  Master  Courtin." 

"  Droll  dog!  Ah,  what  a  fine  parti  our  young  man 
would  be!  Do  you  know  that,  besides  La  Logerie,  he 
owns  La  Coudraie,  the  mills  of  La  Ferronnerie,  and  the 
wood  of  Gervaise;  and  that  all  that,  good  years  and 
bad  years,  yields  fully  eight  thousand  pistoles  t  Do 
you  know  that  the  old  baronne  has  as  much  more  to  go 
to  himf  —  after  her  death,  of  course." 

"  What  has  young  Michel  in  common  with  M.  le 
Marquis  de  Soudayt"  said  OuUier;  "and  in  what  way 
is  my  master  interested  in  your  master's  fortune  ?  " 

'*  Come,  now,  play  fair,  my  gars  OuUier.  Fardteuf 
you  can't  have  failed  to  see  that  our  Monsieur  is  in  love 
with  one  of  your  young  ladies,  — and  dead  in  love,  too ! 
Which  one,  I  've  no  idea;  but  just  let  M.  le  Marquis 
say  one  word,  let  him  give  me  a  bit  of  writing  concern- 
ing the  farm.  Once  married,  the  girl  —  they  are  clever 
as  flies  —  will  rule  her  husband,  and  will  get  whatever 
she  wants  out  of  him.  He  will  never  think  of  refusing 
her  a  few  paltry  arpents,  especially  when  it  is  proposed 
to  give  them  to  a  man  to  whom  he  also  will  be  over- 
flowing with  gratitude.  Thus  I  do  my  own  business  and 
yours  too.  There  is  only  one  stumbling-block,  do  you 
see,  and  that 's  the  mother.  But  I  will  take  it  upon 
myself  to  remove  that  obstacle,"  added  Courtin,  leaning 
toward  Jean  Oullier. 

That  individual  made  no  reply,  but  gazed  steadfastly 
at  the  farmer. 

*  Yes,"  continued  the  mayor  of  La  Logerie.  "  When 
we  are  all  agreed,  Madame  la  Baronne  will  have  noth- 
ing to  say  in  opposition.  Tou  see,  my  Oullier,"  he 
added,  slapping  Jean  a  friendly  blow  upon  the  leg, 
''I  know  a  thing  or  two  about  M.  Michel." 

"What  use  have  you  for  us,  then!     What  is  there 
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thist  Aii  in  adii-r.on.  trn  ^imil  w  trri'iuU,  n^  otf-t 
Onllier.  Aad  Taairy  lauii-,  w'uif  T  un  *iniiit;i.n»  ,if 
jooT  friendship,  I  think  tlint  miii^  la  li  *im(>  iniuv.  * 

"  Tonr  friMnlahipI"*  axeiaimtHi  .h^aa  OnV.xxv,  w'u> 
had  great  difficulty  in  holding  back  tli«  wntli  whitll 
Conrtin'a  exttaordinAry  acfaema  umiiBed  in  liim. 

"  Yea,  my  friendship.  Shake  your  hnml  i(  yi-a 
pleaae;  it 's  as  I  aay.  I  lioUi  yiu  tliut  [  know  u  niitoh 
u  any  ons  aboat  M.  ^tichel's  life;  I  might  hav*  addinl 
that  I  know  more  than  any  one  almot  hi*  dench.  I  wm 
oma  of  the  beateni  of  the  cover  where  he  wu  ehnt,  and 
my  place  in  the  line  bmnght  me  juat  oppniiite  when 
he  waa  stationed.  I  waa  rery  young,  and  had  alrea<ly 
bnnetl  rh«  haitiC — which  God  preserve  to  mel  —  of 
cfaattaiiDg  miy  when  my  own  interest 
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do  you  reckon  aa  nought  the  services  which  your  party 
may  expect  from  me,  when  my  interest  leads  me  to  yoirr 
ranksf" 

''Master  Courtin/'  replied  Jean  OuUier,   frowning 
darkly,  "I  have  no  influence  over  M.  le  Marquis  de 
Souday's  actions.     But  if  I  had  any,  however  small  it 
might  he,  that  farm  would  never  come  into  the  family  ; 
and  if  it  should  happen  to,  it  never  would  he  used  to  pay 
for  treason  I " 

**  Fine  words !  fine  words !  "  said  Courtin. 

''No;  poor  as  Mesdemoiselles  de  Souday  may  be»  X 
would  never  give  one  of  them  to  the  young  man  yoa 
mention.  Bich  as  that  young  man  may  he,  and  even 
if  he  hore  a  different  name.  Mademoiselle  de  Souday 
should  never  purchase  an  alliance  with  him  or  anyhody 
else  hy  a  shameful  act. " 

"  You  call  that  shameful,  do  you?  As  for  me,  I  see 
in  it  only  a  very  neat  stroke  of  business. " 

"  Very  likely.  But  for  those  whose  servant  I  am,  to 
buy  an  alliance  with  M.  Michel,  hy  a  bargain  with  you, 
would  be  worse  than  shameful ;  it  would  be  infamous ! " 

"Jean  Oullier,  look  out!  I  want  to  continue  your 
good  friend  without  disturbing  myself  too  much  over 
your  lack  of  courtesy.  I  came  to  you  with  kind  inten- 
tions; look  out  that  they  are  not  changed  to  bad  ones 
when  I  leave  here. " 

"  I  care  as  little  for  your  threats  as  for  your  advances, 
Master  Courtin.  Consider  that  as  said;  but  if  I  must 
repeat  it,  I  will  do  so." 

"  Once  more,  Jean  Oullier,  listen  to  me,  I  want  to 
be  rich,  as  I  have  confessed  to  you.  That 's  the  bee  in 
my  bonnet,  as  yours  is  to  remain  faithful  as  a  dog  to 
people  who  bother  their  heads  less  about  you  than  you 
do  about  your  spaniel.      I  thought  that  I  might  be 
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He  bad  scarcely  crossed  the  threshold  when  Aubin 
Courte-Joie  stumped  up  to  Jean  Oullier  on  his  two 
wooden  legs. 

"You  made  a  fool  of  yourself,"  he  said,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"  What  should  I  have  done  t " 

**  Taken  him  to  Louis  Benaud  or  Oaspard;  they  would 
have  bought  him." 

"  What!  that  miserable  traitor! " 

**  My  Jean,  in  1815,  when  I  was  mayor,  I  was  once 

at  Nantes.    I  saw  there  a  man  named ,  who  was,  or 

had  been,  a  minister  of  State;  and  I  heard  him  say  two 
things  that  I  've  never  forgotten.  One  was,  that  traitors 
make  and  unmake  empires;  the  other,  that  treason  is 
the  only  thing  iu  this  world  which  is  not  measured  by 
the  size  of  the  man  who  commits  it. " 

"  What  do  you  advise  me  to  do  now  ? " 

"  Follow  him,  and  watch  him." 

Jean  Oullier  thought  a  moment;  then  he  too  rose, 
saying,  — 

"  Faith,  I  believe  you  're  right." 

And  he  went  out  with  an  anxious  countenance. 
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CHAPTER  XIX, 

HOKTAIGU  FAIS. 

Thb  efieryescence  in  tlie  west  of  France  did  not  take  the 
Grovemnient  by  surprise. 

Political  ties  held  too  lightly  for  an  insurrection  which 
coyexed  such  a  vast  extent  of  territory,  and  included  so 
many  conspirators,  to  remain  long  secret. 

£Ten  before  the  appearance  of  Madame  upon  the  coast 
of  ProYence,  information  of  the  projected  movement  had 
been  receiyed  at  Paris,  and  prompt  and  vigorous  meas- 
ures of  repression  had  been  determined  upon.      The 
moment  that  it  became  certain  that  the  princesse  was  on 
her  way  to  the  western  provinces,  steps  were  at  once 
taken  to  put  these  measures  into  execution,   and   to 
intrust  the  direction  of  affairs  to  reliable  and  skilful  men. 
The  departments  in  which  an  uprising  was  feared 
were  divided  into  military  arrondissements  which  corre- 
sponded with  the  sub-prefectures. 

Each  of  these  arrondissements,  commanded  by  a  chef 
de  bataillany  was  the  centre  of  several  secondary  canton- 
ments, commanded  by  captains,  under  whom  still  smaller 
detachments  commanded  by  lieutenants  or  sub-lieutenants 
served  as  outposts,  and  made  their  way  as  far  into  the 
less  thickly  settled  regions  as  facility  of  communication 
would  allow. 

Montaigu,  in  the  arrondissement  of  Clisson,  had  a 
garrison  consisting  of  a  company  of  the  Thirty-second 
regiment  of  the  Line. 
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The  day  when  the  events  we  have  described  were 
taking  place,  this  garrison  was  reinforced  by  two  brigades 
of  gendarmerie,  which  had  left  Nantes  that  same  mom- 
ing,  and  by  about  a  score  of  mounted  chasseurs. 

The  latter  body  acted  as  escort  to  a  general  officer 
from  the  garrison  of  Nantes,  who  was  making  a  tour  of 
inspection  of  the  various  detachments. 

This  general  officer  was  General  Dermoncourt. 

Having  concluded  his  inspection  of  the  garrison  of 
Montaigu,  Dermoncourt^  an  old  soldier,  intelligent  and 
energetic,  thought  that  it  would  not  be  a  bad  plan  to 
supplement  his  duty  by  an  inspection  of  those  whom  he 
called  his  old  friends,  the  Yendeans,  whom  he  had 
noticed  standing  around  upon  the  square  and  in  the 
street  of  Montaigu,  in  such  large  numbers. 

He  exchanged  his  uniform  for  civilian's  clothes,  and 
went  out  into  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  accompanied  by  a 
member  of  the  civil  service  who  happened  to  be  at 
Montaigu  at  the  time. 

Although  still  gloomy,  and  in  a  measure  ominous,  the 
demeanor  of  the  populace  was  outwardly  tranquiL 

The  crowd  opened  to  make  way  for  the  two  gentlemen, 
and  although  the  martial  set-up  of  the  general,  his  thick 
mustache,  still  black  for  all  his  sixty-five  years,  and  his 
scarred  face,  as  well  as  the  self-conscious  air  of  his  con^ 
panion,  betrayed  their  identity  to  the  keen  curiosity  of 
the  multitude  and  rendered  the  disguise  almost  useless, 
not  a  sign  of  hostile  feeling  disturbed  their  walk. 

"  Well,  well, "  said  the  general,  "  my  old  friends  the 
Yendeans  haven't  changed  much;  they're  as  uncom- 
municative as  they  were  when  I  left  them  thirty-eight 
years  ago." 

"  There  seems  to  me  to  be  a  dijQference,  from  which  I 
augur  well, "  said  the  dvil  servant  in  a  very  important 
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:  I  tiuiik  1  «au  NT  tiiat 
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■bin,  mad  ti  nothing  «iflt  in  tixt  world,  1  'd  Wh'  ir.-r 
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who  fractures  the  dram  of  your  ear  with  his  trumpet, 
a  quack  peddling  his  drugs,  a  little  goatherd  who  smiles 
at  you,  a  woman  nursing  her  hahy  at  the  door  of  her 
cahiui  or  a  perfectly  honest  and  perfectly  harmless  bosh. 
leaning  over  the  road;  and  you  pass  on  \msuspecting. 
But  peasant,  goatherd,  heggar,  musician,  quack,  woman^ 
peddler,  are  one  and  aU  enemies  I    Even  the  hush  is  one! 
Some,  crawling  along  in  the  underhrush,  follow  you  like 
your  shadow,  pursuing  their  occupation  of  unweazyiiig 
espionage,  and   at    the  slightest   suspicious  movement 
they  warn  those  whom  you  are  after,  long  hefore  you 
can  surprise  them.     Another  has  picked  up  in  a  ditch 
under  the  hedge,  or  under  the  grass  in  a  fallow  field,  a 
long  rusty  gun ;  and  if  you  are  worth  the  trouhle,  he  will 
follow  you,  like  the  first,  until  he  has  a  good  opportunity 
at  suitahle  range.     They  are  sparing  of  their  powder. 
The  hush  will  fire  a  shot  at  you;  and  if  you  are  lucky 
enough  to  he  missed  hy  the  hush,  when  you  go  and 
search  it,  you  find  a  hush  and  nothing  more, — branchei^ 
that  is  to  say,  and  thorns  and  leaves.     That's  how 
harmless  they  are  in  this  country,  my  dear  monsieur." 

''Don't  you  exaggerate  a  hit,  general f"  said  the 
official,  incredulously. 

**  Pardieul  we  can  try  it.  Monsieur  le  Sous-pr^fet. 
Here  we  are  in  the  midst  of  a  perfectly  peaceful  and 
quiet  crowd;  there  are  none  hut  friends  ahout  us, — 
Frenchmen,  fellow-citizens.  But  just  order  the  airesl 
of  one  of  these  fellows!'' 

*  What  would  happen  if  I  should  do  sot " 

*  It  would  happen  that  some  one  of  them  whom  we 
don't  know  —  perhaps  that  young  fellow  in  a  white 
frock,  or  perhaps  that  heggar  who  is  eating  so  heartily 
on  yonder  doorstep,  and  who  might  turn  out  to  he  Diot 
Jamhe-d' Argent,  Bras-de-Per,  or  some  other  leader  of  a 
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l<aiid  —  vjrHi  rise  icii  ^ts  i  -li— ii :  -irareriiioti  i 
docen  fK  5f>ai  jf  -xcae  ■u'aas  -rciiii  i»  Tiikim  -:n  um 
down  »o;i,!i  seal  iboii  .inr  ieiiia,  jaa  '.eiore  -37  "icon 
co-oiij  epme  a  jor  iid,  «c  ihuiuii  '*  -iivnieu  ..ke  '-rn 
ker::e  J  jf  »2eai  beceaiii  j  iaiL  Y.u  .mi  -  -wnv  -  j  « 
eonvi=ce-i :  r.->a  -TjiisD-.iy  tsni  -ji  tt  -ie  .^iDennient. ' 

*  Iaiie«ii.  I  beiier'?  rr-a,  ^netal.  ;"g.  .ajee-i  I   .0.  ■* 
eneii  the  jiib-ac»ie<:t  "^aatiir.     "  S.i  ..iu.    ■se^.  .2  >  n>i  - 

ti;ij,  jII  uwir  faces  ieem   iuvitij-  «niDre:  tiicy  ui  .jui 
to  13*  Hie  T»r:LaL'ie  rascaij. ' 

'Oil,  no;  thij  itB  ine  fellows,  tpf?  ins  '"V.  yt%[ 
OtiIt  one  aiast  ciow  how  -ji  -ate  -htm:  imi.  -jnar- 
fcuMiv,  ill  tiiose  Tho  HO  ^eni  ro  ■hem.  'laTo  n.  ■  -md- 
c:*at  tart,"  aid  :he  ^ne»l,  wi-.h  i  -iv-ini^aiu:  .m;:-, 

ft  oiiid  von  .ike  ;o  hvai  1  sDeciraeii  n  "neir  •ctt-^Har 
timl  Tm  »ra,  or  hare  heen,  .>r  iiuxht  'o  e.  t  .jt-t- 
bat  I  will  TTc^r  that  rou  never  3iet  unoiw  -mr  -s-— 
feasisnal  br^ihiBn  a  raadi  «  :ieTPt  »t  -ar .- ■  —r  -w.-.l.-^-^ 
aaj-ing  mr-iuac,  la  these  feilowa  we.  H_i^>.  jars  * 
ecDtiEMd  oie  general,  iccoating  i  -jeaaaax  >i  ■.t.;r^-a-T» 
or  forty  Teara,  who  waa  walking  imTHL'i  iea,  ■jia!n--7 
eiaminiag  a  iake  he  haii  m  his  oaoiL  "*  "■.'■>,  /-trt ' 
fcll  me  where  they  sell  sack  nico  .ates  w  the  jc-i  j'.-a 
hire  tbcK.  It  makes  my  manth  water  ;'Lt>c  a^  ;A<k 
•i  iL" 

■Th«T  ■!«   not   for  mix,  mooaieiic;    tiwj  "i*   gi^'eo 
»wi»." 

'Fate!  bat  that  canTiniw  me  that  1  wo>i\4   liVa 

■U'«  TMT  -tMnge,"  Mid  t^  pMowt;    "  "'•  ""/ 
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penon  we  fall  in  with  not  only  repliee  to  oar  qu88ti4 
but  anticipates  those  we  might  ask.     Show  me   jmir 
cake,  pny,  mj  good  fellow.'' 

The  general  looked  closely  at  the  oliject  the  peaan&t 
handed  him. 

It  was  a  simple  cake  of  flour  and  milk;  but  before  it 
was  cooked,  a  cross  and  four  parallel  bars  had  been  cat 
with  a  knife  upon  the  crust. 

"  The  devil !  such  a  gift  is  so  much  the  more  sooept- 
able  in  that  it  combines  the  useful  with  the  agreeable. 
This  pretty  little  design  must  be  a  rebus.  Tell  me,  uty 
man,  who  gave  it  to  you  t  ** 

"  Nobody  gave  it  to  me;  they  are  suspicioxis  of  ma.* 

"  Indeed !  are  you  a  patriot  ?  " 

'^  I  am  mayor  of  my  village,  and  I  am  for  the  Gk>Tem* 
ment.  I  saw  a  woman  handing  cakes  like  this  to  people 
from  Machecoul,  who  did  n't  ask  for  them,  and  offered 
her  nothing  in  exchange.  Then  I  asked  her  to  sell  me 
one,  and  she  didn't  dare  to  refuse.  I  took  two,  ate  one 
in  her  presence,  and  put  the  other,  this  one,  in  my 
pocket. " 

"Will  you  give  it  to  me,  my  good  fellow t  I  am 
making  a  collection  of  puzzles,  and  this  one  interests 
me. 

"  I  can  give  it  or  sell  it  to  you,  as  you  choose." 

"  Aha ! "  Dermoncourt  exclaimed,  regarding  his  in- 
terlocutor more  attentively  than  before.  "I  think  I 
understand ;  you  can  explain  these  hieroglyphics  t  ** 

**  Perhaps  so ;  and  I  can  surely  furnish  yon  with 
other  information  not  to  be  despised. " 

"  But  you  want  to  be  paid  for  it  I  " 

'^  To  be  sure,"  said  the  peasant,  boldly. 

"  So  that  ^s  the  way  you  serve  the  Gfovemment  which 
made  you  mayor  t " 


•Eom^tT'  Tail 
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Let  Tu  ti7  to  explain  the  naoceiiTTea  he  had  execnted 
ainca  moniing. 

After  his  interview  with  his  joong  tnaater,  he  hxid 
reflected  long  and  carefully. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  denunciation,  pun  and  aimple, 
would  not  be  moat  profitable  to  him  from  a  selfish  stand- 
point; for  it  might  be  that  the  Government  would  fall 
to  reward  such  an  act  by  one  of  its  anbordinate  agenta. 
In  that  case  he  would  have  taken  a  groat  risk  without 
profit;  for  his  act  would  draw  npon  his  head  the  hatred 
of  the  Boyaliste,  who  were  veiy  numerous  in  the  canton. 

Then  he  had  concocted  the  little  scheme  which  we 
have  heard  him  outline  to  Jean  Oullier. 

He  hoped,  while  helping  on  the  love  afiair  of  the 
young  baron,  and  receiving  raasonable  compensation,  to 
get  into  the  good  graces  of  the  Marquis  de  Sooday,  — 
whose  whole  ambition  would,  he  suppoeed,  be  fulfilled 
by  Bucb  an  alliance,  — and  by  ttiat  meaua  to  succeed  in 
selling  at  a  high  figure  his  own  silence,  which  would 
insure  the  safety  of  a  head  which,  if  he  was  not  mis- 
taken, was  very  precions  to  the  Koyalist  party. 

We  have  seen  how  Jeaa  Qullier  received  Coortin't 
advances.  Theieapon  the  Utter,  disappointed  in  what 
seemed  to  him  a  most  promising  piece  of  work,  decided 
to  be  content  with  a  less  brilliant  stroke,  and  to  sell 
his  wares  to  the  Government. 


Kaxv  3a  i-or  iiiix  ■  in-  mn»9ece-    Berma  ."■.■ttrraa.  wi£ 
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a&otber   UtUa    poniutitt,    who 
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"  I  mean  to  say,  that  in  my  opinion  there  is  no  doubt 
that  the  woman  he  saw  is  the  one  we  have  been  told  to 
be  on  the  lookout  for^  —  the  princesse,  that  is. " 

''You  may  have  no  doubt  of  it;  but  I  have  veiy 
serious  doubts." 

"  Why  so,  general  1  ** 

''  Because  I  have  been  receiving  confidenceSi  too.* 

"  Voluntary  or  involuntary  t  * 

"  How  can  any  one  tell,  with  such  people  as  these  1  * 

"  But  what  did  they  tell  you ! " 

"Nothing." 

•Well,  but  — " 

"  Well,  when  you  left  me  I  kept  on  buying  oats.* 

•Yes,  and  then!" 

**  The  peasant  with  whom  I  was  bargaining  asked  for 
earnest  money,  which  was  no  more  tluin  fair.  I  asked 
him  for  a  receipt,  which  was  quite  as  fair  a  request  as 
his.  He  wanted  to  go  to  some  shop  or  other  to  write  it. 
'  Pshaw  I '  said  I,  '  hero  ^s  a  pencil,  and  you  must  have 
a  bit  of  paper  about  you;  my  hat  will  do  for  a  table.' 
He  tore  a  piece  off  a  letter,  and  gave  me  his  receipt 
Here  it  is;  read  it." 

The  sub^prefect  took  the  pftper,  and  read:  — 

"  Received  from  M.  Jean  Loois  Bobier  the  sum  of  fifty 

francs  on  account  of  payment  for  thirty  bags  of  oats  which  I 
agree  to  deliver  to  him  on  the  28th  inst 

F.  TXBBISM. 
14tli  May  1832. 

•Well,  I  can't  find  any  information  in  that,  upon 
my  word,"  remarked  the  sub-prefeot. 
•  Turn  the  paper  over,  please." 
^  Aha!  "  exclaimed  the  sub-prefeet. 
The  paper  which  he  held  in  his  hand  was  half  of 
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**  Oh,  the  devil  I  that  complicates  matters,  does  n't  it  t  * 

**  On  the  contrary,  it  simplifies  them.'' 

''Explain  yourself." 

"  Confidential  communications  which  come  without 
the  asking,  in  this  country  where  they  are  so  difficult 
to  ohtain  when  one  is  seeking  them,  are  traps  set  alto- 
gether too  hunglingly  for  such  an  old  fox  as  I  am  to 
get  caught  in  them.  The  Duchesse  de  Berry,  if  she 
comes  into  the  affair  at  all,  can't  be  at  Souday,  at 
Beaufays,  and  at  Puy  Laurens  all  at  once.  Come, 
how  does  it  strike  you,  my  dear  sub-prefect?" 

''2>ame/"  rejoined  the  perplexed  officer,  "I  think 
that  she  has  been,  or  may  be,  in  all  three  places,  one 
after  another;  and,  upon  my  word,  without  bothering 
about  the  place  where  she  was,  or  will  be,  I  should  go 
straight  to  La  Floceli^re,  —  that  is  to  say,  to  the  place 
where  your  idiot  says  she  is  to-day." 

"You  would  make  a  poor  blood-hound,  my  dear 
fellow,"  said  the  general.  "The  only  exact  informa- 
tion we  have  receiyed  is  from  the  villain  who  gave  us 
the  cake,  and  whom  you  brought  here  —  " 

"  And  the  others  1 " 

"  I  would  bet  my  general's  epaulets  against  a  sub- 
lieutenant's, that  the  others  have  been  sent  to  us  by 
some  crafty  fellow  who  saw  M.  le  Maire  talking  with 
us,  and  was  interested  in  putting  us  off  the  scent.  To 
the  hunt,  then,  my  dear  sub-prefect,  and  let  us  look  after 
Souday,  if  we  don't  want  to  draw  the  cover  blank." 

"Bravo!"  cried  the  sub-prefect.  "I  was  afraid  I 
had  put  my  foot  in  it,  but  what  you  say  reassures 
me." 

"  What  have  you  done  t " 

"  Why,  I  have  this  mayor's  name ;  it  is  Gourtin,  and 
he  is  mayor  of  a  little  village  called  La  Logerie." 
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*  Thousand  deyils  I "  cried  the  general,  brittging  his 
fist  down  80  heavily  upon  the  table  that  the  magistzmte 
leaped  out  of  his  chair.  '^  Thousand  devils ! "  he 
repeated;  "what  have  you  donef 

'Why,  I  should  say,  general,  that  if  he's  such  a 
dangerous  man  as  I  was  told  he  is,  there  was  only  one 
thing  to  do,  —  arrest  him. " 

"  Dangerous !  dangerous !  It  is  much  more  dangerous 
now  than  it  would  have  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago." 

"  But  suppose  he  'a  arrested  Y  " 

"Oh,  he  won't  be  so  quickly,  believe  me,  that  he 
won't  have  had  time  to  give  the  alarm.  The  princesse 
will  be  warned  before  we  are  a  league  away  from  here. 
We  shall  be  very  lucky,  too,  if  you  have  n't  set  this 
whole  scoundrelly  rabble  by  the  ears,  so  that  we  shall 
not  be  able  to  take  a  man  from  the  garrison." 

"  But  there  may  yet  be  time,"  said  the  sub-prefect, 
rushing  toward  the  door. 

"  Yes,  hurry !     Ah,  thousand  devils,  it  *s  too  late ! " 

In  fact,  a  dull  grumbling  was  heard  in  the  street  at 
that  moment,  and  grew  louder  from  second  to  second, 
until  it  had  attained  the  pitch  of  the  terrible  uproar 
made  by  unorganized  multitudes  on  the  eve  of  battle. 

The  general  opened  the  window. 

He  espied,  a  hundred  feet  from  the  inn,  a  detachment 
of  gendarmes,  with  Jean  Oullier  bound  in  their  midst. 

The  mob  was  all  about  them,  growling  and  threaten- 
ing; the  gendarmes  were  making  very  slow  and  difficult 
progress. 

However,  they  had  not  yet  used  their  weapons,  but 
there  was  not  a  moment  to  lose. 

''Well,  the  wine  is  drawn,  and  we  must  drink  it,** 
said  the  general,  removing  his  redingote  and  hastily 
donning  his  uniform. 


223 

'SoBoon!,  my  honey  raj  hone!"  he  called  to  hie 
secretary.  ^  Do  you,  Monflieur  le  Soos-pi^fet,  try  to  get 
the  National  Guard  together,  if  there  are  any;  hat  let 
XM>  gun  he  diachaiged  without  orders  from  me  I " 
A  captain,  sent  by  the  secretary,  entered  the  room. 
"Get  your  men  together  in  the  courtyard,  captain,* 
continued  the  general.  **  Let  my  twenty  chasseurs  take 
•addle,  two  days'  provisi<ms  and  twenty-five  cartridges 
to  each  man,  and  he  ready  to  more  the  moment  I  give 
the  signal." 

The  old  general,  in  whom  the  fire  of  hia  youthful 
days  seemed  to  he  rekindled,  went  down  into  the  court- 
yard and  ordered  the  pertercochere  leading  to  the  street 
to  be  opened. 

"  What !  "  cried  the  sub-pzefect,  "  do  you  propose  to 
show  yourself  alone  to  those  madmen  t  Yoa  must  not 
think  of  it.  geneml.'* 

"  On  the  contrary ,  I  think  of  nothing  else.  Mcrbleu  I 
Mustn't  I  get  my  men  out  of  the  scrape  t  Come,  room 
theie,  room ;  this  is  no  time  for  sentiment!  " 

As  soon  as  both  wings  of  the  gate  were  thrown  open, 
leaving  the  way  clear  for  him,  the  general,  urging  his 
horse  witb  two  vicious  digs  of  his  spurs,  found  himself 
ftt  the  first  bound  in  the  middle  of  the  street  and  the 
very  thickest  of  the  melSe* 

The  sudden  appearance  of  the  tall,  stem-faced  old 
soldier  in  his  brilliant  uniform,  trimmed  with  gold 
lace  and  covered  with  decorations,  as  well  as  the  won** 
derful  courage  exhibited  by  him,  had  an  electrical  effect 
upon  the  crowd. 

The  outcries  ceased  as  if  by  magic.  The  waving 
dubs  were  lowered;  the  peasants  who  were  nearest  the 
general  touched  their  hats  to  him.  The  dense  ranks 
opened,  and  the  hero  of  Bivoli  and  the  Pyramids  sue- 
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ceeded  in  advancing  twenty  feet  or  more  toward  his 
gendarmes. 

"  Well,  well,  what  'a  the  matter,  my  gars?*'  he  cried, 
in  such  penetrating  tones  that  it  was  heard  even  in  the 
alleys  and  by-ways. 

**  The  matter  is  that  they  have  arrested  Jean  Onllier," 
said  a  voice. 

"  And  Jean  OuUier  is  an  honest  man,"  said  another 
voice. 

''Criminals  are  the  ones  to  be  arrested,  not  honest 
folk,"  said  a  third. 

^  The  result  of  which  is  that  we  won't  allow  Jean 
Oallier  to  be  taken,"  chimed  in  a  fourth. 

"  Silence ! "  shouted  the  general,  so  imperatively 
that  no  further  remarks  were  volunteered. 

**  If  Jean  OuUier  is  a  worthy,  honest  man,"  he  con- 
tinued, "  which  I  do  not  doubt,  Jean  Oullier  will  be 
released.  If  he  is  one  of  those  who  seek  to  deceive  you, 
and  seduce  you  from  your  upright  and  loyal  sentiments, 
Jean  Oullier  will  be  punished.  Do  you  think  that  it 
would  be  unjust  to  punish  those  who  seek  to  involve 
the  country  again  in  the  fearful  calamities  of  which  the 
old  men  cannot  speak  to  the  children  without  weeping  t" 

"  Jean  Oullier  is  a  peaceable  man,  and  wishes  no  ill 
to  any  one,"  hazarded  a  voice. 

"  Pray,  what  do  you  lack  ? "  continued  the  genend, 
paying  no  heed  to  the  interruption.  "  Your  priests  an 
respected;  your  religion  is  ours.  Have  we  slain  the 
king,  as  in  1793;  or  done  away  with  Ood,  as  in  17^ t 
Have  we  any  designs  on  your  property?  No;  it  is 
under  the  protection  of  laws  made  for  all  alike.  Yoor 
commerce  has  never  been  so  flourishing." 

"  That 's  true,"  said  a  young  peasant. 

"Don't  listen,  then,  to  the  unpatriotic  Frenehmoi 
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Aubin  Courte-Joie  was  in  the  front  rank  of  the 
disaffected. 

This  seems  strange,  considering  his  infirmity,  with 
which  we  are  acquainted. 

But  Aubin  Courte-Joie  had  temporarily  substituted 
for  his  two  wretched  wooden  legs  two  solid  legs  of  flesh 
and  bone.  He  was  using  a  beggar  of  enormous  stature 
as  a  horse. 

He  was  seated  astraddle  the  shoulders  of  the  beggar, 
who,  by  means  of  the  straps  upon  the  inn-keeper's 
apocryphal  legs,  held  him  in  that  position  as  firmly  as 
the  general  was  seated  in  his  saddle. 

Thus  mounted,  Aubin  was  on  a  level  with  the  genend's 
epaulets,  and  assailed  him  with  frantic  cries  and  threat- 
ening gestures. 

The  general  stretched  out  his  hand,  seized  him  by  the 
coat-collar,  lifted  him  up  by  main  strength,  held  him 
over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  for  a  short  time,  and  then 
tossed  him  to  a  gendarme. 

**  Tie  up  this  clown, "  he  said,  '^  he  will  end  by  making 
me  ill." 

The  beggar,  freed  from  his  rider's  weight,  raiaed  his 
head,  and  the  general  recognized  the  idiot  with  whom  he 
had  talked  in  the  morning;  but  at  this  time  the  idiot's 
face  wore  an  expression  as  clever  as  anybody's. 

The  general's  feat  aroused  the  hilarity  of  the  mob^  but 
it  did  not  last  long. 

Aubin  Courte-Joie  found  himself  in  the  grasp  of  the 
gendarme,  at  whose  left  was  Jean  Oullier. 

He  quietly  took  his  knife  from  his  pockety  opened  it, 
and  plunged  it  up  to  the  hilt  in  the  gendarme's  breast, 
crying:  — 

"  Vive  Henri  V.  /    Save  yourself,  Oullier,  my  boy ! " 

At  the  same  moment  the  beggar,  who,  with  a  worthy 


^nrit   of  ■wiT.l.ti'/m 

foot,  and  threw  him  off  od  tu>  oi:>e'  s— 

The  genc^  uul  the  gendHiSH  iz..    ;:~   l  -  ^  ■  12= 
it  *■«  '"'•'(ni'  to  tliinfc  ther  mbi-    uz..    r,,,:        :    " 
^ateial  at  tjooe  qniig  to  hie  ieei.  ai.    T-^jit-      ^i.     l 
Mddle  with  BHrreliuiiB  agilitr  am.  » — '"- 

Aj  be  lemmed  hie  ae»t  he  BEnici:  i>-  !■■-'— '  >  -  t7?r 
■  Uaw  with  his  fist  npon  hie  fa«re  ma.  ^1^  i,  i^  -r-i.- 
out  ■  waaad  at  if  hie  skull  were  fncnst^ 

Neither  the  poidaiiiie  nor  the  heizx-  xr-x(._  k 
Utter  w^  f**mr"^.  bat  the  gmdsnne  -w:^-  imi^ 

Jon  CcIIifX.  for  his  put,  wiihoazi.  ju  m— <  -wrw 
tied  ^Tv  u«  Mcond  pendunte  a  nidii^  iii£i.  ttii.  jt 
riifi.-  'J.-  MT.-  mm?T  oTertnrew  hiio.  H,-'  ^mr  t-; — n^ 
mavm  u«  ~3orr  of  uit  6mi  aciidiar  ■ad  olhocru  xU'  ^ 
owwi 

Bn  ae  KBOk!  E  pre  wk  raiTwhare.  er^  apmi  whst 
was  pTTiat  *  Sf-jjnd  ""n 

H«  irm  a*  Bjnns  imc  hu  L:«k,  who  tame<l  •pi'-f.? 
ann^  anL  'nxpsc  intcthe  ndddk  <rf  the  howimz  i-.a 
Ihts  he  «bkc  Jetx  Cmliio,  as  be  bsd  imi*^  '.■■■\-'^ 
Jc9b,  sad  iaiL  him  aeriME  the  hone  n.  fr.^1  '^  ■  n 

l^BE  BUmes  b^sD  tc  fall  like  taii^  mW  -m  ;>  '«  ^ 
RRmK  their  oSetuive  potation. 

The    peudaLHiuu    stood    brn:  -.     |it^    vrn  ^-.'>.' 

gCBCOKl,  plat-jnp    him    io    tli<^  ceBIn     «'  j    •r>  ^      .  . 

—"•t^P  tlieir  bajtmetri  tii  lit'   luiu     it,i    -  •     ,.•- 
■Stack  titem  aun  t<>  biai;.  i>u:   u/ukiiu:    vh™.^'--  . 
*"*titiiir  them  witii  ptvirf:tii>- 

HbT  •dTSOOci  l"  WIL;i:j  lUf-j.  ■  ,rt.  .  *  ,      . 

At  Uiit-  |)om'>  liic  ui-ubiii':i  '  1  ^..,  ^.,._  ■     .j 


J 
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The  petusants  who  seemed  determined  not  to  laaTB 
Jean  Oullier  iifi  the  powet  of  his  enemies,  became  more 
and  mofd  boldly  aggressive. 

Already  some  bayonets  were  tinged  with  blood,  and 
yet  the  ardor  of  the  rebels  seemed  to  increase. 

Fortunately  the  general's  voice  could  easily  reach  the 
soldiers  where  they  were  stationed. 

"  Help,  grenadiers  of  the  Thirty-second  I "  he  crieA. 

On  the  instant,  the  inn-gates  flew  open,  the  sc^diers 
rushed  out  with  bayonets  fixed,  and  drove  back  the 
peasants;  and  the  general  and  his  escort  weiB  able  to 
enter  the  courtyard. 

There  he  found  t^e  sub-prefect  awaiting  him.* 

"  There  'a  your  man,"  he  said,  throwing  Jean  Oidlier 
at  him,  like  a  parcel;  "  he  has  cost  us  dear.  €k>d  grant 
that  he  be  worth  the  price  I  " 

At  this  moment  a  well-sustained  firing  was  heard  St 
the  farther  end  of  the  square. 

"What 's  thatt "  exclaimed  the  general,  priddng  up 
his  ears,  and  dilating  his  nostrils. 

"The  National  Guatd,  doubtless,"  replied  the  sab- 
prefect,  "whom  I  ordered  to  assemble^  and  who  aie 
now  driving  the  blackguards  bade,  according  to  my 
instructions. " 

"  Who  gave  the  order  to  fire  t  " 

"  I  did,  general ;  it  was  necessary  to  rescue  yon. " 

"Thousand  devils^  you  see  that  I  rescued  myself!* 
said  the  old  soldier. 

"  Monsieur, "  he  added,  shaking  his  head,  "  pray  re* 
member  this:  in  civil  war  every  drop  of  blood  uunecessa- 
rily  shed  is  worse  than  a  crime,  it 's  a  nustake.  ** 

An  orderly  galloped  into  the  courtyard. 

"  Gfoneral, "  said  he,  "  the  insurgents  are  fleeing  in  all 
directions.  The  chasseurs  have  come  up;  are  they  fo 
pursue  them  f " 


"  Hdp,  Grenadiers  of  the  Thirtv-secoud! " 

Drawn  and  etchetl  by  E.  Van  Mu\(kn, 
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^ai  tMEUTE.  £}9 

'  Lit  Bot  *  taan  stir!"  said  the  gCDonL  *  Lmt*  il  to 
Um  X(tua«l  GiunL  They  u«  their  friend^  aad  will 
uBiB  BiittQjB  f^"irng  thflxnsfilTos. " 

A  mamd  vollej  umonncad  thftt  the  pouwita  ukd 
SuicmI  Gnuds  were  in  th«  act  of  amngiiig  matteia. 

Tbete  vera  Uie  reports  which  Buod  Uichel  heard  at 
ULogeiie. 

'Ab!'  Mid  tiie  genanl,  "now  it  remains  for  ua 
BBplj  to  get  what  good  we  can  out  of  this  sad  affair. " 

*Wa  hare  only  one  chance,"  he  said,  pointing  to 
Jttt  OnUiei,  "  and  it  is  that  this  man  alone  wm  io  the 
Ko^  Has  he  communicated  with  any  one  since  you 
iiic>t»l  hin,  geBdarmeal " 

'So,  my  geoenl,  not  eren  by  signs,  for  his  hands 
va«  boond." 

'Hiieo't  yoa  noticed  him  nod  his  head,  or  say  a 
KB^  mtii    Yoa  know  with  theae  rascals  a  nod  is 

mmgh-,  one  word  tells  the  whole  stoiy." 
'So,  ^generaL" 
'  WeD,  tbo,  we  11  take  oar  chances.    Oire  your  men 

ii>^  "9pQi  captain ;    in  a  qnarter  of  an  boor  wn  will 

titrt  The  gendarmes  and  yati<»ial  fhiMd  will  Im 
ooq^  to  guard  the  town.  I  will  take  my  twmity 
<laaran  to  keep  &e  mad  dear." 

TIk  ptaeal  eotoed  the  inn  whils  Htm  sokiien  went 
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Jcu  Onllttf  patted  him  gentlf ,  and  stroked  him  with 
the  feather  oi  a  wild  ioA  which  he  had  picked  up  in  the 
caaitraid ;  taking  adruitagi)  of  &  momeat  when  his  two 
goaidians  weie  lookiiig  awaj,  he  slipped  the  feath«i 
between  the  animal's  teeth,  made  a  gesture  of  oommatu^ 
aad  roae  to  his  feet,  ^ing  in  a  low  ttme :  — 

'Hmuc,  Pataad:' 

The  dog  mored  qnietlj  awaj,  looking  at  his  master 
from  time  to  time,  nntO  he  reacbed  the  gmto,  whidi  be 
passed  throogh  without  attracting  notice  and  disappeared. 

"Good!"  said  Jean  Oalher,  "there  goes  somebodj 
who  will  amTB  beftsc  ve  do." 

Unfortnnatelj  the  gendannes  wen  not  alone  in  watch- 
ing the  priscmer. 
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CHAFFER  XXI 


JKAV  OCIXISK's 


At  this  da  J  then  are  bal  yvj  few  good  Isoad  raada 
in  aU  La  Yend^  and  the  law  that  there  are»  hare  all 
been  built  sinoe  1832; — thatk  toaajanoetheoQenneDea 
of  the  eventa  we  have  imdeitaken  to  deacrtbe.  Indeed 
the  abaence  of  great  aiteriea  of  eoninranieatian  vaa  the 
principal  aouoe  of  the  atrength  ol  the  iasoigentB  in  the 
great  war. 

Let  na  say  a  woid  or  two  of  thoae  whieh  did  exist  in 
183%  confining  onr  attention  exdnaiTely  to  thoae  on  the 
left  bank  of  the  Loire. 

They  were  two  in  nmnber. 

The  first  ran  from  Nantea  to  La  BocheUeby  Montaiga; 
the  second  from  Nantea  to  PaimboBuf  by  Le  P^lerin, 
following  the  winding*  of  the  river  almost  the  entire 
distance. 

Beside  these  main  highways  of  the  first  nmk,  there 
were  several  wretched  secondary  or  transverse  roads: 
from  Kantes  to  Beanpr&n  by  Yallet^  Nantea  to  Mor- 
tagncy  Chollet^  and  Breasoire  by  CliasoD,  Nantes  to 
SaUea-d'Olonne  by  L^  and  Nantes  to  Ghallans  by 
MachecouL 

To  reach  Maehecoul  from  Montaiga  by  following 
these  roads,  it  was  absolutely  necessaiy  to  make  a  con- 
sidereble  detour;  in  fact  they  would  have  to  go  to  L^^ 
there  take  the  road  from  Nantes  to  Sablead'Olomie, 
follow  it  to  its  intersection  with  the  Challans  road,  and 
tiience  to  MachecouL 
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The  g'Ote^  wm  too  veD  mwwxt  tinl  tbe  eacema  of 
bu  van-un  Qtnfaiiai  aiiau^^tgi  i:paD  Ute  ispiditj  with 
wLjcli  il  Wat  cVTMid  diO.  ic  Bchmit  K>  eo  long  a  journey 
•£  Uisl.  FoiUitmtnc  t^ieiB  rowic  vere  no  mon  farcw- 
able  to  t&iliUjT  c>pfeiiliaD£  ijms  ilie  ooBE^mlis. 

Bordered  wiui  dwp,  vide  irTi-Vm*,  villi  b'-ishea  and 
trees,  and  ehut  is  bj  It^iize-a^rviiiid  el;<j>es,  thej  offered 
moet  exoelient  oppomauaes  {or  ambiucade  througlkoiit 
their  vhole  length. 

The  ndranta^  to  be  puned  I7  nuking  ose  of  them 
in  DO  WSJ  oompenntcd  for  the  dnwfaMckj^  bo  the  geacial 
decided  to  take  the  cro»-|Mth  to  Hacheooul  by  VieiUe- 
Vigne,  which  cut  off  nadj  a  leagoe  and  a  hali. 

The  system  of  cantonmeote  adopted  by  him  had  had  tb« 
result  of  bmiliaiixiBg  the  scddien  with  the  conntrj,  and 
giTing  them  accnnriie  knowledge  of  all  the  obaenn  paths. 

As  far  as  the  river  Boulogne  the  captain  in  command 
of  the  deUchment  of  infantij  knenr  the  road  becaiue 
be  had  beea  OTcr  it  b;  daj;  when  they  reached  that 
point,  as  it  was  evident  that  Jean  Onlliei  would  refnea 
to  ahow  them  the  road,  thej  expected  to  find  a  gaide 
eent  by  Courtin,  who  did  not  dan  to  let  bis  connectioD 
with  tlie  expedition  appear  openly. 

When  he  made  up  hia  nund  to  take  the  eiom-road, 
the  general  took  abundant  preoantion  against  saipriM. 

Two  chasseurs,  pbtol  in  band,  rode  ahead,  to  keep 
the  way  clear  for  U)e  column,  which  waa  flanked  by  a 
iii'tva  men  on  each  side,  whose  dnt;  it  was  to  beat  the 
thickets  and  underbrush  by  which  tha  road  was  hemmed 
in  and  in  spots  encroaehed  npoo. 

Tlie  gener&l  rode  at  the  head  ot  his  little  band,  in 
the  centre  of  which  he  had  placed  Jean  Oollier. 


&xoimd    his    bod;f ,    mad 
«z>oiiim1  the  chnt  of  tk»  1 
not  «ac«pe  ava 

of   the  coida  ■ 

Twoo 
wen  apedailj  i 

It  w»s  •hortly  1 
left   HoDta^;    ibej  k^   fi**   i 
would   bring   1" 
eleven  o'clock,   if  tl:T  coui  ■■  rr  i 

That  Beemed  to  Ike  ^h^  s  w^ 
axecate  his  eoup-d^'maaL. 

Jf  Cooitin's 
T«Ta  wqU  foaaded,  the  itai^  <rf  tke  Tt— •**"-*   iijiiein 


prinoMM,  uiditwMpaMibk  Oat  tkcy  wvcl^  ■(«  kvre 
Wp»i»ted  when  he  leachoi  Ike  cojImb.  la  ikrt  ow 
Uiera  WM  DO  ie«MB  wkj  he  abovld  mat  take  ikcH  kB 
W  one  cuA  irf  the  neL 

After  hfttf-ui^MNir'a  hk*.  ^mb  tke;  wtme  Uf  » 
lengue  ftwn  Uontugg,  aad  m  Ike  liuie  in'iJ  nmm  warn 
[M wring  the  cros-road  of  Saiit  CofoUiB,  ike;  ht  la  oid 


At  th«  noise  made  hj  dw  tn^  Ae  loMd  ^  kaid 
and,  appeientlj  from  aukmtj,  hmb  aad  atoad  <■  Ike 
edge  of  the  road  to  vaick  tkcv  paa;    Iko^   a*    if 
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"Why  do  you  ask  that!"  J 

"  Because  he  did  n't  open  his  pune.  Let  ]>'«"  -^ 
he  who  thrusts  aside  the  open  pakn  may  drea<i  <  -  - 
hand.     We  shall  have  bad  luck." 

"  If  you  choose  to  take  your  prediction  honx- 
self,  my  good  fellow,  I  think  you  may  saf- 
without  fear  of  going  astray,  for  it  seems  t'  ■ 
you  are  in  greater  danger  than  any  of  us." 

**  True ;  so  I  would  like  to  avert  it. " 

"How  so?"- 

"  Feel  in  my  pocket  and  get  a  piece  of  money. 

"What  fori" 

"To  give  to  that  woman;  then  she  will  d: 
prayers,  half  for  me  who  bestow  the  alms,  and 
you  who  help  me  to  do  it." 

The  chasseur  shrugged  his  shoulders ;  but  6uj» 
is  strangely  contagious,  and  this  is  more  true 
connected  with  alms-giving  than  of  any  other  vari< 

The  soldier,  although  he  claimed  to  be  sup( 
such  folly,  thought  he  ought  not  to  refuse  Jean  ^ ' 
the  service  he  requested,  and  which  might  cause  He 
blessing  to  descend  upon  them  both. 

At  that  moment  the  troop  was  executing  a  right  ^^ 
into  the  cross-road  leading  to  Vieille-Vigne ;  the  gr^ 
halted,    and  watched  the  men  mareh    past,    to    r 
sure  that  his  orders  were  strictly  followed.     He  not 
Jean  talking  with  his  neighbor,  and  saw  the  soldi**' 
movement. 

"  Why  do  you  allow  the  prisoner  to  communicate  iHt* 
bystanders  t "   he  demanded  of  the  chasseur,  who  toi 
him  what  had  taken  place. 

"Halt!"   shouted  the  general;   "arrest  that  WMMU- 
and  seareh  her." 

His  order  was  obeyed  on  the  instant;  but  they  fiNPd 


'*^^*»» 


*»t 


•  not  r . 

'■f  the  two 
uadc  **■* 
free    fif«*^ 


"wtt    jmiucis — X   '■OB    iw   SUB  ama    ■^v^    duk  —  to 

SI*     ^mJu      di     trji  jm     lo    1)0 

SL  VBL  w^K^  I*  «w  lA  mak»  tba 
BK  3iiM»  -tf  tit*  Kuiita;   aod  ha 
iimu.i'ui  z^iaa  aa  Jksss  '■'■mA.^  s  W  luo^oi  at  liiB. 

Sz  SIS  Sirais  ^snj  rK.  su  mmi  >kBM  tka  woodi 
kHEB^  ^MJ  o^Ha^iffiuly  aa  Bx«    biuoUe    for  a 

Tm  ^^fffKS  «<  Bnm-MMM  Augo;  the  veuiaooM 
■KiO*  o<  itiA  BI1IC&  «««  n*ii  viieh  ««c  for  tha 
■tM  7*n  ainu^  'bsa  m^siat  (Oovm  wiih  hop  rock^ 
hki  =>:  ff-Mt  T>:&  ui*  pMd  fciriM  e<  Una  anldian^  vbtt 
icna  to  ksz^  ai  -ii£d«r;  (he;  had  heea  lOeBl  for  a 
v~^  ■<  m-..—  TT t"  bd  «haa  n%ht  wa*  Cud;  qwn  them 
tuT  htios.  v>  ulk  «^u>  vith  lh«t  MWihf  gayetj  vhid^ 
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"  But  jnst  imagins,  ThoMM,  that  it  '•  «  giri  yo*  '«c 
got  tiiere,  instewl  of  a  nun,  and  pinch  her  cbeekL' 

*  Th«  vilkin  ought  to  kncnr  bow  that  >i  dame,  for  it  *■ 
the  ciutom  at  the  omaatrj  to  lide  with  m  girl,  t)w  hjtp 
jou  fiom  behiod." 

"TnM,"  a&id  the  fink  ipette^  'do  joa  bow  t£itt 
fon're  hkU  Ghouui,  Thnwaal' 

"  S*7  rather  that  be  'a  a  Ommu  otB  aad  ^ist!  I>:iwc't 
hs  go  to  Maaa  aTerr  Sondajr  I ' 

The  horaeman  at  wboa  thae  ahafta  ti  alav  wtm 
limed  had  no  time  to  ki^t;  the  ftaeal'§  vioet  '.aotnd 
tbem  to  break  raoka,  and  pneeed  in  he^  £>,  tfe  paic. 
having  heecNne  so  namv,  and  Ike  afKir^  sty^  tn  tiirmt 
togethor,  that  it  waa  iiBpoanUe  fc*  tv<f  kicwa  to  vk^ 
abieuL 

Daring  tbe  momeolaiT  ooofmoB  eaanii  \-t  -.^  «tk 
hrtion,  Jean  Oulliet  began  to  wLiole  trJ-^j  u«  f^K  iaa 
rf  tbe  Breton  air,  the  wonk  of  «iJeb  rsc  -^v, 


At  ttie  TeiT  first  note  the  haoeaaa  wji  ar*  »  gii'i 

I  behad  aad  tba  icacr  i  *nc3  -cuiw  :m 
new  fwmatiaB,  Jeis  OoQie^  ia  a  ^^wm  ^>«  ^qi 
their  aorveiOaiKB,  p«t  kk  tipa  «^ja»  V.  zint  m  -i  z:^ 
■lent  onpankM. 
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t^jpTif  vonr  iftiiier'f.  oli;  inend  J  1o  piliace  isd  Aetbot 
tbt'  CiiiiiaBu  dt  Souiuy,  triioee  maaiT%.  iuve  been  la 
aL  nmt  beDeucion  oj  your  iuniiy." 

Tiianu.'-  Tui^T  Binned  man-  deeplr  thu  before 

**  \  our  f&luei  If  deuii  ',  "  aaui  Jeaii. 

Ttionut  made  no  reply,  bui  ehivered  in  hu  swidle; 
osi'ly  tin-  one  eylUble  issued  from  Iue  lipe  Kudiljle  lo 
,loftii    (.nolUer   kione;    "liekd!" 

"  Tbs,  daaJ!  "  whispered  tJie  limiMman.  '  And  »bo 
vat.  waiciunp  wiUi  Toor  sister  Hosiue  h\  hie  bedsilc 
viieii  the  old  mui  breathed  itiE  ksi !  Tiie  two  jnuu^ 
I>emoiBellef  dc  SoodAy,  whom  tou  know  wtdl,  —  Uadr 
moiBelle  lierUia  uul  UidemoiBelle  Uarv :  and  tlmi  too, 
AI  the  risk  of  their  Iitck,  for  tout  fulher  died  d  i 
maiipnant  fever.  Altliouph  they  couid  not  prolonp  kk 
exisieiicc,  like  the  aopeU  they  are,  thfly  sweetened  hit 
dying  apony.  Where  ie  your  sisier  nowl  —  she  vbij 
had  no  pkce  to  hiy  her  head.  Ai  the  Ch&teaa  dt 
Souday.  Ah,  Thomas  Tingny,  I  would  rathor  bf  fox 
Jean  Cullier,  ahot  down  in  a  coiner,  than  the  man  i^- 
Carrie*:  him  bound  to  the  stake!  " 

"  Hush,  Jean,  bueh  !  "  said  Tin^y,  in  a  voioe  fartbi 
with  Bobe.     '  "We  are  not  there  yet;  we  will  Bee." 

While  this  wbe  taking  place  between  Oullisr  nc 
Tincuy'e  eon,    the  ravine  throufrh  which    thpy   war 
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They  had  halted,  and  were  looking  anzionBly  a: 

Instead  of  a  clear,  limpid  sbfiani,  tanning  noinlj 
oTer  the  pebbles,  such  as  one  ordinarily  finds  in  foid- 
able  spots,  they  saw  befon  them  »  sntooUi  expanse  of 
black  water,  gently  lapping  the  Ian  of  the  nekj 
embankments  which  border  the  Bonlogn*. 

They  looked  in  vain  in  all  diiectiona  for  t^  gndA 
promised  by  Coortin. 

The  general  sbotited. 

*  Qui  vive  ?  "  some  one  answered  oo  the  other  bank. 
■  Soaday  I "  said  the  general. 

"Yoa  are  the  ones  I  am  waiting  for,"  oicd  the 

*  Are  we  at  the  ford  of  the  Bonlognel  '  the  i^iimil 
asked. 

-Yes." 

*  What  makes  the  water  so  high  I " 

"There's  a  gnat  freshet  on  aooonnt  of  the  nttKA 
lains." 

*  Is  the  passage  practicable,  notwilhitcnding  the 
beahet  1" 

*  Dame  f  I  never  saw  the  river  ao  hi^,  and  I  think 
it  would  be  more  pmdent— " 

The  guide's  Toiee  stof^Md  abruptly  and  a  deep  groan 
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die  priacmer  and  tJ»  Ans  kHaiaai  wbo  ta%  goaiding 
him!     FiTWsri,  at  doafolft  ^nek!* 

la  aa  fiMttnit  ewsj  daiKsr  bad  a  giaMdier  l>ebiiid 
kinL. 

Eightr  grraaftiiefs  ami  &a  tw»  liewfemants,  the  pria- 
oner  ami  tha  three  cTi  ■wiiiir  i,  iBclvding  Tingvj,  wmn 
left  apon  tiie  ri^ht  bank  of  tba  Bo«logiMw 

Th.e  onier  wns  executed  with,  the  sviftnesa  of  thought, 
and  the  general,  followed  hj  tha  aerentaan  rhaoannrn, 
dodbleii  ap  with  as  maaj  ^naadien^  rode  into  the  rirer. 

TweatT  ^^et  from  the  bank  the  horaaa  loat  their 
footing ;  bat  thej  awam  a  i»w  atiokaa,  aad  laaahed  the 
opposite  bank  wi^hoat  mifthap 

The  foo4-5oliieis  van  aa  tta  giowid  almaat  befbre 
thej  reached  the  shora. 

*  Do  joa  aee  nochingi  "^  aaid  the  general,  tijring  to 
pierce  the  denae  obaratitj  wfaiah  aoTelopad  hia  little 
IroofK. 

*No,  mj  general y*  the  aoldien  replied,  aa  with  oae 
"Voice. 

*  XeTerthelesB,  it  was  from  just  this  spot,*  aaid  the 
general ,  as  if  speaking  to  hisaalf ,  "  that  the  bniYe  man 
answered  ns.  Beat  the  hiishaa,  bat  without  loaing 
sight  of  one  another;  peihapa  jou  will  find  hia  body." 

The  soldiers  did  as  they  were  told,  oorenng  the 
groond  thoronghlj  within  a  nditia  of  fifty  matrea. 
Bat  they  came  back  in  fifteen  minutes,  haTing  diaeor* 
ered  nothing,  and  miieh  diaconoexted  at  thb  sodden 
disappearance  of  their  guide. 

"  Did  yon  find  anything  t "  the  general  aaked. 

A  single  grenadier  came  forward  with  a  cotton  night- 
cap in  hit  hand. 

**  I  found  this  night-capi"  he  said. 

"Wheret" 
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*  Yes,  general." 

"  Well,  it  'b  that  harridan  who  set  this  party  on  na. 
I  set  out  to  send  her  hack  to  the  town,  and  I  did  wrong 
not  to  follow  my  impulse;  I  should  have  saved  this 
poor  devil's  life.  Ah,  now  I  see  what  it  is!  We  have 
just  heard  the  echoes  of  the  Aves  being  chanted  for  the 
salvation  of  our  prisoner." 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  dare  to  attack  us  f " 

"  If  they  were  in  force,  they  would  have  done  it  before 
this;  but  there  are  only  five  or  six  of  them  at  most." 

"  Shall  I  bring  over  the  men  on  the  other  bank, 
general  ? " 

^  Wait !  Our  horses  lost  their  footing,  and  our  foot- 
soldiers  would  drown.  There  must  be  another  more 
practicable  ford  in  the  neighborhood." 

"  You  think  so,  general  1 " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it. " 

"  Do  you  know  the  river  t " 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  then  f  " 

''  Ah,  captain,  it 's  easy  to  see  that  you  didn't  serve, 
as  I  did,  in  the  great  war,  —  that  war  of  wild  beasts,  in 
which  we  had  to  proceed  by  induction.  These  fellows 
were  not  in  ambush  on  this  bank  when  we  reached 
the  other,  that 's  clear. " 

'*  Clear  to  your  mind,  general. " 

"  Mon  Dieu!  clear  to  everybody's  mind.  If  they 
had  been  on  this  bank,  they  would  have  heard  our 
guide's  steps,  for  he  was  coming  along  unsuspecting; 
and  they  would  not  have  awaited  our  arrival  to  seize 
him  or  kill  him.  Therefore  this  band  must  have  been 
marching  on  our  flank,  flanking  our  flankers." 

"  It  certainly  seems  probable,  general." 

**  They  must  have    reached  the  Boulogne   only   an 
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instant  ahead  of  ns.  Now,  the  interval  between  our 
arrival  and  halt  and  the  attack  on  our  man  was  too 
short  for  them  to  have  gone  a  long  way  around  in  search 
of  a  passage." 

*  Why  could  n't  they  have  crossed  where  we  did  t  ** 
**  Because  most  of  the  peasants,  especially  in  the  heart 

of  the  province,  don't  know  how  to  swim.  So  this 
other  passage  must  he  quite  near  here.  Let  four  men 
follow  down  the  river,  and  four  go  up  five  hundred  feet. 
Off  with  yoa,  qidddy !  We  don't  want  to  be  shot  down 
here.  Besides,  we  'le  all  wel  through ! " 
In  ten  loiirrrtrs  the  cffietf  returned, 

*  You  wen  psfeetly  light,  geneial,"' he  said*  *  Three 
hundred  feet  ^  iiver  th»e  ia  a  little  island  in  mid' 
stream,  with  a  fesea  gfciwteftiwi  leimi  it  to  each  bank.'' 

'Bnvii!*  SBol  1^  ^noal;  "the  rest  of  am  party 
wiU  he  ah£e  to  azoaa  without  dampening  a  cartrid^,'' 

'Ho,  tiuBs,.  liBffitHuant!**  he  siiouted  serosa  to  Ae 
other  hank;  **" maBh.  up  Idle  river  till  you  «ome  to  a  tree 
thrown  'muxml,  and  keep  ^rict  watch  on  tiie  prisoner! " 


A 
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CHAPTER  XXTL 

*FBTQH,   PATAUDI   FETOH!* 

Fob  about  five  minutes  the  two  little  bands  ascended 
the  opposite  sides  of  the  stream. 

At  last  the  general,  on  reaching  the  spot  pointed  onft 
by  the  captain,  called  a  halt. 

**  One  lieutenant  and  forty  men ,  forward  I "  he  shouted. 

Forty  men  and  a  lieutenant  marched  down  to  the  river 
and  crossed,  wading  in  the  water  up  to  their  necks,  bat 
able  to  hold  their  guns  and  cartridges  over  their  heads 
and  keep  them  dry. 

They  approached,  and  formed  in  order  of  battle. 

**  Now,"  said  the  general,  **  bring  the  prisoner  across." 

Thomas  Tinguy  rode  into  the  water  with  a  chasseur 
at  each  side, 

"Verily,  Thomas,"  said  Jean  Oullier,  in  low  but 
penetrating  tones,  "if  I  were  in  your  place,  I  should 
fear  that  my  father's  ghost  would  rise  up  to  reproach  me 
for  having  hesitated  a  moment  between  the  blood  of  his 
best  friend  and  a  wretched  strap,  which  you  have  only 
to  cut." 

The  chasseur  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow,  on 
which  the  perspiration  stood  in  beads,  and  made  the 
sign  of  the  cross. 

At  this  moment  the  three  horsemen  had  reached  the 
middle  of  the  stream,  but  the  current  had  separated 
them  a  little. 

Suddenly  a  great  noise,  accompanied  by  the  splashing 
of  water,  proved  that  Jean  Oullier  had  not  evoked  in 
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vain  befon  tlu  poor  Breton  soldier  the  leTeied  image 
of  him  to  whom  he  owed  hia  existence. 

The  general  was  not  deceived  tot  a  second  aa  to  the 
cause  of  the  uproar. 

'  The  prisoner  is  escaping  I "  he  cried,  iu  a  voice  of 
thunder.  "Light  torches  and  scatter  along  the  bank, 
and  fire  on  him  if  he  shows  himself  I  Ai  for  you,"  he 
added,  taming  to  Thomas,  who  had  stepped  ashore  two 
feet  from  him  without  making  the  slightest  attempt  to 
ij,  "  as  for  jrou,  your  hour  has  come  I  " 

Drawing  a  pistol  from  his  holster,  he  cried,  ^ 

"  Thus  die  all  tiaitors  I " 

And  fired, 

Tinguj  received  the  ball  full  in  the  breast,  and  fell 
to  the  ground  stone  dead. 

The  soldiers,  obeying  the  general's  (wders  with  an 
alacrity  which  was  most  significant  of  their  appreciation 
of  the  plight  they  were  in,  rushed  along  the  river  hank, 
following  the  course  of  the  current. 

Half  a  scon  of  torches,  upon  either  bank,  cast  a  lurid 
light  upon  the  waters. 

Jean  Oullier,  idieved  from  bis  principal  embarrass- 
ment as  soon  aa  Thomas  Tinguy  bod  cut  the  thong 
which  held  him,  dipped  off  the  horse  and  dove  beneath 
the  sur&oe,  passing  between  the  legs  of  the  horse  at 
his  right. 

But  it  will  be  a^ed,  how  did  he  make  out  tc 
with  bis  hands  tied  f 

He  had  counted  so  confidently  upon  the  fav 
effect  of  his  eloquence  upon  his  old  comrade's  son 
after  it  became  dark,  he  had  employed  all  the  tin 
occupied  in  persuading  Thomas  in  gnawing  thi 
with  which  his  wrists  were  tied. 

Jean  Oullier  had  good  teeth ;  so  that  when  he  r 
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the  Boulogne,  the  ooid  was  holding  only  by  a  thread, 
and  once  in  the  water,  only  a  Teiy  alight  effort  was 
necessary  to  get  rid  of  it  altogether. 

After  a  few  seconds  he  felt  the  need  of  taking  breath, 
and  was  compelled  to  rise  to  the  snrfaice.  But  the 
moment  he  did  so,  ten  reports  rang  out  from  all  sides, 
and  as  many  bullets  splashed  up  the  water  around  the 
swimmer. 

By  a  miracle,  not  one  struck  him;  but  he  felt  the 
hissing  breath  of  the  missiles  upon  his  face. 

Down  he  went  again;  and  as  he  found  the  bottom 
with  his  feet,  instead  of  keeping  on  down  the  river, 
he  started  up,  essaying  what  in  hunting  parlance  is 
called  a  liourvari. 

Why  should  he  not  be  successful  in  a  trick  which  the 
hare  or  the  fox  or  the  wolf  could  work  successfully  on 
him  when  he  was  hunting  them  t 

Jean  executed  a  fiourvari,  then,  and  ascended  the 
stream,  holding  his  breath  until  he  nearly  burst,  and 
coming  to  the  top  only  at  points  not  in  the  lines- of  light 
cast  by  the  torches. 

The  mancBUvre  did,  in  fact,  throw  his  pursuers  off  the 
scent. 

Not  imagining  that  he  would  make  the  task  he  had 
undertaken  any  more  difficult  by  setting  himself  against 
the  strong  current,  the  soldiers  kept  on  down  the  river, 
holding  their  guns  like  hunters  watching  for  game,  and 
ready  to  fire  the  instant  it  comes  in  sight. 

Because  the  game  was  a  man,  the  watching  was  only 
the  more  earnest  and  eager. 

Only  a  half-dozen  of  grenadiers  were  watching  the 
banks  of  the  stream  higher  up,  and  they  had  but  a  single 
torch. 

Stifling  his  stertorous  breathing  as  much  as  possible. 
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Jean  Onllier  succeeded  in  reaching  a  willow  whose 
branches  hung  out  over  the  river  with  their  ends 
dangling  in  the  water. 

The  swimmer  seized  one  of  these  branches  and  put 
it  between  his  teeth,  and  held  himself  up  by  it,  with 
his  head  thrown  hack,  so  that  only  his  mouth  and  nose 
were  above  the  surface. 

He  was  just  recovering  his  breath  when  he  heard  a 
plaintive  howling  at  the  spot  where  the  column  had 
halted  and  he  had  taken  to  the  water. 

He  recognized  the  voice  of  his  own  dog. 

"Pataud!**  he  muttered,  "Pataud  heret  Pataud, 
whom  I  sent  home  to  Souday !  Something  must  have 
happened  to  him  that  he  did  n't  get  there.  Oh,  mon 
Dieu  /  mon  Dieu  I "  he  added,  with  intense  fervor  and 
supreme  faith;  "now,  indeed,  it  is  necessary  that  these 
villains  should  not  get  their  hands  on  me  again  !  " 

The  soldiers,  who  had  seen  the  dog  in  the  courtyard 
of  the  inn,  also  recognized  him. 

"  There 's  his  dog !  there 's  his  dog!  "  they  cried. 

**  Bravo!  "  said  a  sergeant;  "  the  dog  will  help  us  to 
find  the  master." 

He  tried  to  put  his  hand  upon  Pataud ;  but,  although 
the  poor  beast  seemed  dull  and  heavy,  he  eluded  his 
grasp,  and  having  snified  the  air  up  stream,  leaj^ed  into 
the  water. 

•  This  way,  comrades,  this  way !  "  cried  the  serK'-ant 
to  the  men  who  were  exploring  the  Y^anks,  )x>»iiiti(i;(  in 
the  direction  the  dog  bad  taken.  "  We  can  i'nui  i]kH 
other  dog  by  following  him.  Well  done,  Pataud!  w«'JJ 
done! " 

Jean  Onllier  had  put  his  head  out  of  wat^r  at  all 
risks,  as  soon  as  he  heard  and  reeopii^ed  Pataud  V  cry. 

He  ttw  the  dog  swimming  diagonally  across  the  ri  ver, 
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straight  toward  him,  and  he  knew  that  he  was  lost 
unless  he  adopted  a  desperate  course, — for,  in  Jean 
Oullier's  eyes,  it  was  a  desperate  course  to  sacrifice  Kia 
dog. 

If  nought  but  his  own  life  had  been  at  stake,  he 
would  have  lost  it  or  saved  it  with  his  dog, — at  least 
he  would  have  hesitated  to  save  himself  at  Pataud^s 
expense. 

He  gently  unfastened  the  goat-skin  cloak,  which  he 
wore  over  his  waistcoat,  and  dropped  it  into  the  water 
with  a  slight  push  toward  the  current. 

Pataud  was  only  five  or  six  feet  frotn  him. 

"Seek,  boy!  fetch!"  said  Jean  softly,  pointing  in 
the  direction  he  was  to  take. 

The  dog,  however,  hesitated  to  obey,  fbeling,  doubt- 
less, that  his  strength  was  giving  out. 

"Fetch,  Pataud!  fetch!"  said  Jean,  in  a  more 
imperative  tone. 

Pataud  swam  off  in  the  direction  of  the  garment, 
which  was  already  some  twenty  feet  away. 

Seeing  that  his  ruse  was  successful,  Jean  took  in  a 
new  store  of  air  and  plunged  in  again,  just  as  the  aol- 
diers  reached  the  foot  of  the  great  willow. 

One  of  them  climbed  quickly  out  upon  the  tree  and, 
holding  the  torch  at  arm's  length,  lighted  up  the  stream 
for  some  distance. 

Then  they  saw  Pataud  swimming  along  after  the 
cloak,  groaning  and  whining  as  if  he  were  deploring 
his  inability,  with  his  vanishing  strength,  to  cany  offt 
his  master's  orders. 

The  soldiers,  who  were  following  his  movements, 
hurried  down  stream  again,  away  from  Jean  Onllier, 
until  one  of  them  spied  the  cloak  itself  floating  on  the 
water. 


"Tliii  *>?!  "J  frieaas.  ■;  - 
hen  h«  is:  ilw  brigas-i:' 

Aa  be  biMed  tnj  a  ibe  ei'«-  : 
psnn  rashed  U  »  a*'^  ^'■^^^  = 
aio«  iiid  nw«  &«■  ^  "P^  '— 
t^tt  shelter,  and  ri'i'  -tif  i'^  - 
(rf  go«l-skm,  towMd  txm.  -TM 
desperately- 

For  «  few  minalei  3*  ^  ""^ 
ibm  i«B  BO  n**d  (i  icriijsi-  — i 
pswder  &oni  the  fa»  il-mgt^ 
thrtn^  which  flowi  i*  !•-  -  =*- 
ii^  Htd  re-eehoinf  **  Tf^r^s.  iii= 
KMT  ol  tfae  fuailbdE. 
The  general  *M  ^  =«■  i    -s. 
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In  an  infitant  the  soldiers,  alarmed  by  this  night 
attack,  were  fonned  about  their  leader. 

Fire  or  six  flashes  from  different  points  on  the  sides 
of  the  rayine  lighted  np  the  inky  sky.  A  grenadier  fell 
dead  and  a  chasseur's  horse  reared  and  fell  upon  his 
rider,  shot  in  the  chest. 

"  Forward!  thousand  devils!  "  cried  the  general,  "  and 
see  if  these  night-birds  will  dare  to  wait  for  us!  " 

Taking  his  place  at  the  head  of  his  soldiers,  he  began 
to  clamber  up  the  side  of  the  ravine  with  such  impetu- 
osity that,  notwithstanding  the  darkness  which  made 
the  ascent  doubly  difficult,  and  the  bullets  which  fell 
among  the  soldiers  and  wounded  two  of  them,  the  lit- 
tle troop  was  at  the  top  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to 
tell  it. 

The  hostile  fire  ceased  then,  as  if  by  enchantment; 
and  if  a  few  furze-bushes,  which  were  still  waving,  had 
not  borne  witness  to  the  recent  presence  of  the  Chouans, 
one  would  have  thought  there  were  none  within  a 
thousand  miles. 

''Sad  war!  sad  war!  **  muttered  the  general.  "And 
now  our  expedition  must  necessarily  prove  abortive. 
Ko  matter,  we  will  try  it!  Besides,  Souday  is  on  the 
road  to  Machecoul,  and  we  must  go  to  Machecoul  to 
give  our  men  a  chance  to  rest." 

"  But  how  about  a  guide,  general  f "  queried  the 
captain. 

"  A  guide  t  Do  you  see  that  light  about  five  hundred 
feet  from  here  t  ** 

"Alight?" 

"Yes;  over  there.** 

"No,  my  general." 

''  Well,  I  see  it.  That  light  means  a  cabin.  A  cabin 
means  a  peasant;  and  the  inhabitant  of  that  cabin  — 


;gr>3         tux  mii-woltu  or  xachhxiel 

tU  Irlwl  tt>  \ny  th*  dog'*  teeth  aput,  btf  fMu£  ^ 
.U>  U. 

Wtnttil  Wl  ilW  Mving  his  tauter,  whom  dHasr  faK 
ktin<t()t^t  hi  l)i«  Kf^-t  h>  roMive  his  IhI  oaKH. 

|t\(l  ih*  tixtwtlitm  TMuaintd,  Had  he  been  Idlicd  W 
sw*  v<t  Utw  ltHU»W  8tw4  bj  the  soldiers,  or  vmt  be  ab^i^F 
W^^^t^^Wtt  whi^M  tM  hK<k  K^  the  water  to  join  his  msaterl 

VW  VmsMm  WW  itMliiMd  to  the  last  belief.  Su 
kMMtAltvM  <M  tW  W^  wmI  the  weaknesa  with  wtud 
W   kwumu   «tt    »«**>it   W  MAk*  Jeen  believe  in   Ite 

*  W'^vy'*  W  Mktfc. "  A  wtU  W  ligfat  again  to*monov, 
Mi4  *%■*  V  "kisXii  '«W  *6*«  jvifc.  My  poor  dogt  " 

Vt  v>  tt-^MC  'W**  W  W^  Pm>— *'»  body  in  a  bunch 
v«  «■    S-*  >&<N«h.  4te«M  t^  Iks  kill,  wd  ««■  lost  to 
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When  Charetta  pic  Ihia  CkniH  «^  ii»  -vt::^  eacS- 
■da  hi*  joit  deatrta,  Ffaaal,  vhoaa  ■pp-'-^  iir  'imm^ 
had  been  foil  j  dereloped,  niked  sads  tae  ^fv  k^^ 
who,  in  hii  eyei,  ««■  goiltT  ctf  a  aaoo^  — '^iVr  ^  as 
thintiBg  for  Uood  ezecfA  vpon  tbe  hatr'i-  *i- 1-*  '-pfi  t-i« 
diruion  for  that  which  waa  eo^n^idcd  fcr  i*^  VRf*^ 
J0U7,  the  old  ■Digeoa  erf  Haebeeool ;  be,  it  kwi,  IzZj 
came  up  to  Pieaat'a  exalted  ilaadanL 

7  ef  par- 


eotwnhmg 
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Weaned  hj  these  ooDstant  changes,  and  thoionghlj 
eouTinoed  that  time  would  never  lessen  his  hatred  for 
Soocha's  mniderers,  he  sought  a  general  who  would  not 
he  fasrinatfd  by  Charetfte's  exploitSi  and  could  find 
nobody  better  than  StoflSet^  whose  dislike  for  the  hero 
of  the  Betz  ooontiy  had  been  displayed  many  a  time. 

On  the  25th  Febraaiy,  1796,  Stofflet  was  taken  pris- 
oner at  the  farm  of  La  PoiteTini^re,  with  two  aides-de- 
camp and  two  chasseurs  who  were  with  him. 

They  shot  tlie  Vendean  chief  and  his  two  offioersi  and 
sent  the  two  peasants  home. 

It  was  two  years  sinoe  Picaut^  who  was  one  of  the  two^ 
had  seen  his  house. 

When  he  reached  it  he  found  upon  the  stoop  two  tali 
young  folks,  strong  and  well-formed,  who  leaped  upon 
his  neck  and  kissed  him. 

They  were  his  sons,  one  seventeen,  the  other  sixteen 
years  of  age. 

Picaut  submitted  to  their  caresses  with  good  grace; 
when  they  had  made  an  end  of  them,  he  b^pan  to  scruti- 
nize their  athletic  forms,  and  feel  their  muscular  limbs 
with  evident  satisfaction. 

He  had  left  two  children  at  home:  he  found  there  two 
soldiers;  but  like  himself,  they  were  absolutely  vrithout 
weapons.  The  Republic  had  taken  away  the  carlnne  and 
sabre  which  Picaut  owed  to  English  munificence. 

Now  Picaut  determined  that  the  Republic  should  give 
them  back  to  him,  and  should  even  be  generous  enough 
to  arm  his  two  sons,  by  way  of  compensation  for  the 
injury  it  had  done  him.  He  had  no  idea,  however,  of 
consulting  the  Republic  upon  the  subject. 

Consequently,  the  next  day  he  ordered  the  young  men 
to  take  their  wild  apple-tree  sticks,  and  he  set  out  with 
them  toward  Torfou,  where  a  demi-brigade  of  infantiy 
was  stationed. 


the  Vjai-irht-i.    e::  ..if'" 

fed.  wiia.  triiiit^:,'-    J 
liiale  crv,   T^BeaK-    12. 

h>d  done  beior--     i'ls 

(rf  tiie  Km^  ai>    ^is= 
every  twernr  it«"  p: 
Al  last  be  ttai — 
step, — liie  BKi    c:  i.  j 


elliovB  nui  lur  eih«: 
Hie  flODE  did  &:  u-  ^ 
AtUte  end  of  Uh  i 
e^e  of,  FienU  pane. 
■ml  b^ng  apparenij/ 
made  *  hole,  pm  hit 
tike  am  adder,  wiUion; 
vhieh  liisbodT 

Haring  readied  tin- 
a  frigbtened  blad 
agnal  agreed  npcn 

They  Btopped 
tlieir  fathei'B  mu 


Ti»  ■J^  m  ±»  nibcr  Mti,  wfaidi  PfoBt  Wd  catond. 
MB  1  Twinw.  wnfa  i  dock  {nwth.  >rf  mU  gTMa,  which 
L  diB  wiuL    A£  the  odMT  aide  of 
>  aK]r  tBtt  *«•*?.  ^j  anld  nuke 


L  «■■  Tiflrmg  (p  aad  down 


dii?  itAiT  if  Tbica.  laoch^  ■iiimii  wis  iMriirril 

T^*  no  mnn^  ibhi  jook  this  ^  in  al  »  ft»iw^  then 
i^ati  :iisr  -j^^a  Jiam  miaii.  dior  ^""■tr.  whe  wie  itill 

'^jioi  F'jauE  waa  wiihui  Ewa  Eatf  of  the  ntad  he 
tfernvX  bBUinti  s  bnai.  Th>  aokiier  wae  wklkii^  back 
mi  a^ra.  nut  ^vsr  ame  Sut  ~ae  tamed  his  biMk  to  the 
■nva  JUB  ■i.icim«T  jE  '31B  wiBpaBs  bmahed  agunit  ^w 
hoHL  Hki  dWEv  3ine  ma  joimg  buka  D«Hbled  for  tbeii 
baa. 

SuiiicsixT.  jna  »  «  &iu  {kbmb  ««■  spcinpag  i^  it 
ben  iL-v:i  3)  ^hmn  «  ]t:d«i  «n :  aBii  viEh  the  Vrnniw 
^  i-^aca  M^^un.  33  siini  wiu  ace  aeenBtamed  to  OHing 
mar  ram  ac  au^k  smt  mw,  (m  die  vkito  ax{Mnaa  of 


^ek.  aa  ue  w-if  tkum 
WUs  sLii  fix  M^ 
onni^v^  a  m-oi  «qi 
th«  £?».  a=(ia  thutl  i 
6:it  ii  waa  otA  ta^ 
he  ^:ij4  fisd  also  a 
abo;:t  him,  and  ik  ] 
de  Pidaaje,  and  da  ] 
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field,  he  kw  obI^  rose-water  Bojalists,  who  did  not  make 
w<r  at  all  to  his  liking,  and  no  one  of  whom  resembled 
within  a  thooaand  nulee  Soochn,  who  atill  exemplified 
the  ^pe  of  leader  desired  b;  Picant. 

The  reaolt  was  that  rather  than  be  ill  commanded, 
Pieaut  resolved  to  make  a  leader  of  himself,  and  com- 
mand othen. 

He  recmited  a  few  diseatiafied  epirite  like  himself, 
and  became  the  leader  of  a  band,  which,  although  small 
in  nombers,  never  lost  a  chance  to  demonstrate  its  hatred 
for  the  Eepublic 

Picaat'a  tactics  were  very  aimpls. 

He  ordinarily  dwelt  in  the  foieeta,  and  allowed  his 
men  to  rest  during  the  day. 

When  night  came,  he  left  the  wooda  which  *hr:ll«r«d 
him,  and  st&tioned  his  little  troop  in  ambosb  aVing  the 
hedges ;  then  if  a  convoy  or  a  diligence  ptUMd  that  wtj, 
he  would  attack  it,  and  carry  off  whatever  was  nlzix'iiii ; 
when  convoys  were  scarce,  or  diligeneca  too  w«Q  ir:ari^ 
Picant  took  his  revenge  by  shooting  diwa  v,iff,tt*  tr 
boming  the  farms  erf  paliiots. 

After  one  or  two  expeditioa^  his  frxi:Ma:J--rjt  ^*i 
Picant  the  nicknaate  a€  'Xo  Qanter.'  ts/i  ijt  •r-rutM 
his  detenuinatioa  to  ean  the  tcie  h.  x-^A  -rr^ 
by  never  failing  after  it  was  ka(i7*>«>l  -c/Ji  : 
shoot,  at  diaembowd  ali  Bc^^isesmL  na.^ 
r  soldien,  'M  mh  m  ta^ienu  w 
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an  army-corps,  but  two  Chouans,  lecruited  in  Bne  de 
Jerusalem,  and  two  brigades  of  gendarmerie. 

Picaut  unsuspectingly  welcomed  the  two  false  brothen 
to  bis  band. 

A  few  days  after,  he  fell  into  a  trap,  and  he  and  the 
greater  part  of  his  band  were  taken. 

Picaut  paid  with  his  head  for  the  bloody  renown  lie 
had  acquired.  As  he  was  much  more  of  a  highwayman 
and  robber  of  diligences  than  a  thief,  he  was  sentenced, 
not  to  be  shot,  but  to  be  guillotined. 

He  mounted  the  scaffold  bravely,  however,  asking  no 
more  quarter  for  himself  than  he  had  accorded  others. 

Joseph,  his  elder  son,  wais  sent  to  the  galleys  with  the 
other  prisoners ;  while  Pascal,  who  had  escaped  the  am- 
buscade, and  returned  to  the  forests,  continued  to  lead  a 
life  of  outlawry  with  the  remains  of  the  band. 

But  this  wild  life  soon  became  odious  to  him;  he 
longed  for  repose ;  and  one  fine  day  he  entered  the  town 
of  Beaupr^au,  handed  his  sword  and  his  gun  to  the  first 
soldier  he  met,  and  asked  to  be  taken  to  the  commandant 
of  the  garrison,  to  whom  he  told  his  story. 

This  officer,  who  commanded  a  brigade  of  dragoons, 
interested  himself  in  the  poor  devil ;  and  in  consideration 
of  his  youth,  and  the  singular  confidence  he  had  plaoed 
in  him,  he  offered  to  take  him  into  his  regiment. 

In  case  he  refused,  he  should  be  compelled  to  hand  him 
over  to  the  civil  authorities,  he  said. 

Before  such  an  alternative,  Pascal  Picaut,  who  had 
learned  of  the  fate  of  his  father  and  brother,  and  had 
no  desire  to  return  to  his  province,  could  not  and  did  not 
hesitate. 

He  put  on  the  uniform. 

Fourteen  years  later  the  two  sons  of  "  No  Quarter " 
met  once  more  on  coming  to  take  possession  of  their 
father's  little  property. 


THE  raOPBIKTOE   Cff  "WL   CAEII 

The  iMDtry  of  the  Bonrbom  au.  npenaL  lu 
the  prison  to  Joieph,  and  diBoaiiatt,  Paetai.  i 
briguid  of  I*  Vendee,  bad  beccnw  nncanc  ~  : 

Joseph,  relewed  frpm  the  piliert  T5r=ni' 
cftbio  in  a  higher  atale  of  excitemen;  tiiai.  cir  i 


ever  shown,  bmning  i*  be  t 
for  his  tither'B  6«th,  «nd  U 

■SL3- 

undergone. 

Pucsl,  OR  the  olbor  hand,  eamt  iionn  ttu.  tc- 

b;  the  new  wodd  be  had  sua-  mc  kbnrt  tJ.  m 
Dome  in  close  cootect  wiih  mer  w  wimL  iiflij»-c 

iiaraif 
of  a» 

Bonibons  wm  ■  duty,  the  fkL  of  SciijiyoL  a  orn's  Bar- 
row, and  the  hiIjt  trf  the  alli«»  a  ^jpnot, — seiruiiKirw 
which  were  kept  alive  in  ti*  beair  "rw  lite  agin  at  li* 
eroB  which  he  wore  upon  Lis  Iecml 

However,  in  aprte  of  a  diTerrsiae  of  opinitm  wLiti 
led  to  fieqnrat  diaenaeiona,  and  ibf^  hafaita&l  misna- 
deratandii^  of  each  other,  the  two  broiiere  had  am 
sepanted,  hot  had  etmtiiined  to  ocrcpr  in  cominon  the 
faonae  which  their  father  bad  left  ihem.  and  to  cultdrate, 
each  one  half,  the  fielda  which  soiTrranded  iL 

Both  were  married:  Jowph  to  the  dangbter  <rf  a  poor 
peasant;  Poecal,  who  waa  a  person  of  aome  ronrideration 
in  the  eomitry,  by  virtue  of  his  croae  and  hia  email  pen- 
sion, had  espoosed  the  dangbter  of  a  dtiien  of  Saint 
Fhilbert,  a  patriot  like  bimaelf. 

The  presence  of  the  two  women  in  the  common  abode, 
both  of  whom  were  inclined,  the  one  from  envy  and 
the  other  from  dislike,  to  exa^erate  the  sentiments  of 
their  hnabandB,  increased  the  lack 
mtnage  ;  and  yet  np  to  1830  the  brotl' 
together. 

The  reTolntion  of  July,  which  Pi 
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wooMd  tH  (rf  JoBspfa'E  *™ri™l  enhatMa;  1*— al'i 
btber-ioJaw  becuM  nayn-  <i  Saint  Pliilbec^  sad  the 
CboQBB  Mid  hu  wife  baftp«d  aaA  rGe  BKolti  span  then 
"dog*  "  tlut  HadftBe  Punl  drriued  to  her  kivbuid 
that  tbt  would  t>ot  livv  uj  longer  with  mA  g>Uow*- 
tatnla,  for  die  no  longer  felt  safe  ftmong  the^ 

The  <M  Hddicr  had  no  duldiefi,  aad  wm  deeply 
ftttocbed  to  hk  brother's,  llieie  w«s  «oe  little  jellow- 
haired  Mlow  in  puticaltf,  with  plnnp,  roddf  ebeeka, 
whom  be  eoold  not  get  along  without;  his  greateat, 
indeed  his  only  amosemeDt,  was  to  jomp  the  little  msa 
OB  hia  kneea  for  htmn  together.  Pascal  felt  his  heart- 
atringa  tighten  at  the  thought  of  parting  bota  his  adopted 
■on.  Notwitbataodii^  the  wrongs  he  had  niSered  at  hii 
eMer  brotiwr'B  bands,  be  had  not  eeaaed  to  lore  him ;  h> 
thought  of  him  impoverished  hj  the  noceewjy  expense  at 
maintaining  his  large  bmily,  and  feared  that  his  d^iart- 
are  would  leave  him  in  destitution,  so  he  refoaed  to  do 
what  his  wife  asked. 

They  ceased  to  eat  together,  bowerer;  and  as  the 
house  was  composed  of  three  rooms,  Pascal  left  two  to 
his  brother,  and  took  the  third  for  himself,  after  waUii^ 
up  the  door  of  commnnicalaoa. 

In  the  evening  <rf  the  day  when  Jean  OuUier  m 
arrented,  Pascal  Picaut's  wife  was  very  anxiona. 

Her  husband   b*^    ^-ft    thit  hnnun  ahnnt  fniir  nVlwW 

—  just  at  the  tim< 
oolumn  marehed  c 
ha  said,  to  settle  i 
and  although  it  w 

The  poor  woma 
ah«  htwrd  all  the 
ll»uUign(s  not  thr 

Thiia  Marianne 
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the  keenest  anxiety ;  and  fiom  time  to  time  she  woaU 
lesre  her  spinning-wheel,  which  stood  in  the  chimnejr- 
oomer,  to  go  and  listeD  at  the  door. 

When  the  reports  ceased  she  heard  nothing  mora 
except  the  wind  whistling  among  the  trees,  oi  the  plsin- 
tive  cTj  of  a  dc^  in  the  distance. 

Little  Louis  —  the  child  whom  Pascal  was  so  fond  of — 
euna  to  ask  if  his  uncle  had  returned,  having  also  heaid 
the  filing;  but  be  had  ecarcelj  shown  his  pretty  little 
pink  and  white  &ca  at  the  door,  when  his  mother 
voughlf  oallad  him,  and  be  disappeared. 

For  some  days  past  Joaeph  had  became  more  am^ant 
and  threatening;  and  that  veiy  morning,  befora  etarting 
tor  Uontaigu  fair,  he  had  had  a  scene  with  hia  brother, 
which,  but  for  the  old  acker's  forbearance,  would  sqkIj 
bare  led  to  bhxtdshed. 

Therefore  Pascal's  wife  did  not  dare  to  mentioa  her 
ttneawneaa  to  her  aistei^ui-lair. 

Suddenly  she  beatd  a  sound  of  voice*  whispering 
mysteriously  in  the  field  in  front  of  the  cabin.  She  nm 
wiUi  aoch  prodpitatioo  that  she  upeet  her  apinnin*. 
wheeL  ^^ 


Ficaut  appealed  on  tfae  Ihreahold. 


tmt  the  door  opened  and  JoBenh 
tfae  Ihreahold. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

HOW   MABIANNE   PIGAUT  WEPT   FOB   HEB  HUSBAKD. 

The  sudden  appearance  of  her  brother-in-law,  whom 
Marianne  so  little  expected  to  see  at  that  momeniy 
together  with  a  vague  presentiment  of  evil  which  seized 
her  at  sight  of  him,  produced  so  acute  an  impression  upon 
the  poor  woman  that  she  fell  back  upon  her  chair,  half 
dead  with  terror. 

Meanwhile    Joseph    approached    his    brother's 
slowly  and  without  a  word,   while  she  stared  at 
with  much  the  same  expression  with  which  she  would 
have  stared  at  a  ghost. 

When  he  reached  the  fireplace,  Joseph,  still  mute, 
took  a  chair  and  sat  down,  and  began  to  stir  the  ashes  on 
the  hearth  with  the  stick  he  held  in  his  hand. 

As  he  came  within  the  circle  of  light  cast  by  the  fire, 
Marianne  could  see  that  he  was  deathly  pale. 

^In  (rod's  name,  Joseph, '*  she  asked  him,  "what's 
the  matter  f 

^  Who  were  the  wretches  who  came  here  this  evening, 
Marianne  ?  "  asked  the  Ghouan,  answering  one  question 
by  asking  another. 

"  No  one  has  been  here,"  said  Marianne,  shaking  her 
head  to  add  emphasis  to  her  reply. 

Then  in  her  turn,  she  inquired,  — 

"  Did  you  meet  your  brother,  Joseph  t  * 

"  Then  who  took  him  away  from  the  house  t "  asked 
the  Ghouan,  who  seemed  to  have  resolved  to  ask  ques- 
tions without  answering  any. 


HOW  MA£UJ33  ISLalT  ITEfT  JOt  ^K  iilbttUXI.     Ihl? 


o'clock  i^as  sSsBnuMm  j»t  ifff;  tnt  unuR  i«   r^   «r«: 
the  iBajcr  cf  Xa  XiopsDEtt  ioc  int  rszac^nwc  wlxx 
bought  ctf  ^'^^^^  Ibs  iRmL  lor  ync  ** 

•  Th«  nttTor  of  1*  1«q|9b=i^  '  ''  ipiomfc  ^civtiL. 

A  VoD^  timt  m^  I  aud  id  PmebL  snc  I  ^ud  i;  spur  ihxh 
momiii^  *  I>an 't  tengit  libt  God  iriiaiL  rnx:  oblt,  or  ^bc 
hick  wfll  eoBBc  to  you.^  * 

'^Joaepkil  Joaepii!  "*  caciBd  HfHrimnft,  ^  or-  ym:  £bD»  la 
mii^^  the  bubc  cf  God  in  tout  wotof  of  ha£?nc  ior  Tnor 
bcotheiv  wlfto  lorei  jaa  so  dsaiihr,  yon  and  tour,  md 
would  tdte  the  breed  from  lis  own  moniL  v>  c:ve  it  lo 
your  chfldran  !  If  aa  ctiI  file  wiDs  ihaX  xki&t  sdaH  W 
avil  strife  in  our  poor  oonntiy,  is  that  any  maon  irbT 
yon  should  introdnee  it  into  oar  cabin  I  Km^i  to  y^nr 
opinions^  for  God's  ake,  and  leairo  him  his;  his  are 
hannlesa,  and  yoais  are  not.  His  gnn  hai^  in  the  fire- 
place, mixes  in  no  plots,  and  threatens  nobwj^,  while 
there  hasn't  been  a  day  for  tax  months  when  yon 
haven't  gone  oat,  armed  to  the  teeth;  nor  when  yon 
haye  not  vomited  threata  against  the  people  of  the 
town  where  my  parents  live,  and  against  oureelves  as 
welL" 

"It's  much  better  to  go  ont^  gun  in  hand,  and  to 
insult  the  dogs,  as  I  do,  than  to  basely  betray  those  in 
whose  midst  one  lives,  than  to  bring  more  Blues  among 
us,  and  to  act  as  their  guide  when  they  invade  our  fields 
to  pillage  the  chateaux  of  those  who  have  held  to  their 
feith." 

**  Who  acted  as  guide  to  the  soldiers! " 

"Pascal." 

"When  — where  t" 

"  To-night,  at  the  ford  of  Pont-Farey.** 
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"  Great  God  I  the  firing  was  in  the  direction  of  the 
ford/'  cried  Marianne. 

Suddenly  the  poor  woman's  eyes  became  fixed  aod 
haggard.     They  were  resting  upon  Joseph's  hands. 

**  You  have  blood  on  your  hands  I  "  she  cried.  "  Whose 
blood,  Joseph)    Tell  me!  whose  blood  is  itf " 

The  Ghouan's  first  impulse  was  to  hide  his  bandsi  bat 
he  chose  the  bolder  course. 

"  This  blood, "  he  replied,  while  his  face  changed  from 
white  to  purple,  **  is  the  blood  of  a  traitor  to  his  God, 
his  country,  and  his  king;  it  is  the  blood  of  a  man  who 
forgot  that  the  Blues  sent  his  &ther  to  the  scaffold  and 
his  brother  to  the  galleys,  and  who  was  not  afraid  to 
serve  them." 

^  You  have  killed  my  husband !  You  have  murdsrsd 
your  brother  I  "  cried  Marianne,  standing  before  Joseph 
with  the  fury  of  a  madwoman. 

«No,  not  I,"  said  he. 

"  You  lie  I " 

"  I  swear  to  you  that  I  did  n't  do  it." 

"  Then,  if  you  swear  that  you  did  n't  do  it^  swear  also 
that  you  will  help  me  to  avenge  him." 

"Help  you  to  avenge  him  I  I,  Joseph  Picauti  No, 
no!"  retorted  the  Chouan,  bitterly;  "for  although  I 
did  n't  put  my  hand  upon  him,  I  applaud  those  who  did 
kill  him;  and  if  I  had  been  in  their  place,  although  he 
was  my  brother,  I  swear  by  our  Saviour  that  I  would 
have  done  as  they  didl" 

"  Say  that  again,"  cried  Marianne;  "  I  hope  I  didn't 
hear  aright." 

The  Chouan  repeated  word  for  word  what  he  said  beforeL 

"Be  cursed  then,  as  I  curse  them!"  shrieked  Maii- 
anne,  raising  her  hand  above  her  brother-in-law's  head 
with  a  terrible  gesture  of  menace ;  "  and  this  vengeance 
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wiiich  yon  scocn,  bat  in  which*  I  indode  jou,  f  tBtridde 
in  porpoee,  if  not  in  deedl  two  of  us  remain  to  aooom* 
pliahy — God  and  myself.  And  if  God  fails  me,  why 
then  I  will  accomplish  it  by  myself !  " 

''And  now  where  is  he)"  she  continued  with  an 
impetoous  energy  which  completely  cowed  the  Chooan. 
''Whatdid  they  do  with  his  hodyf  Speak!  why  don't 
ymi  speak  t  Yoa  will  give  me  back  his  dead  body, 
won't  you  t " 

"When  I  reached  the  spot^  haying  heard  the  fixing," 
nid  Joseph,  "he  was  still  breathing.  I  took  him  in 
my  sms  to  bring  him  here,  but  he  died  on  the  way." 

*And  then  jou  tossed  him  into  a  ditch,  like  a  dog, 
I  suppose,  did  you  not,  Caint  Oh,  to  think  that  I 
nerer  would  believe  the  story  when  I  read  it  in  the 
BiUel" 

"No^'said  Joseph,  "  I  laid  him  down  in  the  orchard," 

*M(m  Dieu  /  imon  Dieui  "  died  the  poor  woman, 
whose  body  was  shaken  by  eonTulstTB  trembling.  **  Mon 
Dieul  perhaps  you  were  mistaki^ii,  Joseph, —  periiaps 
there  is  still  life  in  him ;  perhaps  with  *^mi>i?isti*  help  and 
grett  eaie  it  may  be  poanUe  to  save  him.  Come  with 
me,  Joseph,  eome!  And  if  w«  find  him  liviii^  why  I 
will  foigiTe  yoa  for  beiQg  the  ftiend  of  yoor  farocba^s 
mnrdererB." 

She  seised  the  lamp  and  mshed  out  ^^  d<w?r_ 

But  juiti-m'i  of  foUowiQg  bet^  Joae^h,  who  hal  Igr 
some  moments  been  lii^:«»ing  to  eertsin  sounds  wiuxoos, 
whidi  were  dearly  thoas  of  maxdung  tioop^  snd 
tpproaelung  the  cabin,  waited  until  the  hoosci  dcM 
no  kmger  within  the  mys  of  the  lamp  canied  hf  Ids 
utw4n4aw,  when  he  left  ttie  hoaae^  lifted  Oe 
huildingB,  and  pasmng  throi^  the  he^ge  whic^  «fft- 
ated  him  from  the  fieUh^  darted  away  in  Hm  difirtitaw 
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of  Maeheeoul  foiest^  whoee  dark  masses  were  ou. 
against  the  sky,  five  hundred  feet  away. 

Poor  Marianne,  meanwhile^  was  ronning  hithtri 
thither  in  the  orchard. 

Bewildered,  half  insane  with  grief,  she  held  tht 
over  her  head,  forgetting  to  direct  her  gaze  upi<i. 
areolar  space  upon  the  tuf  lighted  hy  it;  it  seen 
her  as  if  to  find  her  hnshand's  corpse  her  eyes 
pierce  the  blackest  night. 

Suddenly,  as  she  was  pasBing  a  spot  she  had  ah 
passed  seyend  times,  she  tripped,  and  came  yeiy 
felling ;  and  as  she  threw  oat  her  hands  to  sare  her 
they  came  in  contact  with  a  human  body  propped  ag  i 
a  fence. 

She  uttered  a  terrible  ay,  threw  herself  upon  * 
body,  and  pressed  it  dose  to  her  bosom ;  then,  takin:: 
in  her  arms,  as  she  would  hare  done  with  an  infant^  «- 
carried  it  into  the  house  and  laid  it  on  the  bed. 

Notwithstanding  the  strained  relations  of  the  brother 
Joseph's  wife  rose  and  ran  into  Pascal's  part  of  th 
house. 

As  she  saw  her  brother-in-law's  dead  body,  ahe  ieL 
on  her  knees  beside  the  bed,  sobbing  bitterly. 

Marianne  took  the  light  her  sister-in-law  brought^  — 
she  had  left  her  own  at  the  place  where  she  had  foimti 
Pascal,  —  and  passed  it  in  front  of  her  husband's  face. 

Pascal's  mouth  and  eyes  were  wide  open,  as  if  he  wete 
still  alive. 

Marianne  placed  her  hand  upon  his  breast;  the  heait 
had  ceased  to  beat. 

Then  turning  to  her  sister-in-law,  who  was  still  weep- 
ing and  praying,  Pascal  Picaut's  widow,  whose  eyes  mn 
blazing  like  the  brands  on  the  hearth,  cried  aloud,  — 

''  See  what  the  Chouans  have  done  to  my  husbaodt 
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"  Yeiy  well;  I  will  guide  jon.     I  know  the  way.** 
Cefitiiig  e  last  glance  upon  the  ooipee  of  her  hasbandp 
Pascal's  widow  preceded  the  general  from  the  house, 
leaving  Joseph's  wife  to  praj  hj  her  hrother-in*law'a 
aide. 


CHAFTES  TYV 


Wk  left  jaaag  Banm  Xicfael  npia  Um  point  of  takiB( 
«  moMenloaa  tfap;  bat  just  M  he  wm  About  to  begin 
opentions,  be  baud  itepa  in  the  hall.  He  thoiwqioB 
tbrew  himself  oa  bit  bed,  with  cloeed  ejei  hot  oarB 
Tai7  wide  <^eaL 

The  itepe  paaed  bj  hia  door,  and  ntomod  the  next 
BMMMot  witboat  itopping.  It  was  not  his  ntotber'a 
tfep,  and  it  leanwd  to  be  nobody  with  designs  apoa 
him ;  so  he  opmed  his  ejes  ^>in,  and  awiiiiiiiiii^  &  half- 
racnmbent  poaitioa,  be  began  to  lefleet. 

His  mnaings  were  td  mioos  import. 

It  bad  faeeome  wrj   to  break  witb  his  motber, 

wboae  lighleat  wishes  wen  laws  to  him ;  to  throw  over- 
board the  ambitioiis  riews  she  cherisbed  for  him,  and 
wfateb  had  bad  some  faacioatioti  for  the  yonng  fanroa  for 
a  time :  it  was  neceeary  to  say  good-by  to  the  honors 
of  which  the  GoTemntent  of  July  had  promised  to  be 
laTish  with  Uie  young  millionnaire,  and  to  Isonch  him- 
self upon  a  mad  enterprise  which  wss  sore  to  be  bloody, 
and  to  bring  in  its  train  exile,  oonfiacation  of  goods, 
perhaps  death,  but  which  Michel,  young  as  be  wss,  had 
enough  good  sense  to  know  to  be  bopelees  of  suooess :  it 
wss  neeesBsry  to  do  all  that,  or  to  sabmit  to  his  btta  and 
forget  Mary. 

Let  TIB  admit  that  Michel  reflected  for  an  instant,  but 
be  did  not  hesital 
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Obetinacy  is  the  first  consequenoe  of  weakness,  which 
often  carries  obstinacy  to  the  point  of  ferocity. 

There  were,  moreover,  too  many  sound  arguments  t^) 
stimulate  the  haron's  inclination ,  to  leave  any  hope  that 
he  would  resist. 

Honor  made  it  his  duty  to  warn  the  CSomte  de  Bonne- 
ville of  the  danger  which  threatened  him  and  the  persoi. 
who  was  with  him.  And  upon  this  point  he  was  afraid 
he  had  already  delayed  too  long. 

So,  after  reflecting  a  few  seconds,  he  made  up  hi& 
mind. 

Notwithstanding  his  mother's  precautions,  Michel  had 
read  novels  enough  to  know  how  a  simple  pair  of  sheeU 
might  be  made  on  occasion  to  do  satisfactory  duty  as  a 
ladder,  and  his  thoughts  naturally  turned  to  that  means^ 
of  escape  in  the  first  place.  Unluckily,  his  chamber 
windows  were  just  over  those  of  the  pantry,  where  thej 
would  inevitably  see  him  hovering  between  heaven  and 
earth  when  he  undertook  his  descent, — although,  as  we 
have  said,  night  had  begun  to  fall.  Moreover,  it  was 
so  far  from  his  window  to  the  ground  that,  despite  his 
resolution  to  win  the  heart  of  his  love  at  the  price  of 
countless  risks,  our  young  lover  felt  a  cold  sweat  all 
over  his  body  at  the  idea  of  hanging  in  mid-air  at  such 
a  height  with  such  a  frail  support. 

There  was  an  enormous  Canada  poplar  directly  oppo- 
site his  windows,  the  branches  of  which  came  within 
four  or  five  feet  of  the  balcony. 

To  climb  down  that  poplar,  inexperienced  as  he  was 
in  bodily  exercise,  seemed  easy  enough  to  him.  Bat 
he  must  first  reach  the  branches,  and  he  had  not  con* 
fidence  enough  in  the  elasticity  of  his  legs  to  try  the 
jump. 

Necessity  brought  forth  invention. 
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him,  and  attribute  to  him  the  misfortunes  which  he  had 
not  warded  off  from  her  head  and  those  of  her  father 
and  sister  and  their  friends,  his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  noise  of  the  firing,  far  from 
slackening  his  gait,  made  him  think  only  of  greater 
speed.  Accelerating  his  pace,  he  soon  reached  the  first 
trees  of  Machecoul  forest. 

There,  instead  of  following  the  road,  which  would 
have  made  his  journey  some  minutes  longer,  he  took 
a  cross-path  which  he  had  taken  more  than  once  with 
a  similar  purpose  of  shortening  the  journey. 

Beneath  the  dark  archee  formed  by  the  tree-tope  over 
his  head,  falling  into  a  ditch  from  time  to  time,  stiim- 
bling  over  rocks  and  rubbing  against  briers  and  thomi, 
so  dark  was  the  night  and  so  narrow  the  path,  he  finally 
reached  what  was  called  the  Val  du  Diable. 

He  was  crossing  the  stream  which  fiows  through  it 
when  a  man,  rushing  out  suddenly  from  behind  a  clamp 
of  furze-bushes,  threw  himself  upon  him  and  seized  him 
so  suddenly  that  he  overturned  him  into  the  muddy  bed 
of  the  brook.  Pressing  the  cold  barrel  of  a  pistol  against 
his  temple,  he  said,  — 

"  Not  a  cry,  not  a  word,  or  you  are  a  dead  man!  " 

This  state  of  things,  so  uncomfortable  for  our  young 
friend,  lasted  for  a  moment,  which  seemed  to  him  a 
Mntury. 

The  stranger  had  his  knee  upon  his  breast  and  held 
him  as  he  had  fallen,  remaining  motionless  himself,  as 
if  expecting  some  one. 

At  last,  as  no  one  came,  he  imitated  the  cry  of  the 
screech-owl. 

A  similar  signal  answered  him  from  the  interior  of 
the  wood.  A  rapid  stride  was  heard,  and  a  new  person^ 
arrived  upon  the  scene. 
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*  Is  it  joo,  PiCHitf  *  said  'Skat  tobl  -w^'  Ibl  -^ 
under  his  knee. 

"Xo,  it 's  not  Pianxt,"  waa  the  Tsptr  :  ^  j;  1 1.* 
"  Who  aie  yoa  ?  * 

*  I  em  Jean  Onllier.* 

*  Jean  Oallier!  ^  czied  the  £ifii,  wx&i  sni^  arLltesai  ^ 
deli^bt  thst  he  hslf  rose  lo  Lis  feet  sue  MS'tritfL  i..t 
priscMier  propntionste  relieL  ^  Is  il  mhL'T  jiii.'i  T'il 
hsTe  leaLlj  escaped  from  the  B^  BneciHsi  '•  " 

*  Yes,  thankfl  to  joa  and  nx  c^her  frHszidiv.  T'ln  "w* 
hsTen't  a  seeond  to  lose  if  we  wiii.  tc  st^jc  a  p^aa 
calamity.'' 

*  What 's  to  he  d«Mie  f  Nov  thaX  jos  wsrt  frot  aotc 
vith  US,  aU  wiU  go  well." 

*  How  many  men  are  with  you }  ^ 

*  Then  were  eight  of  as  when  we  left  Montairn. 
The  Vieille-Vigne  hoys  reinforced  ns,  and  we  shoiLtd 
muster  fifteen  to  eighteoi  now.* 

*  How  aboat  guns  f  " 

*  Everyhody  has  oat^^ 

*  Good!     Where  did  yoa  leave  them f  " 
^  On  the  edge  of  the  wood." 

'  Ton  most  get  them  all  together.'' 

*  Very  well," 

*  Ton  know  the  Carrefoar  des  BagotsI " 
■  Like  my  own  pocket. " 

*  Yoa  will  await  the  soldiers  there,  — not  in  ambush, 
hot  openly.  Give  the  word  to  fire  when  they  are  twenty 
feet  from  yoor  men.  Kill  as  many  of  them  as  you  can ; 
there  will  be  so  many  reptiles  less. " 

•*  Very  well;  and  then!" 

"  As  soon  as  your  guns  are  empty,  you  will  separate 
into  two  parties;  one  will  retreat  by  the  La  Clouti^re 
path,  the  other  by  the  road  to  Boiirgnieux.     You  will 

YOL.  I.  —  18 
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Yeireal  slowly,  and  firing,  cxf  oomae;  joa  mu^  «ntiee 
them  to  chase  yoru" 

"  To  turn  them  off  their  road,  ehl " 

•*  Precisely,  Gv^rinl     That 's  it  piwaaely." 

"  Very  good,  but  what  about  you  1 " 

''  I  am  off  to  Souday,    I  must  be  there  in  ten  minutes.* 

"  Oh,  Jean  Oullier!  "  said  the  peasant,  dubiously. 

"Well,  what  is  itt  Do  you  distrust  me,  by  any 
chance  ?  " 

"  I  don't  say  that  I  distrust  you,  but  that  I  don't 
trust  anybody  else." 

**  I  must  be  at  Souday  in  ten  minutes,  I  tell  you;  and 
when  Jean  says  '/  must^^  why,  he  must!  Do  you  just 
keep  the  soldiers  busy  for  half  an  hour;  that 's  all  I  aA 
of  you. " 

''  Jean  Oullier  I  Jean  Oullier! " 

"What  is  it?" 

"Why,  suppose  the  gars  won't  wait  for  the  Bed 
Breeches  in  the  open  ? " 

"  Order  them  to  do  it  in  the  name  of  GU)d!  " 

"  If  it  was  you  who  ordered  them,  they  would  obey. 
But  when  I  —  And  then  there  's  Joseph  Picaut,  and 
you  know  very  well  that  he  will  do  what  he  sees  fit  in 
his  own  way." 

"  But  if  I  don't  go  to  Souday,  who  will  go  in  m; 
place  1 " 

"  I,  if  you  are  willing,  Jean  Oullier,"  said  a  Toice 
which  seemed  to  come  out  of  the  ground. 

"  Who  spoke  then  1 "  asked  the  keeper. 

"  A  prisoner  that  I  just  captured,"  replied  the  Ghoaaa. 

"  What 's  his  name  ? " 

"  Oh,  I  have  n't  asked  him! " 

"  What 's  your  name? "  asked  Jean,  roughly. 

"  I  am  the  Baron  de  la  Logerie,"  replied  the  yoath, 
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saeoeeding  in  attaining  a  sitting  poation;  for  tlis 
Vendean's  iion  hand  had  loosened  its  gnsp  in  soeh 
way  as  to  restora  hia  beedom  of  motion,  and  he  had 
profited  hj  the  opportonity  to  take  a  little  hveath. 

''Ah,  jonng  Michel!  You  here  again  1*  mattered 
Jean,  in  an  undertone,  and  anllenlj. 

''Yes;  when  li.  Gndiin  stopped  me,  I  was  on  mj 
way  to  Soaday  to  warn  my  friend  BonneTille  and  Petit- 
Pierre  that  their  hiding*pLiee  was  known.* 

"  How  did  yon  know  it  t  * 

*  I  learned  it  last  erening,  listening  to  a  eonTasation 
between  my  mother  and  Courtin." 

"How  is  it,  then,  with  such  good  intentions,  that 
yoa  hare  put  off  warning  your  friend  so  long  as  thisf  * 
retorted  Jean  Oollier,  in  a  sneering,  incrednloos  tone. 

"  Because  the  haronne  shut  me  np  in  my  room,  which 
is  on  the  second  floor,  and  I  was  n't  shle  to  get  away 
until  to*night,  when  I  escaped  hy  the  window  at  the 
risk  of  killing  myself." 

Jean  Oollier  reflected  a  moment.  His  prejudice 
against  eyerything  that  came  &om  La  Logerie  was  so 
strong,  and  he  hated  so  hitterly  every  <me  who  hore  the 
name  of  Michel,  that  he  was  very  loath  to  aeoept  tbe 
slightest  service  from  the  young  man;  for,  in  spite  of 
His  apparent  frankness  and  innocence,  the  suspicioas 
Vendean  wondered  if  his  good  will  was  not  a  doak  for 
some  treacherous  design. 

However,  he  realized  that  Cki^rin  was  right;  that 
he  alone,  at  a  supreme  crisis,  could  give  the  Chouans 
enough  confidence  in  themselves  to  induce  them  to  await 
the  enemy's  approach,  and  that  he  alone  could  cany 
out  the  necessary  measures  for  retarding  the  ppogreas  of 
the  soldieiB. 

Then,  too,  he  reasoned  with  himself  that  IGebel 
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-wDold  Ik  iHCtar  goalified  t^taa  sax  pcstuit  to  explain  to 
tbe  Camle  de  Baimeville  tiie  dBitgtT  whidi  vai  impeikl- 
iTfcg  And  BO,  Etiill  FrpTTi^iiTnp^  lie  colmittfid  to  th* 
nftoBBEin'  ftf  jjuuing  LimM'lf  imda'  oUigationa  to  the 
jDong  filiDcL  of  tbe  HicLtJ  fuiiilj. 

Bm  lie  oonid  nol  IxJp  nmUeiiiig, — 

'  Ah,  ran  vbelp!  rem  ma;  be  enre  tlut  I  do  it 
beesose  1  tan't  btJp  it:' 

*  TTtH,  BO  be  it,"  be  added  aJoud. 
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with  the  neighborhood  of  hia  mxter'a  «bod«  disturbed 
him  exceedingly. 

"Oh,  well,"  he  growled  at  Uri,  "we  will  put  all 
that  right  when  we  have  time! " 

■  Come,  yon,"  he  etid  to  Gn^rin,  *  eaU  joar  boya," 
The  Chonan  look  off  one  of  hia  aboes,  and  putting  it 

to  hia  month,  Uew  into  it  in  a  way  to  imitate  the  howl> 
ing  of  a  wolf. 

"  Do  jon  suppose  they  will  bear  that  1 "  naked  Jean. 

*  Sme !  I  came  np  the  wind  ao  as  to  be  able  to  cajj 
titan  together  if  neeenaiy." 

'It'aaeeleaa,  then,  to  wait  here  for  them.  Let  nsgg 
on  to  the  Carrefonr  dee  Ragota;  yon  can  call  them  in  ^ 
we  go  along,  and  we  shall  gain  to  much  time." 

'About  bow  much  ahead  of  the  soldiers  are  yonf » 
asked  Gnerin,  diring  into  the  uiderlmuh  in  Oullie*' 
wake. 

■  A  good  half-bwr.  They  stopped  at  the  farm  of 
la  Piebardieie." 

■  1m  Piehaidierel'  exclaimed  Gn^rin,  abebvtedjy 
-To  be  aore;  FMeal  Piaut  wiJl  act  as  their  niA 

Isn't  he  the  man  for  that  I-  *    "^ 

-pMod    Picaal  will   nerer  guide    anybody  «j^, 

Pascal  Pioa  wiU  aem  wake  again !"  .aid  GnftiT^ 

solema  tocca.  '  "> 

■Ala!'  "iJOallier, ■thenitwsabet' 
•Tea;  it  w^■.- 
*' AmI  yea  killed  bin  T  ' 

-H.  faaite  ..i  «lkd  fo,  vi^:  the  «i,i™  

wilfci»hatfagMAuta<M.     W,  iad  .^,  i„  ,  ,'T  ^* 


r 
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•His  brother  r* 

•  Yes,  Joseph. " 

^  He  was  looking  on,"  said  Ou^rin. 

Jean  Oollier  shook  himself,  like  a  wolf  who  veeeives 
a  charge  of  buck-shot  in  his  side.  His  sturdy  nature 
had  forced  itself  to  accept  all  the  consequences  of  a 
terrible  struggle,  as  civil  conflicts  always  are;  but  be 
had  not  foreseen  this,  and  it  made  him  shiTer  with 
horror. 

To  conceal  his  emotion  from  Gu^rin,  he  quickened 
his  step,  and  unmindful  of  the  darkness,  made  his  way 
oyer  the  bushes  and  willow  clumps  as  rapidly  as  when 
he  was  supporting  his  dogs. 

Gu^rin,  who  stopped  now  and  then  to  blow  in  his 
shoe,  could  hardly  keep  up  with  him. 

Suddenly  he  heard  him  whistling  softly  to  warn  him 
to  halt. 

At  that  moment  they  had  arrived  at  a  spot  called  the 
Saut  de  Baug^,  only  a  short  distance  from  the  Carrefoor 
des  Bagots. 


rr-'^'t'-*  i^  _ 


■faa  :in*:  Bflrajs'  Ja:.   s»er»M  oause  a   sac  ;i_v  -jrbc 
'fan  xuiiitreE^  •—"'E'   :i    Cb  t^^   luux   rnxa  za    wc.  kou 


I  jeav-  ■air.  .aaa^n   ri-.Ti.  -w^i.   »r;.r 


m  J^iiw  TOO.  -*Tiiea  -tTr^^r.B<t  ..aaa* '  ^4<■  sn:-i3    /.  * 
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xirf    ntber  sidc^     ^Bnt  h  is  neoeBsaxy  — "  be  added, 

ioiiiLuu:  bemud- 

*  Tnai  ijit  iioxT  fitioiQd  jndu  us.* 

*  H«Pt  ihpT  fine.,''  slic  Gngrin.  **  See,  here  's  Patry, 
imTt  an  xiip  GsmtuflT  brniheis,  t^  people  from  Vieille* 
TiiTiit.  and  ^oaenL  Picant.'* 

vmlber  timwn   bwst  xu  BToid  lookiiig  at  the  last* 


Tbf^  CiionauB  did.  ir  miL^  appear  on  all  aidea;  one 
a:  maTF  staneic  iq  from  iKsLind  eTcij  tree  and  ont  of 
f  vfiTT  biisL- 

>{uii.  xber  wBif-  al  topffther, 

'  Xt  an-TK,^  sue  vlesi.  C^uHiflc,  ''siiee  La  Yend^  baa 
iKH*j.  Zjk  Tender,  xiua  if  xr-  sy  smat  die  learned  to  figh^ 
likfm  nevfi*  bftF  beer  a  Ofcx  -vrbsL  ber  cLUdren  have  been 
mm  ioudl'T  c&Iiftd  moL  n  sbrtir  xbeir  ocmiage  and  tbeir 
ii^xi^.  If  we  dr>  nm  cbeck  L.iciF  Pbilippe'a  troopSi  I 
xi.iL.k  thai  a  p^ax  Tmsforrnitf  wiL  htibJl ;  ao  great  a  mis- 
i  imnrn.  HIT  ciiidrezu  thai  slL  the  f^^  <^  oor  pioYinee 
^m  Iv  efiaoei.  For  ilvt^i^  1  am  fuDr  detennined  to 
jf^^e  JLT  YoDCB  m  the  Sam  at  Iiaiu*e  before  I  will  allow 
xLif  xLiefmal  oahmm  to  p&f&  ^ 

*  Sr  wiH  we,  Jean  Onliiflc.*'  awe  rrwr  Tcnoe. 

**  t>.xvi!  I  expected  no  jeaF  ±raB  the  Bien  wbo  lol- 
j:wf^i  me  from  Montaii:!!.  V  TKene  ne,  aad  nnfincdttl 
0  'me  nr'W,  to  make  a  becTLTiTTu:;,  wiial  do  jna  aaj  to 
l"/:i:nc  me  iiash  this  cart  «*  tif  -it  cc  1^  bUL* 

*■  1j!»i  's  trr  it.  *  said  the  TfaSf^LTtR, 

inH>f-r  jd*  >.7!Twg-.}f  as  i^ir  bead,  aad  ^bit  hmrj 
T>-L>r>^  anme  pss^iac  ^  t^  uLeek,  <Ata»  bebind. 
w^Jif  fdrit  :??  tex  irew  i:  'H  ibe  liadl^  paned  aalely 
arr.>>«:  Ti»e  b.-^:.  a::»i  was  brc^se^i  rainier  tban  paDed  to  Iba 

. ■«     *    Jt    A.ZK    ..— i^ 


i^tirr  jJt  ShirrSL  ^Sti^ 


^Xpv:,    ai  yviL  ^  mbl  jk  jl  judm^    ul  ^ksl  mat 

tsuk  MbL  iijlinr  ttiu  »  I  nnm  lupr  -wlL  Tfcndt  «ii»vJT 
Wu*!  OomiL-Ljfii.  JL  JBBSL  &  -^ncT-  Mi^  :zi  ihL-^  'amm.  ^fser 
Toc,  ^  jiiwiTiiii,  uax.  mov-  ^miL  >iizinc7~.  'voieBr  xavr 
u«  teimL  II  UL  "iht  nsusr  jooiL  me^  kf^f?  ssxa^ 
■Sf ''    wxj  ^UBL  w^  'vdL  ^   f^qcT"  niiu  mi  ^ns  i.ir 


of  tae  svQBio^  JBUI  js&  Jwl  sxii  Goifca.  SL^eKlMr. 

T^  S.rtuiH'  ^honr  'iTmwHf  ifiic  ^m.  ois  ^g^^"***^,  and  pal 

"him  car  SS  "sii*  gfrmjiti^ 

*  ThiBv  jzs  ^""Twq^  *  Oft  sol :  **  zhay  an  ^«"»tt>g 
rtia^s  iJLHiff  'SIB  Simiiiy  aovL  as  if  diej  knew  it  pei^ 
feedr  w*aL     Wio  ^iift  •leTil  eaa  ba  guiiing  thiaiD,  now 


» •» 


B&vif  finmii  aomft  paaaant  at  the  fimn, 
and  ■■■■bI  hniL  nton  flsrics*'' 

*  Im  ^afi  (EBa  cfaos  s  aaothflr  goide  to  be  taken  from 
llieai.  IzL  dift  ieptiia  of  Miaciieconl  forest,  without  a 
guide,  BoC  oils  of  thodi  wiH  ever  get  hack  to  ^fontaiga!  " 

*  Irffwf  fibfl^  wQiL't !    But  yua  an  not  armed,  Jean 


'Akft!^  n^Eed  tine  old  Vendean,  l«tg^i^Tg  between 
hie  iee&    '^  I  hsvs  &  ewpiin  wfaieh  will  «io  xman  ex»' 
Am  jonr  aaefaiiift;  aid  in  ten  ounnlee,  if  ererj- 
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thing  goes  as  I  hope,  never  yon  fear  that  there  '11  be  &• 
lack  of  guns  along  the  Sant  de  Bang^." 

He  rose  as  he  spoke,  and  went  back  up  the  hill  to  ti 
cart,  having  gone  half-way  down  to  see  that  hia  men  w»  • 
disposed  as  he  wished. 

It  was  full  time ;  as  he  reached  the  crest  of  the  ridLV 
he  heard  stones  rolling  under  the  horses'  feet  on  \ 
opposite  slope,  and  saw  the  sparks,  struck  by  their  ir  • 
hoofs. 

The  vety  air,  too,  was  alive  with  the  commotion  wl: 
announces  the  approach  of  a  body  of  armed  men,  in  :. 
night. 

''Go,  and  join  your  men"  b®  "dd  to  Ouftin; 
remain  here." 

«  What  fort" 

"  You 'U  soon  find  out." 

Ou^rin  obeyed. 

Jean  OulHer  glided  under  the  cart  and  waited. 

Gu^rin  had  scarcely  taken  his  place  with  his  compa!: 
ions  when  the  two  chasseurs  acting  an  the  adTsnc- 
guard  reached  the  edge  of  the  swamp. 

Seeing  the  doubtful  character  of  the  ground,  ther 
stopped,  undecided  what  to  do. 

"  Straight  ahead ! "  cried  a  firm  voice,  of  feminine 
quality.     "  Straight  ahead!  " 

The  chasseurs  rode  on  into  the  swamp,  and  thanks  to 
the  bush-marked  road,  they  crossed  it  without  acddent, 
and  kept  on  up  the  slope,  rapidly  drawing  near  to  the 
cart,  and  consequently  to  Jean  Oullier. 

When  they  were  within  twenty  feet  of  him,  Jein, 
under  the  cart,  seized  the  rear  axle  with  his  handi^  aiMi 
putting  his  feet  up  on  the  forward  one,  drew  himsdf 
dose  up  against  the  cart-body,  and  remained  perfectly  ittD. 

The  chasseuiB  soon  reached  the  spot^   and  eTamhwd 


lixt 


*^ 


4r 


TIM      E- 
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"  Fire  away,  boys !  " 

A  flash  came  from  every  bush  on  the  borders  of  tha 
swamp,  and  a  storm  of  bullete  whistled  about  the  little 
band. 

The  voice  which  gave  the  order  to  fire  came  from  a 
point  in  advance  of  the  column,  while  all  the  firing  was 
in  the  rear;  and  the  general,  who  was  an  old  hand  at 
this  sort  of  warfare,  and  as  cunning  as  Jean  Oulliar 
himself,  understood  the  trick. 

"Forward I"  he  cried;  "don't  lose  a  moment  in 
answering  their  fire.     Forward!  forward!  " 

The  troop  pushed  on,  and  despite  the  incessant  fusil- 
lade, reached  the  top  of  the  hill. 

While  the  general  and  his  men  were  making  their 
way  up  the  slope,  Jean  OullJer,  sheltered  by  the  bashes, 
rapidly  descended,  and  joined  hie  companions. 

"  Bravo  I  "  said  Qu^rin.  "  All,  if  we  had  only  had 
ten  pairs  of  arms  like  yours,  and  a  few  more  loaded 
carts  like  that,  we  should  be  free  of  the  cursed  soldien 
for  good  and  all." 

"Humph!"  rejoined  Oullier,  "  I  am  not  so  well 
pleased  as  yon  seem  to  be.  I  hoped  they  would  turn 
bock,  and  they  have  done  nothing  of  the  sort;  they 
have  apparency  kept  right  on.  To  the  Garrefoor  det 
Kagota  then,  as  fast  as  our  1^;b  will  carry  us. " 

"  Who  saya  that  the  Bed  Breeches  have  gone  on  I " 

Oullier  approached  the  spot  whence  the  voice  came, 
and  recc^piited  Joseph  Picaut.  The  Vendean,  with  one 
knee  on  the  ground,  and  bis  gun  by  his  side,  was  con- 
scientiously emptying  the  pockets  of  three  soldiers  whom 
Jean's  pouderooa  projectile  hoc 
to  death. 

The  old  keeper  tamed  away 
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"listen  to  Joeeph,"  said  Guerin  in  Oiilleri  -ar. 
'tJBten  to  him;  6tr  ha  can  see  in  the  iazk  .Jte  i  ai. 
and  his  adrice  is  Dot  to  be  deapiaed. ' 

"Well  now,  I  pntend  to  saj,"  'Manzae-i  ?-!3cs 
stuffing  his  booty  in  a  wallet  which  ha  inTuai.!?  -v — r"i 
with  hiTii, —  "  I  pretend  to  say  tjut  »■"■—  -.hav  ^t  .-i  :l£ 
top  of  the  hill,  the  Bines  hftTO  n  1  ■.iut"'!  k  rvi. 
Hare  n't  yon  any  eara,  yon  feliowii,  that  •'■•!  u.n  -  jxi 
them  stamping  aroond  up  there  like  iheeo  jl  'Leir  :^u;.! 
Well,  if  yon  don't  hear  them,  I  <lo:  " 

■We  moat  make  sore,"  said  Oailier  "jj  '  '•■:•:•• — ;.  iia 
•Toiding  the  neceaeity  of  replying  V)  J-iSf^rri. 

"  Yon  are  right,  Jean  Qnllier,  ami  t  -f~.^  a>  3T-«ti 
Gn^hn  answered. 

He  cnMsed  the  swamp,  climbed  iiaii-«^T   ;r;    t*    j^ 

and  then,  lying  flat  on  hia  face,  Tiaw^i  ...^  ic  -j - 

between  the  rocks  and  bualiea,  and  m  w.:::?  -Lji  l. 
leares  haidly  moved  a*  he  paaaeti  ^,nz. 

In  thia  way  he  nached  *  point  vwfi  -.L.t-j  :-  li 
HIL  When  he  w«a  within  thirty  fcwtt  if  -jj:  ,,-_  ^ 
itood  np,  pat  his  hat  on  the  end  of  a  v.-.^:!.  tc:  >q,:-<>i 
it  above  his  head.  On  the  iimtant  %  4hr,t  tu-^  ,  ^  -l'  • 
the  sommit,  and  the  hat  flew  tweniy  fi^c  vm  l-  irr.:^  : 

"  He  was  right, "  aaid  Jean  Onllii-r,  la  -j-.  VK-_-t  t. 
report.  "  Bat  how  doee  it  hanptn.  ttuis  '..t^'-  -^ ' 
lenonneed  their  plani     Wm  thfiir  srijin  <...•-':  '  ' 

"Their  guide  was  not  kiUeii,"  said  J'mi-.'^'c,  li  a  (uu. 
t«  voice. 

"  Did  yon  see  him  1  "  asked  a  voice ;  for  O*:^ 
seemed  determined  not  to  speak  directly  to  Fica^iC 

-Tea." 

"Becognize  himl" 

"I 
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^Then,''  muttered  Oullier  to  hiroaelf,  ^it  imiBt  be 
that  they  have  bad  enough  of  quagmires,  and  the  air 
of  the  marsh  seems  unhealthy  to  them.  They  're  out  of 
reach  of  our  bullets  behind  those  rocks,  and  no  doubt 
they  mean  to  stay  there  till  daylight." 

In  fact  they  soon  saw  a  few  feeble  fires  starting  up 
along  the  crest  of  the  ridge;  they  gradually  burned 
brighter,  increasing  in  size,  until  the  bushes  which  grew 
in  the  crevices  of  the  difis  could  be  clearly  seen  in  the 
ruddy  light. 

"  This  is  all  Tery  strange,  if  their  guide  is  still  with 
them, "  said  Oullier.  *'  Howeyer,  it 's  possible ;  and  ts 
they  will  still  go  by  way  of  tiie  Carref our  das  Bagots, 
if  they  change  their  mind,  do  you  Gu^rin,"  he  added 
as  he  saw  that  the  scout  had  returned  to  his  place  by 
his  side,  '*go  there  with  your  men." 

**  Very  well,"  said  Gudrin. 

''If  they  keep  on  toward  Souday,  you  know  what 
to  do ;  if  on  the  other  hand  they  really  have  bivouacked 
at  the  Saut  de  Baug^,  you  can  leave  them  to  stew 
around  their  fire;  it  will  be  useless  to  attack  theuL" 

"  Why  so  i "  interposed  Picaut 

Thus  directly  questioned  as  leader,  and  r^;arding  an 
order  given  by  himself,  Oullier  had  no  choice  but  to 
reply. 

"  Because, "  he  said,  ''  it 's  a  crime  to  expose  the  lif« 
of  brave  men  for  no  purpose.** 

"  Why  not  say  right  out,  Jean  Oullier  —  " 

**  Say  whatt "  demanded  the  old  keeper,  interruptiDg 
him  quickly. 

"Say,  'Because  my  masters,  ^e  noblemen,  whose 
servant  I  am,  no  longer  need  to  have  these  brave  men 
throw  away  their  lives;'  if  you  said  that,  you  would 
tell  the  truth  for  once,  Jean  Oullier." 
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He  started  to  move  away,  but  not  a  soul  Btirred,  or  said 
a  word. 

Picaut,  when  his  proposition  was  received  thus  with 
universal  silence,  made  an  angry  gesture,  and  plunged 
into  the  thickets. 

Jean  Oullier  took  his  words  for  mere  bravado,  and 
dismissed  them  with  a  contemptuous  shrug  of  the 
shoulders. 

"  Be  off,  boys,  be  off  I "  he  said  to  the  Chouans,  "to 
the  Garrefour  des  Ragots,  at  double  quick  I  Follow  the 
bed  of  the  stream  as  far  as  the  Quatrea-Yents,  and  in 
fifteen  minutes  you  will  be  there." 

"  And  you,  Jean  Oullier  f "  queried  Gu^rin. 

**  Oh,  I  must  hurry  off  to  Souday, "  replied  the  oM 
keeper,  "  and  see  if  Michel  did  as  he  agreed." 

The  little  squad  marched  obediently  away,  follow- 
ing down  the  course  of  the  stream,  as  Oullier  had 
advised. 

The  old  man  was  left  alone. 

He  listened  for  a  few  seconds  to  the  splashing  of  the 
water  by  the  Chouans,  but  the  noise  was  soon  indistin- 
guishable from  that  of  the  many  little  water-faUs,  and  he 
turned  his  head  toward  the  soldiers. 

The  rocks  upon  the  summit  where  the  column  had 
halted  formed  a  little  ridge  running  from  east  to  west, 
in  the  direction  of  Souday. 

On  the  east  it  came  to  an  end,  about  two  hundred  feet 
from  the  spot  on  which  the  foregoing  incidents  had 
occurred,  in  a  gentle  slope  down  to  the  stream,  whose 
bed  the  Chouans  had  taken  to  turn  the  enemy's  camp. 

On  the  west  it  continued  for  nearly  half  a  league ;  and 
as  it  approached  Souday,  it  became  even  steeper  and 
higher,  and  its  sides  more  precipitous  and  bare. 

On  this  side  it  ended  in  a  real  precipice,  formed  bj 


r 
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enonnom  peipeiidieidar  joda^   xuiiig   sheer  from  the 
brook  which  moiwtmed  their  base. 

Onoe  or  twice  in  hk  Hfe  peih^M^  Jean  Oallier  had 
risked  the  deaoeal  ai  tLs  pncipiee  in  order  to  outstrip 
the  boar  his  dogs  wck  yir^^irtg,, 

The  deaoent  was  sade  hj  a  path  hidden  by  tufts  of 
furse,  barelj  a  ioac  wi^:  h  wmm  ealled  the  Viette  dea 
Biqnes, — that  ii  v>  aar.  tee  goat's  path,  —  and  waa 
known  onhr  to  a  Spw  i,'::iz^n, 

Jean  OuIBer  Linatf  lofi  sdiie  the  deacent  with  such 
difficulty,  and  at  sas.  piac  rak,  tLat  it  seemed  imposai. 
hk  to  him  that  arj  me  laniui  fs-am  of  uging  that  paaa 
in  the  night  tniK. 

If  then  thfc  kaikr  -f  in*  injinle  fi-.n»  desired  to  pur- 
ane  his  aggzeaBrre  r.  '^-aii^nr  ^pon  .Monday,  he  must 
either  follow  li*  T»r.  khi  ji  -iutt  aae  M  in  with  the 
Chonans  at  tie  '.jcx-:r  vs  Itujota,  ir  retrace  his  steps 
and  deaoenc  rr  i-^  porr..":;: ...  .lope  ::o  the  biook,  which 
the  Choaane  lsll  zntu-  aiip>  >f. 

But  the  hr.'js:  ?wr--  ,  TOTwdwahle  tnbutary  only  a 
abort  di^  -^..-    ::   T.r.nie  a  torrent,  and  a  rapid 

T  f  ."^   ""   *^'   ^n^  eorered   with   briers 

which  mMUr  ^^  ^r^.^. ...     Tl^ei^fore  thei^  was  no 


M.,t' 


i^AMlj  ill  at  oaae. 


first  a,*mm'^    z:.     ..z:    i.. 


wiiicL  ^ifiltBec    tk^  it^  &■  -wind  «m  kMoniif 
jee'uigr  am:  ieehier. 

JHi  mxi  aui'  ii|>  is  Kind :  Ik  toc^  i^  i^m  eoom 
Qn^^i,  iuc  t^nt  Did  ^nuiinwd  ffrmihr  iM^ara  i  ooIt  hi 
dul  lun  Etoi^  at  C-tnem.  iuc  oihia.  tm-  tLirdt  ctf  tba  w|f 
nc.  }1(  CHvied  CB  mtil  hf-  iwiliml  ibe  foot  oi  tin 
jmnTM»  bUMke  of  suae  iciiii^  iooBiBd  «  Mrt  of  giidk 

Thfli!  at  ItfTim"  imeiitl;,  iait  ^^ri  ixS  tta  ili|,ktrt 

Tit  softir  SMC  iii^BeHB^  bkiall  bd^it,  aal  pHwd 

Ttw-  plaee  'wbf  deaened.  'ttir  fiiw  ifaE  •maitV«l.  nd 

■■Twr^iinp  ijj  xti  lliiiiiiimli  I*,  and  tm-'Mi^  tliMBKlm  irt 

Jean  (tullio  climbed  UuHopk  iMilaniuL  1^  n^^  ad 
leapad    down   i^kb   tltt   qxS   vdisR   be  had   ^foad 

tiie  Btiidieie  to  lie.      ''"  "  ' '''  "    ' 

That  he  HIM 
ponJv  lo  cftU  bk 

li£  Tiifibiid  alaiw  li 
There  TH  nor 

^mded  Hie  Boldifl 

GtMt  u  vtn 
gHRMid  fiAvad  to 
flat  rocki  liiddm 
bling  OTcr  gnnib 
lu«  fatii  likB  nL 
Umhw  vhkb  ton 
length  of  ttu  nd 

When  he  nm 
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akntion   iriiidt  vveiloolEed  tiie  vsUay,  «nd  saw  tiie 


They  were  jnst  reaching  the  foot  of  the  precipiM;  tbey 
had  taken  all  &e  riska  of  the  Tiette  dea  Biqnea^  and  h; 
the  light  of  the  torches  which  they  carried,  he  eonkl  ne 
Uiem  filing  serpent-like  along  the  nlley. 

Jean  Oullier  pnshed  with  all  his  strength  against  tba 
eoomioiiB  rock  he  had  mounted,  hofring  to  looaan  it,  and 
md  it  cnsfaing  down  upon  their  heads.  Bat  his  bonta 
of  mad  rage  were  powerleai;  a  sneering  bragh  answered 
the  impracationa  witli  which  he  accompanied  tfaoB. 

He  turned  hia  head,  with  the  thoi^ht  ttiat  none  but 
Satan  eould  laugh  like  that,  and  saw  Joseph  Ficant. 

'  Well,  Master  Jean, "  said  he,  rising  op  from  behind 
t  fmae-biiah,  "  m  mj  opinion  my  lookout  waa  kecoav 
than  yoora;  aalj  yon  made  me  waste  my  time.  I  aniTed 
too  late,  and  now  yonr  friends  may  get  cooked." 

"  Mon  Dieu,  mot  Dieu  /  "  cried  OnUier,  tearing  bis 
hair,  "  who,  in  Heaven's  name,  conld  gnide  tbem  down 
the  Viette  dea  Biqnest" 

"At  aU  byvsAb,"  said  Pieaot)  "the  oae  who  did  it 
shall  not  guide  them  back  again,  over  that  road  or  any 
other.  Lock  at  her  now,  Jean  OnUier,  if  yon  want  to 
see  her  aliTO." 

Jean  Onllier  leaned  forward  again. 

The  soldieia  bad  enned  Hm  brook,  and  formed  aroond 
the  genemL  In  the  midst  of  them,  banUy  a  hmtdred 
ysrda  away,  bat  sapanted  Iran  tba  two  »(■  by  a 
yswning  chasm,  tbey  wpied  a  wmnan,  wbo  was  pooK- 
ing  ont  to  tlw  general  wifii  ber  fapr  tb  load  b«  waa 
to  take. 

'Itimia^Tiantl'  emd  OhOme. 

TbeCbaoaBindeaanply;  faot  ha  fo*  hia  giB  to  hia 
shonlder,  and  deHbenUely  took  aim. 
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Jean  Oallier  tamed  aionnd  at  the  noise  the  vilkiii 
made,  and  threw  op  the  gun-harzel  just  as  he  pulled 
the  trigger. 

"  Wretch! "  he  cried,  "  at  least  give  her  time  to  boiy 
your  hrother.** 

The  shot  was  spent  in  the  air,  and  the  ballet  lost 
itself  in  space. 

"  Damn  yoa ! "  yelled  Picaat,  in  a  furious  rage,  seinng 
his  gun  by  the  barrel,  and  aiming  a  terrible  blow  witk 
the  stock  at  the  head  of  Jean  Oullier,  who  was  entirelj 
unprepared  for  the  attack;  "damn  you,  I  treat  sach 
Whites  as  you  just  as  I  treat  the  Blues! " 

Notwithstanding  his  herculean  strength,  the  old  Yen- 
dean  fell,  first  upon  his  knees,  but  not  being  able  to 
maintain  that  position,  he  rolled  over  the  cliff.  As  he 
fell,  he  tried  to  save  himself  by  holding  on  to  a  tuft  of 
furze  which  his  hand  instinctively  seized;  but  he  felt 
it  yield  gradually  with  the  weight  of  his  body. 

Dizzy  as  he  was,  Oullier  did  not  lose  consciousnesB 
altogether,  and  expecting  every  instant  that  the  fragile 
twigs  which  held  him  suspended  over  the  abyss  would 
break  in  his  hands,  he  commended  his  soul  to  Grod 

At  that  moment  he  heard  shots  upon  the  heath,  and 
saw  the  accompanying  flashes  through  his  half-dosed 
eyes. 

Hoping  that  the  Chouans  had  come  up,  under  Gu^rin's 
guidance,  he  tried  to  shout;  but  his  voice  seemed  to  he 
imprisoned  in  his  chesty  and  he  could  not  raise  the  leaden 
hand  which  stopped  the  breath  on  his  lips. 

He  was  like  a  man  in  a  fearful  nightmare ;  and  the 
pain  caused  by  the  suspense  became  so  acute  that  he 
imagined  —  forgetting  the  blow  he  had  received — that 
he  could  see  the  bloody  sweat  pouring  down  from  his  foie- 
head  upon  his  chest. 
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CHAPTEB  XXVn. 

THB  eX7X8T8  AT  80UDAT. 

Thb  day  following  the  arrival  of  the  Gomte  de  Bonne- 
ville and  his  companion  at  the  Chftteau  de  Souday,  the 
maiqnis  returned  from  his  expedition,  or  eonf erenee. 

As  he  alighted  from  his  horse  the  worthy  gentlenum 
ezhihited  the  most  fiendish  ill-temper. 

He  took  his  daughters  roundly  to  task  for  not  coming  to 
the  door  to  meet  him,  hurled  maledictions  at  Jean  OuUier 
for  taking  leave  to  go  to  Montaigu  fair  without  his  oon- 
sent,  and  quarrelled  with  the  cook,  who,  in  the  abeenee  of 
the  major-domo,  came  to  hold  his  stirrup,  and  instead  of 
holding  the  one  on  the  off-side,  clung  with  all  her  strength 
to  the  other,  and  thereby  forced  the  marquis  to  alight  on 
the  side  away  from  the  steps. 

As  he  entered  the  parlor,  M.  de  Souday  continued  to 
vent  his  wrath  in  such  energetic  monosyllabic  terms,  that 
Bertha  and  Mary,  accustomed  as  their  ears  were  to  the 
liberties  which  the  old  emigrS  allowed  himself  in  the 
matter  of  language,  hardly  knew  which  way  to  look. 

In  vain  did  they  put  forth  their  sweetest  blandish- 
ments to  smooth  the  wrinkles  from  their  father's  care- 
worn brow;  nothing  seemed  to  have  that  effect.  And  as 
he  warmed  his  feet  at  the  fire,  the  marquis  went  on 
switching  his  high  boots  with  the  whip  he  held  in  his 
hand,  apparently  deeply  grieved  because  said  boots  were 
not  Messieurs  So-and-so  and  So-and-so,  to  whom  he 
applied  many  expressive  and  uncomplimentary  epithets 
while  he  toyed  with  the  handle  of  his  whip. 


In  fftCt,  for  RJIIIL  tOBT  IkP 

pleftsmcB  of  like  dbam :  1b 
gaping  orer  lb  'vinflt  ^viu^ 


erening*^;  the  ,^rTs  of  firtHiittp  iifeL  Beeoo^  Trior^r     ^ml. 
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the  Bf  FiiTB  vIku  tJiwiT  mntTif  tanwv  ci3~  a.  mci^ 

snnunon  all  ibeix  gtrpmgtL.  at  i:  &    uFfuag^  ii? 
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iacfajif,  evcsT-dar  iiecLijjaiicm&  icl'  -cmnv    ei««..  ::r' 
kua,  md  tikim^xt  ihA  laic  vmcihemmr  c    .  j»«ir   ^o*- 
dee  'would  Ik  jnai  tin?  thinf:  icr  lu-  e«^  •^nrr'..      /^c 
for  an  iTift^^^  did  h^  douo;  tnc  n*  -vrrr^i     na    «^..:. 
in  the  adtvntimnK  liSt  of  Iik  ncruflc   tl    \if  irr ,  -^j 
of  wiii^  "tiK   memoT'    i*ctrv 


^nMBvfoR  lie  Imd  fliiW?iWM8fcKnIr'  'VHif^otiK*  \i»-  r**^ 
peet  of  an  npsdflin^  Anr  l -politisfc  '...^:r*Mui«'  r  .^x 
•Oft,  oraiiTng  jvM  in  tits'  met  or  tisK  'W'lt.u  e:t*«r  «<i*- 
mote  pRiflf  cd  aonethini'  wmci  it*  jibc  ix  la  :  *r  .  * . 
naire  egtitiBm  nanj  ti^at  iait^HK.  it  ^v^::  i^e  ^«*- 
vliole  vixrld  iraa  enafeed  anc  &^  n.  kchx  !-•  ij*> 
Mofv  pexfect  aatnbBbtK  of  ancL  a  wortir'  vexacxias*  a 
the  Marqidf  de  Souobt.  Hvx  tut  iiail  iomu.  an::TU^  i.j» 
eo^Rliponiata  a  lukuawuiuiuab  and  a  dasiR  io: 


SoBK  clasmfid  thait  jmhtic 
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oihen  that  it  wu  Jipprndant  to  m&ke  aof  atUmpt 
iritboat  being  usand  at  a  dsfectioa  ia  the  aimj. 
Others  bad  iosisted  that  religioas  and  political  «otha> 
siasm  was  qmte  dead  amomg  the  peasants,  and  that  it 
would  be  diScolt  to  induce  them  to  fight.  And  tha 
impnlsire  nurqais,  who  oould  not  believe  that  ill 
Franoe  was  not  ready,  since  a  little  campaign  seemed 
to  him  a  charming  pastime,  and  Jean  Oullier  had 
cleaned  up  his  best  carbine,  and  his  daughten  bad 
embroidered  a  scarf  and  a  bleeding  heart,  —  the  marquii, 
we  UT,  bad  hlantly  told  his  friends  what  he  thought 
of  them,  and  letDined  to  bis  chitean,  diagosted  with 
the  world  in  general. 

MaiT,  who  knew  how  deeply  ha  father  respected  the 
old-fashiAned  badiiions  of  baEf>iUlity,  took  advantage 
of  a  slight  lull  in  the  testy  old  gentleman's  ill-ham<K 
to  aiu>f>cn(«  to  him  mildly  the  presenee  of  the  Comte 
de  F.-inHFT-irit  al  the  duoean,  btqung  thns  to  torn  him 
asj.if  friim  Lis  wratli, 

*K,inT>eT-.'.!*;  Rinneviil*!  Who's  BoniMTillet" 
p^TL^'iisi  ti>r  mar^Tiis.  ''  Scvne  petiy  clerk  or  lawya, 
I  «G>rv«w.  —  one  of  these  o>Sioen  who  qwing  up  with 
liter  f  :u-^eU  sll  <m,  or  one  of  the  bnggaits  who  hars 
wif'?  ^.7f^i  a  ^.'4  exMpi  wiih  tbeir  toogne;  a  eoxconb 
«}>.>  w:'.l  saof'-v  iiif.vn  «s  that  we  mvsL  wait  and  let 
F';.-.'^7^pf  exi^j=^  hi*  Tvoslahrr !  As  if,  even  aappcaiBg 
p  .  ...i^.iT  V  V  MMsual.  ii  wocld  not  be  a  mvA  nm- 
iv:?  wjLT  u«  w,-«t  ii  K?  forcer  king!' 

"^  1  Mif  i*ja  M.  we  Mirq'^  is  in  biw  of  ai 

Svv.ij,i"*  *->vw. 
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The  Btnnger  had  come  aotBeleflslr  in  al  a  dd«  door; 
uid  the  marquia,  whoee  back  was  tamed  to  hiia  tIub 
he  entered,  tras  too  absorbed  in  beated  objm^atioits  to 
take  heed  of  the  aigoa  by  which  hia  dangbten  tiied  to 
inform  him  that  one  of  their  guests  was  {w««miL 

Petit-Pierre  —  for  it  waa  he  —  appeared  lo  be  ab«:t 
■ixteen  to  eighteen  years  of  age ;  but  he  was  Ttwj  tltoria 
and  frail  for  his  years.  His  &ce  was  pale,  a£.J  the 
long  black  curia,  which  formed  a  frame  for  i^  bl^^  ica 
pallor  more  striking.  Hia  great  bloe  ejcs  iL4c«  wizk 
intellect  and  spirit ;  his  finely  cttt  mouth,  ilizi-^j  r^n— < 
up  at  the  comers,  was  lightened  with  a  i^ixLi^T-.ta 
■mile.  Hia  prominent  chin  implied  itncfti  ei  will 
beyond  the  common.  Lastly,  a  Blighclj  k{-i^ui«  3f-.a« 
completed  a  physiognomy  the  distinguished  ati  -,t  wiiiuL 
contrasted  oddly  with  his  caetome. 

"M.    Petit-Pierre,"   said   Bertha,  taking  ib>  atfv 
comer  by  the  hand  and  preaentii^  hioi  to  attt  fa'r*f_ 
The    marquis    bowed  low,    and   the  j<-"i:i^  71  win  I 
responded  with  a  graceful  salute. 

The  old  tmigri  was  bat  little  ponied  by  ;c«  vM03i» 
and  name  of  Petit-Pieire.  The  great  wv  ami  kki^^ 
lomed  him  to  such  sotviqsets,  tM-w^th  wiii^  v-rr.m  ^f 
the  highest  rank  concealed  their  biaxzirr.  nut  ii  -j. 
di^niaes  to  which  they  resorted  to  Iti<ie  ■^-jt-.i  -i^r  ■— j 
distinction.  He  was  extremely  iiuere^eff  hr.v^ 
by  the  exeeesire  youth  of  hia  guest  ' 

"  Heademoiselles  de  Sooday  tell  me,  nuioitirtnr  ■•  m-  r 
he,  "  that  they  were  fbrtmiate  enough  Iwt  e-r'^-  'tr  •  ' 
able  to  be  of  some  aerrice  to  yoa  aai  yoir  f.-jmit  X  ^ 
Comte  de  BonneTille.  I  am  doofaly  »,rry  -cat  I  ** 
absent  from  my  honae.  Except  bt  tb*  ::.««*-,*'* 
drudgery  these  genUemen  pot  upsB  me,  I  .a^V!^''* 
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tnyvelf.  HoweYeti  I  tmsl  tbul  these  jadM  realued 
tfaftt  it  was  their  duty  to  fill  my  place,  and  that  noth- 
ing  oonaifltent  with  our  modest  station  has  been  negleeted 
to  make  your  wretched  plaoe  of  shelter  supportable.* 

''Your  hospitality,  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  eould  not 
fail  to  gain  from  being  exercised  by  such  charming 
substitutes,"  replied  Petit-Pierre,  gallantly. 

"Humph I*  grunted  the  marquis,  protruding  his 
lower  lip,  ''at  any  other  time  than  this  they  would 
not  be  at  a  loss  to  provide  a  little  recreation  for  their 
guests.  Bertha,  here,  can  pick  up  a  scent  or  torn  a 
boar  with  the  best,  while  Mary  hasn't  her  equal  in 
accurate  knowledge  of  the  haunts  of  the  woodcock. 
But  aside  from  some  little  skill  at  whist,  which  they  get 
from  me,  I  look  upcm  them  as  deeidedly  ill  equipped 
to  do  the  honors  of  a  dnwing-room.  And  here  we  hav« 
been  tied  up  in  a  hard  and  fast  tHtra^tite  with  oar 
fire-brands,"  added  M.  de  Souday,  with  a  vicious  kick 
at  the  specimens  of  that  article  on  the  hearth,  which 
showed  that  his  wrath  still  endured. 

"  In  my  opinion,  very  few  ladies  at  court  oan  boast 
of  as  much  grace  and  distinction  as  these  damsels,  and 
I  assure  you  that  there  are  none  among  them  in  whom 
theee  qualities  are  found  in  conjunction  with  the 
nobility  of  heart  and  mind  of  which  your  daughten 
have  given  proof,  Monsieur  le  Marquis." 

"At  court!"  exclaimed  Uie  marquie^  looking  at 
Petit-Pierre  in  surprised  inquiry. 

Petit-Pierre  blushed  and  smiled,  like  an  actor  who 
has  missed  a  point  in  the  presence  of  a  well-diq»oied 
audience. 

"  I  speak  presumptively,  Monsieur  le  Maiquis,"  ho 
said,  with  an  embarrassment  too  marked  to  be  aasumsd. 
"  I  say  at  court,  because  your  daughters'  names  denols 
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afifics*  I  ^Toiuii  lika  to  i«ft  :jm 

ILfi   iMii|iiiii  lilnaiitti  ijommbm  in 
'0  .laBB«     Ha  badL  uaEMtania?    ^^t^* 
ms^iiao  wtuck  im  ofaoM  co  inMnrrn.  .Mii.    a»     w^ 
-iinsaiLs    keeiL    acuse  oi    wtutfi     ]u^n.«u.  ^r     ^.am 
jpgrrnrhfHJ  H-i™  bifctMi]r  ^  oiii^  jm.   i^^ 

3!«ii^:Hr»  hartily  ooiitiutiia:  — . 

ittOB  TTniiig  liidiitt  did  mm  tiM  UtMhir  .ct  >£tt«ittifa  jra  i 
7nra«  That  rofu  are  eYulnBtdy  Qsm^  at  ;ihJCM  viiu  %A*u>  ..^ 
inmiBiuaiB  BBw>cfe  to  aniaw'^ 

*  ^mtr^dleuf     I  may  adbttiti  ^  much  to  ''•.\i^    ua«a^ 
aBmc.  wfaoy  9o  fiur  as  I  «kii  jmii^v  ^iM'  ^m^  ^i  4(k —  ' 

?afiic*Pi9m  bowed  afflrmaUx^lY. 

**  Tes^  I  do  deeire  juet  thai,^  l)i»  )»itfvtuid  oouuiia^,. 
"mm  a*  aialter  what  I  mj  or  da*  i^v^Kk^v  mi  ill  Wiiuv^ 
ijte  lui  fellow  wbo  tinned  hin  hair  iu  l^¥  M«ibJ»  tir^ 
widdi  kuned  ibronglMini  ib«  priivittiHs  ff^m  Sl^  k»  'V7. 
ThPT  vill  liatan  to  a  pt^M  f4  Kn^iiifi  hxiU,  (it  bjr4<»iliMi» 
adTOCites,  of  banrkrMM  rtiiniii4*»  #^»  a^i  ^^nikI  U«  »i«!4»|» 
in  the  open  tiir  or  w  n^Mif  ntu^^i^  AAi^fwi  /^^  M**  l>«B«iak# .  <4 
milksope,  of — '^  ^iMr  nutmmit  Iv^tiv  4f^mi.%^t  ^'*''  *  *^^/ 
again  upon  iLie  inrruii^  4»^<^k»*,  #Hi*^h  fwvfvir  '.Ka»>  mw^.j*^ 
by  Bendinf  i*j'.*u«iM«f«  i^  «rvn<««t  ^wiv  vi>An  )%w  <>/>/v4«* 

"Falbe?.' ift^At  JTi^tr*    ^ifl^v   /v)^**^ •*..*#  ^. ».♦.'»  ^.^    ♦, 
amnaed  anlt^    *  *idA%mr  vff^'  f<^'     ^a^-  -^    v^^u^^" 

"Yea,  I  vJ.    M-e'  ^sien^**  '  i<*^*/    '. ^    .  .  •   ♦       ♦< 
fellow.     *  l^v-rr*:  .1^',  **•  t«<*^      V  .-      . 
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"Patieoee!  paticseel  It's  TCcycasj  for  joa  to  nj 
tiut!  "  exclaimed  ttw  marquis,  wiUi  ■  sigh.  "  Yon  an 
jroimg,  and  hare  time  to  wait;  bat  as  for  me,  who  knows 
Tlwtiier  God  will  grant  me  emragfa  mora  days  on  earth 
to  BM  the  old  flag,  benekth  which  I  hare  fonght  so  joj- 
oosly,  nnfnrled  again  I" 

The  old  nun's  lament  toocbed  Petit-Piem. 

"  But  hare  jon  not  beard,  as  I  hsTe,  Monsieur  l» 
Uarquis,"  he  asked,  "that  tiie  uprising  is  postponed 
only  on  account  of  the  uncertainty  which  now  exists 
as  to  the  arrival  of  the  priaceasel" 

Thii  question  seemed  to  redouble  the  marqaia's  ill- 
bumor, 

"  Leave  me  in  peace,  pmj,  young  man,"  he  said  in  a 
deeply  offended  tone.  "Do  you  tbink  I  don't  know 
that  old  joket  During  the  five  years  that  I  fought 
in  La  Vsnd^,  did  they  ever  cease  to  promise  that  wa 
abould  aoon  see  that  loyal  sword  which  was  to  be  ttw 
rallying  point  for  all  our  ambitious  hopest  Was  I  not 
one  of  those  who  waited  for  the  Comte  d'Artoia  on  the 
shores  of  He  Dieu,  on  the  2d  October  t  We  shall  not 
sne  this  princesse  in  1S32  any  more  than  we  saw  that 
prince  in  1796  I  That,  however,  will  not  prevent  my 
({iving  my  life  for  them,  as  it  is  a  gentleman's  dn^  to 
do.     The  branches  ought  to  ^1  with  the  old  trunk." 

"  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Souday,"  said  Petit-Pierrs, 
in  a  viiice  which  ahook  with  emotion,  "  I  swear  to  yon 
tliat  Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berry,  though  she  bad  only 
a  walnut-shell  at  her  service,  would  have  crossed  the 
sea  to  take  her  pi 
ao  valiantly  and 
Mine  now  —  if  nt 
who  an  in  arms  - 

Tliora  was  and 
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qou,  in  tczam  t^^i  fimiiin      *'  ^  aimsHBL  wmi"iw- '     Stic  *" 

be   eodtia'ae'd,   adi 

Mots  the  jo-ssf  mm  « 

of  MNne  gRst  |— —■■■*("■.  ''  «;iiJt  r:  m  t 

four  opinica  ai  lo  lar  t'-^JET  :£  ? 

young  tbo-^igfa  ins  bbt  be.  t.'ii  ' 

will  not  "^m'mI  bt  vii^  V-  ki>:T  iir^r  t 

'I  am  K>  B-au  i&e  iKn  ^ 
ofriniMi,  Hoaci«iir  1#  Mw;^df .  1 
nnrlj  with  Taat&.' 

■B««llyt- 

"  My  opaniaa,  if  I  —y  he  petaiaed  to  ctjiw  am — * 

'Permittod,  indeed:  Wkr.ifier  tbe  wnu^Ai  triiB- 
men  I  talked  with  )art  night,  jvn  wes  to  ae  '.to  <e« 
of  the  Senn  YTuo  Xn  of  Gneee!  ' 

"Yoa  nn  too  Idnd!  I  am  of  the  cri:u»,  tbes, 
Honsieor  le  Haiqm^  that  it 's  tcij  nafomsato  that 
we  did  n't  come  out  ot  oar  Iain,  ae  agreed,  on  the  ni^^ 
of  Oe  13th  and  14th  May.' 

"There,  yon  aee I    What  did  I  tell  tbeml    Andyioar 
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among  the  villages,  billeted  in  private  houses,  scattered, 
-«-  in  many  casea  far  apart,  —  irith  no  discipline  and  no 
lallying-pointi  Nothing  could  have  been  simpler  than 
to  surprise  them  and  disarm  them  before  they  recovered 
from  ^eir  surprise.  ^ 

"  Very  true  j  while  now-—  " 

^  Now  —  two  days  since,  that  is— •  orders  were  givoi 
to  abandon  the  little  cantonments,  to  draw  tighter  the 
meshes  of  the  military  network  which  envelops  the 
country,  and  to  form  camps,  not  by  companies,  bat  by 
battalions  and  regiments.  To-day  we  must  fight  a 
pitched  battle  to  obtain  the  result  which  a  wakeful 
night  would  have  given  ua.* 

**  That  ia  oondusive  reasoning!  ^  cried  1^  marquis, 
enthusiastioally ;  ^  and  I  am  in  despair  to  think  that,  in 
all  the  thirty-aix  reasons  I  gave  my  opponents,  I  never 
thought  to  include  that!  But,"  he  continued,  **  are  yom 
very  sure,  monsieur,  that  these  orders  you  speak  of  bav« 
been  given  the  troops  t " 

**  Very  sure,"  said  Petit-PierrSy  with  the  most  modest 
expression  he  was  able  to  manage. 

The  marquis  looked  at  his  guest,  dumfounded. 

''It's  a  shame/'  he  muttered;  "an  infernal  shame! 
However,  as  you  say,  my  yoong  friend,  —  if  you  will 
permit  me  to  give  you  that  title,  —  the  best  way  is  to 
wait  patiently  until  this  new  Maria*Theresa  comes  to 
take  her  place  among  her  new  Hungarians,  and  meaa- 
while  to  drink  to  the  health  of  her  royal  ofEspring  and 
the  flag  without  a  stain.  With  that  object  in  view,  it 
would  be  well  if  these  young  women  would  oondescead 
to  look  after  our  lunch,  as  Jean  OuUier  is  away;  as 
SOBM  one,"  he  added  with  a  half -indignant  glance  ai  his 
daughters, ''  thought  fit  to  send  him  to  Montaigu  with- 
out orders  from  me." 


7^   CTKS  XT  BJCa^t  £*.; 

"  Thit  MMT  nut  w  jrT»ii  1!  ^Bttj-Tr  j-  il^-^s:  '  »:i 
Petit-Pieiw,  it  •  mat  irj^s..  i:.-a^  T>^-r.-  c-^r- 
teoos,  *■»  Bcne  ibp  i^  fcit.  *■'  r»^  x-ce  Tid.-c  iar 
having  thTte  made  liu.  vili.  ihf  of  j-nn;  me.  r<^~  :'  vw 
vei7  impoittd  i^mx  '* 
«■  to  t 
fair." 

There  irma  in  tLif  ehi'kiiL.  HifL}7 
much  nAtnal  i^-oooJiaenDfc,  s 
of  the  sapniontT  f£  uic  issuer.  Uic  ibc 
completely  be«x^i£md.     Ae  iw  naK-c  n.  i 
mind  all  tbe  peat  peopU  he  nx-c  u  cc 
goeae  whoae  child  >Lic  oouc  ht,  he  i 
a  fev  woida  of  aHooi. 

At  this  moHMnt  iLe  Comte  dt  Bonnrvil^  esv^iec  ok 
i^iArtiiient;  aad  Peiit-pM-ne  rJE-nwd  the  hrTin;.  m  ^ 
old  aeqiuuntaiHie  <d  tho  Buiqiofi,  irf  p~'«^f  "^  bst 
ftiond  to  tbeii  boat. 

The  opea,  fraak,  and  jorial  fmtsam  cS  &e  eomfe 
immediatelj  tob  tbe  bvcv  of  the  narqni^  vho  wm 
already  eaptiTated  I7  hia  jotmg  em^MBism.  He  aV>;imd 
hia  bad  temper,  aad  awore  that  faa  vo:u^  JLict  ne  ^tsm 
of  the  eowaidiea  of  hia  fatnra  eompmiimc  iz  anat  inn 
of  last  year'a  blank  oonaa;  bat  at  be  inriiei  tii  pofata 
to  precede  him  to  the  dinin^hali,  he  rowri  that  ha 
vonld  oae  all  hia  addreae  to  isdaee  tbe  Cobk  de  Bonar- 
Tille  to  betray  tbe  iocognito  <tf  thia  mjamioaa  Pec> 
Pierre. 

Meanwhile  Maiy  oane  in  and  anaooDoed  to  Imt  bktf 
that  luncheon  waa  Mmd. 


I-VOLTK  or  lUCBBCOin. 


CHAFTEK  XXVin. 


Ths  tw}  Toong  m«B,  foUow«d  hj  the  nurqnis,  reach«d 
bIm  i:iii:iir~foofa  door,  bat  stopped  on  the  threshold. 
Xb«    apDeamu*  of  the   table   ma,    in    ver;    truth, 

la  thD  cea&e  towend  a  m^estic  pat^  of  boar  and  kid, 
josS  as  ihj)  ancient  cicadel  towered  over  the  whole  citj. 
A  pi''C'»  of  3DDM  fifteen  potutds,  three  or  four  chicken* 
<N  <i^i^.  a  reciuble  Towec  of  B«bel  of  cutlets,  and 
a  pTTmmiii  of  young  nbbtti  with  green  sauce  flanked 
thid  i;!^>j1  on  the  north,  south,  east,  and  west;  and 
St.  J»  SxtiiiiT's  cook  bad  surrounded  them,  in  the 
manrjitr  »f  cu^tioete.  with  a  thick  cordon  of  dishes 
wh:i;h  ci.<ui.-heii  cn«  another  and  prorided  the  approaches 
wt:h  ain3i.ia::ioa  of  all  kinds:  hart  if<BUtm  entriat, 
•itfrm<rrx.  vegetables,  salads,  froite,  and  preeerrea,— 
all  tbi$  h-nldled  and  heaped  together  in  unpictureaqne 
(vtnftuion,  which  was,  bowsTcr,  foil  of  attractions  foe 
appecicee  wheCCed  br  the  keen  air  of  the  forests  of  the 
Slitu^  cotintrT. 

"  Tudieu  '  "  exclaimed 
have  sai<I,  at  sight  of  thii 
■  upon  mr  word,  joa  trei 
ceremouT,  Mixisieai  de  S 

"  Oh,  as  far  as  thai  got 
it !  Yt>a  must  neither  bl 
these  girl*.    But  it  is  w 
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vitfa  a  enp  of  tea  and  a  couple  of  fresh  egga  laid  hj  tii« 
heu  which  he  had  heard  cackling  ao  joyously  in  the 


'  So  far  as  the  fresh  egp  an  etmcemed,  it  'a  a  nm|d« 
matter,"  aaid  the  marqnis,  '  and  Mary  will  go  and  get 
them,  all  warm  from  th«  bmnerjr ;  bat  when  yoa  oome 
to  the  tea,  the  devil  take  me  if  I  believe  there  's  a  bit 
in  the  hoose  I  " 

Mar;  bad  not  waited  for  her  father's  command  before 
rising  and  starting  to  execute  the  oommissioQ ;  but  when 
tbe  marqnis  expressed  his  donbt  concerning  the  tea,  atw 
■b^ped,  as  embarrassed  as  blmaelf. 

It  was  very  clear  that  the  tea  was  lacking. 

Petit-Pierre  observed  the  embamasment  of  hia  boats. 

'Ob,'  said  he,  "don't  mind  about  it  in  tbe  least! 
M.  de  Bonnevilla  will  be  good  enough  to  go  and  get  a 
few  pinches  of  t«a  from  my  travelling-bog." 

'  From  yoor  travelling-bag  T  " 

"Tea,"  said  Petit-Piene;  "as  I  have  contracted  the 
bad  habit  of  drinking  tea,  I  always  carry  it  with  me." 

H«  handed  the  Comte  de  Bonneville  a  little  key, 
which  be  took  from  a  bunch  hanging  at  the  end  of  a 
golden  chain. 

The  comte  left  the  room  hurriedly  by  one  door,  while 
Mary  went  out  the  other. 

'By  tbe  devil  1"  cried  tbe  marqnis,  swallowing  an 
enormous  piece  of  veniaon,  '  yon  're  a  regular  woman, 
my  young  biend;  and  except  for  the  opinion  yon 
expT«saed  just  now,  which  I  oonsidsr  much  too  pro- 
found to  have  emanated  from  a  female  brain,  I  should 
almost  doubt  your  sex." 

Petit-Pierre  smiled. 

" Nonsense t  "  said  he;  " 
Uonaiear  le  Marquis,  whe 
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"Yoi.&Uh!  And 
that  B«rtlu  and  Ha 

■mall  game,  and  brii 
bat  larlu  asd  titlarlu 
them  to  mj  taate  « 
into  my  mouth  whol 
the  ayes  with  ay  t« 
peiaon  ne«da  two  or 

Petit-Piene  began 
tha  elory  of  the  Swiai 
aix  weeki  old  for  hia  i 

"I  was  wrong  in 
peouliai  way  of  eati 
have  been  more  aceur 

"  Ditmt/"  said  < 
ortulana  are  oooked 
toastwr." 

"Tnw,"  aaid  Peti 
luRi  tba  QOBTeiaatio 
l^ujia  XVIII.  ioftv 
to  i.-utWts,  the  naltn 
lv>  cv't'k  mL-bi  otM^  v1 
WM  Mihl^  of  b»iag  aU 
v'u^e^  ia  »».'&  bub: 

»i*  auat*  w.;i  .}c%;d 
^<«  t^  botwc  jf  b> 

:iLsivi«  A  vi::^&i&k   van 

At*,-",  ^:\jtt.  • 
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Souday ,  owing  to  the  proxiini^of  the  foreet,  —  Petit- 
Pierre,  anzioaB  or  thoughtful,  as  you  please,  went 
straight  to  the  window  and  pressed  his  forehead  agaiaat 
the  glass. 

After  a  moment  or  two,  daring  which  the  marqnis  was 
paying  the  Comta  de  Bonneville  innumeraUe  compli- 
ments upon  his  joung  companion,  the  young  gentleman's 
name,  attered  in  a  short,  imperative  voice,  made  him 
start. 

It  was  Petit-Pierre  who  called  him. 

He  quickly  turned  and  ran  to  where  the  young  peasant 
stood. 

The  latter  spoke  earnestly  to  him  for  several  minutes 
in  an  undertone  as  if  giving  orders.  After  every  sen- 
tence, Bonneville  bowed  as  if  in  token  of  his  assent. 

When  Petit-Pierra  had  finished,  Bonneville  took  his 
hat,  bowed,  and  went  out. 

Thereupon  the  youth  approached  the  marquis. 

"  Monsieur  de  Souday, "  said  he,  "  I  have  promised  tbe 
Comte  de  Bonneville  that  you  would  not  object  to  his 
taking  one  of  tout  horses  to  visit  the  ch&teauz  in  the 
neighborhooi 
had  your  cot 
at  Souday ;  '. 
Saint  Philb 
possible  Bpe> 

"But  son 
"  may  peiha] 
them  this  n 
coming  to  i 

"  A  comm 
would  leave 

"A  comm 
maiquia. 
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CHAPTEB  XXIX. 

THE  TxvDsurs  Or  isai. 

Tbe  Oomte  de  BonneyiUe  letanied  at  five  in  the  aftei^ 
uoon  of  the  same  day. 

He  had  aeen  five  of  the  leading  insaigentB»  and  they 
were  to  be  at  the  Chftteau  de  Souday  between  eight  and 
nine  o'clock. 

The  maiqnis,  always  hoepitaUey  ordered  the  cook  to 
make  such  arrangements  aa  she  chose  with  the  tenants 
of  the  barnyard  and  the  contents  of  the  pantxy,  and  to 
prepare  the  most  abundant  sapper  that  could  be  managed. 

The  five  leaders,  whom  the  oomte  had  seen,  and  who 
were  to  meet  in  the  evening,  were  Louis  Benaud,  Paacal, 
CoBur-de-Lioni  Gaspard,  and  Aohille. 

Those  of  our  readers  who  are  in  any  wise  familiar 
with  the  events  of  1832  will  easily  recognise  the  indi* 
viduals  in  question,  who  assumed  these  noms  de  gutrr% 
for  the  purpose  of  evading  identification  by  the  authori- 
ties in  case  a  stray  despatch  should  be  intercepted. 

In  pursuance  of  the  arrangements  made  by  the  comte, 
—  Jean  Oullier  being  still  absent,  to  the  intense  disap- 
pointment of  the  marquis,  —  the  door  was  entrusted  to 
Mary,  with  instructions  to  open  only  to  thoee  who 
knocked  in  a  certain  way. 

The  drawing-room,  with  shutters  closed  and  drawn 
curtains,  was  to  be  the  meeting-place. 

At  seven  o'clock  four  persons  were  waiting  in  that 
apartment:  the  Marquis  de  Souday,  the  Oomte  de  Bonn»* 
ville,  Petit>Pierre,  and  Bertha. 


mt  TEinuMB  or  am.  za 

Varj,  a>  ipb  ba;««  aid,  -■»  an  iaty  in  «  httie 
dcMet,  on  the  side  iookiaf  oat  oc  tst  luct  icwi  viUi 
ft  Ixnod  window,  tfannpii  windi  Me  amid  wc  wii'^ 
fc-~»A«^,  Mid  bcHB  of  tae  id^BitT  ol  t  -nmlm  miam 
opa&mff  tile  doiw. 

■Mm  to  be  Urn  ^na^B^am  -ws^t.  A^iuvno.  iut 
cloak  linked  hardy  ati:  ^ic  aevec  mil  Uk  muw' 
TODB  WBB  fixed  ai  acd  w*  ^^^iBZr  tmi  >  ti>>  — it^- 
fl^m  daoT  to  lulHi  iic  i^k-  w^hc  v.i.f:L  'vv.u.  moom 
tlte  smral  of  we  of  ^tr  j^ct^a^  '    wiw. 

At  hwt,  jiK  «■  lat  iHSb-  r  4Si^  *  x:  <s:i:e  -^ 
iamti,  aad  tae  tint  mm  w:a.  2w-  jem«  saen^* 
ini'^— *-^  tbs  r  w»  KM-  r  :s<k. 

But  the  f  •BBC  B-  i«B»r-j»  •"t-^    -:a    w:a   a» 
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ions;  it 's  simply  that  I  live  neareri  and  hadn't  so  fax 
to  go." 

As  he  spoke,  the  gentleman  who  was  announced  under 
the  name  of  Louis  Benaud,  although  dad  in  the  simple 
garb  of  a  Breton  peasant,  saluted  Bertha  with  such 
unexceptionable  grace  and  aristocratic  ease  of  manner, 
that  those  two  qualities  alone  would  have  embarraoBed 
him  considerably  if  it  had  been  essential  for  him  to  bor- 
row, even  for  a  moment,  the  language  and  deportment 
of  the  social  caste,  whose  costume  he  had  borrowed. 

Having  thus  courteously  paid  his  respects  to  the  mas- 
ter of  the  house  and  Bertha,  it  was  the  Comte  de 
Bonneville's  turn.  But  he,  realizing  the  burning  impa- 
tience of  Petit-Pierre,  who,  though  hidden  in  his  comer, 
gave  token  of  his  presence  none  the  less  by  motjona 
which  the  Comte  de  Bonneville  alone  seemed  able  to 
interpret,  bluntly  introduced  the  question. 

"  My  dear  comte, "  he  said  to  Louis  Benaud,  **  yoia 
know  the  extent  of  my  powers;  you  have  read  her 
royal  Highness's  letter,  and  you  know  that^  for  the 
moment  at  least,  I  am  her  accredited  representative  to 
you.     Now,  what  is  your  opinion  of  the  situation!  " 

"  My  opinion,  my  dear  comte,  I  told  you  this  mom. 
ing,  but  not  in  just  the  form  perhaps  in  which  I  shall 
tell  it  here;  for  here,  where  I  know  I  am  with  the 
ardent  adherents  of  Madame,  I  may  venture  to  speak  the 
whole  truth." 

"Yes,  the  whole  truth,"  said  Bonneville;  'that  is 
what  it  is  needful  for  Madame  to  know ;  and  whatever 
you  say  to  me,  my  dear  comte,  you  can  have  no  doubt 
that  it  will  be  as  if  she  heard  it  herself." 

"  Very  well ;  in  my  opinion  we  should  take  no  steps 
tmtil  the  arrival  of  the  mar^chal." 

"The  mar^chal,"  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre;  "ia  he  nol 
at  Nantes  f" 


x-r 


gjHi*Mi^irirnrri  "bit  1  '^csb  it  3  -—^wt— "*.    rhj-»».     ^ 

1    2HW  XBRH   nun    "ilft     ^p*****     <I.    t»      i-.~-^     -ii**.      T 


HaLbme's  iebihdbk  in.  La  ^Aiie^  ju  'vril  iv  iisf 
his  ^artL*' 

"  Did  not  IL  Ib  B«i]iiiB«^IIfi  %iL  ym.  trar  'T^^aarrm 
OIL  ^ift  waT,  Jixii  WTil  3»  —w*"^  juk^  Tnwnnf  jl  i. 


<£ui   Tft<twrf,     WMWiiuiwni*;    JOl£    «.    JML  X^    7fC 


JMmjl    d/dajl"  omsaBBaif  F^ffiC-F^acn. 


3X9  TBS  SK>-VtlLVlB  ov  luCHnxiaL. 

alwn  hascd,  it  aetma  to  m*,  that  U17  rising  in  thia 
tuaustj  rfynrnaqught  t»  taka  plan  in  the  fint  half  ol 
Kit.  so  :dia£  is  viE  be  <as^  to  bdng  into  it  tbe  fam^ 
^  w^  txm  bimf  wilb  Akt  &ni-w<vk  latar  ia  the 
■MM.  H«a  is  ia  As  IMi  abc^,  and  ilill  wa  ai« 
pax  oC     Tba  Inarfnn  aia  all  ■iiiiiiaatwi,  an  thej  nott  ** 

'  T^  MoanknT,"  ivpiied  Jjmrn  Benand,  with  meUn- 
eociv  gBTTT*-.  '  I  man  aaj,  farthn  tbaa  that,  that  jcn 
amuR  m&iij  rIt  apoa  asj  bat  the  kaden.  Aod  not 
awi  spaa  aE  of  them,  as  Xooaiear  de  Sooda;  foond 
got  iiua  m.nT-n^,*  ba  «Ued  vith  a  n^i. 

-  Woai  '■  icat  tw  ht.  aioDswsrt  '  cried  Fetit-Pierra. 
*ApatET  ia  Tcmit^  «h^  ovr  fritndB  at  Maiaeillea-^ 
md  I  apeak  br  the  card,  foe  I  as  jnt  from  then  — 
ate  tiii-:<ii  with  tha—hpa,  aad  ask  mlj  for  as 
apportn&irr  to  taka  thair  iiTingi !  " 

A  fMble   ^ule   plaTcd   apaa  tha   jaaag  nobleman'a 

'Taa    an    faoH    tk    Sooth,    waiwnr,'    Mid    he, 

'al'br^:^^  toot  accent  vocld  in-iieate  otbenrtM." 
■  Tnt,  -  Hid  Pest-Ptesia.     "  What  then  I  " 
"  To3  icTut  Dot  «Mtf'?aad  the  Sooth  with  tha  Weat, 
■toofM^r,  the  Maaeillaiae  with  the  Tendean.     A  pro^ 
laaatioa   stin   the   SoQth   to  ficuj,   aad  the  alighteat 
cheek   diaeooiagH   thca   ntterir.     I«   Tend^   on    the 
oths  hand  —  and  ehui  ^on  have  heaa  in  the  proTinee 
BMne  time  yoo  will  reali—   "-*  ' — '*■   -*  — «-- *  t  — 
La  Votdee  ia  nlewn,  «■ 


the  probabilitiee  ot  aoceei 
hf  one ;  and  when  the  c 
weigh  the  dai^ar  at  Ik 
frnth  his  hand,  «ja  'yc 
fnifj|fMmt  of  hia  praauaa. 


THX  TZaSKiaS  It  IB 

'  an  for  him  wvdi  irf  JSa  ::  j 

B  tbem." 
,   how  aboot  the  attk^m^L. 

The  joimg  chief  ■"•'T«'J 

"  Oh,  j«  I  enthi^BMB, '  ^ic  at  - 
mj  Tenth ;  it  *■  a  diTmirr  ]f  ^^it  ^g: 
stepped  down  from  it*  >itw  saw  «  :^ 
mads  to  om  ftthfn  ^ns  v-igs.     I. 
happened  thia  morning  s  ^an:;  ,'  _  . 

"Partly,  jm;  Om  m»T3  -^  », 

*  Bnt  aftet  the  ^uq^:*  i*^ 

"Ko." 

"Well;  oot  of  tw-.-»  if*.— r  »r 
mand  the  twelvR  i— .ss*.  ••:■»«  .—  - 
of  thwr  men,  ■■!  ha-*  ?^  "*^'  •^ 
ihin  time ;  and  Ute;  i-::  :;.£.  ii>     '^ 

ICadame'a   Mrrka,    kj:   t.^    -.    - 

her;  bnt,  they  aiied.  s^  -e.--   jt    , 

nspoonbility  bef  vh  •>*-  t  m.r 

an  nndeitaking  wi:.-,-  »«=*?    — -. 

Uoody  faflnra." 
"Mart  we,   ii^-'   ■u.-.    -    ^  - 

hope,  renouan  lift  -i.^   r   ,  -  - 
The  mme  Md  anl^  '>B»r    ■  --    -  ■ 
"All  hope,  yea,   y^-^r-     >.     — 

Hadame  aent  wo-:  w.    >    .^      ^     . 

warded  1^  the  Dbv9M»'  a    -  ^  . 

that  it  had  1 

trial  and  a 

the  troopa  w31  j 

we  attempt  nottdng  k.  i 
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tlw  tiiil,   we  dkoold  faa*«  iiUMiiliil.   and  w«  mm- 
Wtv  Mkiuiie  in  anT  dcrabi  oa  that  acore." 

'Bat  ihea,  ■opfwae  «e  bill  "  aied  Petit-Pi.  ^ 

'Oh'  fire  oc  ax  honiied  ptnona  will  have  laiu  - 
dteir  Utos  for  notliin^  that  '■  all ;  and  it  is  an  ezt' 
thing  th»t  a  putj,  cTea  tbo«^  it  bil  of  socces-, 
■et  an   example    of  this    aoct,    not   onlj   to    iu 
euuntfTtnen,  bat  to  fonign  Batuna." 

'  Toa  are  not  one  ai  Uioae  who  aoit  their  men  bun— 
•dud  Pedt-ISeTTe. 

-  Tea;  I  am,   moBaieor;   but  I  am  alsD  one  <>1 
^M>  hare  taken  an  oath  to  die  fix  her  n^al  H%iii. 
Besidea, "  be  cmntinaed,  '  perhaps  the  die  ia  airmail; 
and  we  shall  have  no  other  mnit  than  that  of  foil" 
a  mOTUnent  alreadf  b^on.' 

"How  sot'  asked  Petit-Piexni,  BonneTille,  ah 
narqnia  in  the  aame  fanath. 

'  Shots  weie  exchanged  to-da;  at  Mootaign  &ut. " 

"  And  firing  ia  going  on  at  this  moment  at  the  f^ 
the  Boulogne,'  said  a  atrange  voiee  from  the  doorv 
in  which  a  new  amval  waa  titanding 


^iiiac 
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"  (rood  or  bad  t "  queried  Louis  Kenaud. 

''  Mixed.     We  will  begin  with  the  good." 

"What  is  it?" 

"Her  royal  Highness  has  passed  safely  through  the 
southern  provinces,  and  has  arrived  in  Vend^  safe  and 
sound.  ** 

"  Are  you  sure  of  thatt  "  asked  the  marquis  and  Louis 
Benaud  together. 

"  As  sure  as  I  am  that  I  see  all  fire  of  you  here  in  thk 
room,  and  in  good  health,"  replied  Pascal.  "Kow,  let 
us  pass  to  the  other  news." 

"Hare  you  heard  anything  from  Montaigut"  asked 
Louis  Benaud. 

"There  was  fighting  there  to^lay,**  said  Pascal;  ''a 
few  shots  were  fired  by  the  National  Guard,  and  a  few 
peasants  were  killed  or  wounded." 

"  How  did  it  happen  t "  Petit-Pierre  inquired. 

"  Over  a  row  which  arose  at  the  fiiir,  and  degenerated 
into  an  Smeute,'* 

"Who  is  in  oommand  at  Montaigut "  Petit-Piem 
was  still  the  questioner. 

"  A  simple  captain,"  was  Pascal's  reply;  "  but  to-day, 
on  account  of  the  fair,  the  sub-prefect  and  the  genenl 
in  command  of  the  military  district  were  there." 

"  Do  you  know  the  general's  name  t " 

"Dermoncourt" 

"  What  sort  of  a  man  is  this  Dermoneourtf  * 

"In  what  respect  do  you  mean,  monsieur t  Ai  a 
man,  as  to  his  opinions,  or  as  to  his  character  t" 

"  Li  all  three  respects." 

^  He  is  a  man  of  sixty  to  sixty-two  yean,  of  that  iron 
generation  who  did  all  the  fighting  in  the  wars  of  Ike 
Bevolution  and  the  Empire ;  he  will  remain  in  the  ssddle 
night  and  day,  and  never  give  you  a  moment's  rest" 


rnK  AtATX  ?2! 


trr  n  zis  T^TP  ccn  au^  a-  "w-  ap*    dl-t   -i*^:"  m  l 
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"  Because  I  should  say  it  was  a  man's  wark,  not  a 
woman's!  " 

**  My  young  friend, "  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  in  sudi 
matters  I  rely  first  of  all  upon  myself,  then  upon  Jean 
Oullier,  and  after  Jean  upon  Bertha  or  Mary.  I  desire 
to  have  the  honor  of  remaining  with  you ;  that  scamp  of 
a  Jean  Oullier  is  running  around  the  country,  so  let 
Bertha  go." 

Bertha,  thereupon,  kept  on  toward  the  door;  bat  it 
the  door  she  met  her  sister  with  whom  she  exchanged  t 
few  words  in  an  undertone. 

''  Here  's  Mary, "  said  Bertha. 

''  Ah,"  said  the  marquis.  "  Have  you  heard  any  gun- 
shots, little  one  1  " 

^  Yes,  father,"  said  Mary,  "  there 's  fighting  going  on." 

"Where  is  it?" 

"  At  the  Saut  de  Baug^. " 

"  Are  you  sure  ? " 

"  Yes;  but  the  shots  came  from  the  swamp." 

"  You  see, "  said  the  marquis,  "  that 's  definite  enough. 
Who  is  keeping  the  door  for  you  t " 

"  Rosine  Tinguy . " 

"  Listen  I  "  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre. 

As  he  spoke  there  was  a  hurried,  yiolent  knocking  at 
the  door. 

"The  devil  I"  exclaimed  the  marquis;  ''that 'snot 
one  of  our  friends." 

They  all  listened  with  eager  attention. 

"  Open!  "  cried  a  voice,  — "  open!  there  's  not  an  in- 
stant to  lose ! " 

"  It 's  his  voice  !  "  ejaculated  Mary. 

"  His  voice !  "  repeated  the  marquis;  "  whose  voioef " 

"  Yes,  young  Baron  Michel's  voice, "  said  Bertha,  who 
had  also  recognized  it. 
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"ITliflt  &B  dsviliE&at  young  nOkaop  damg  hero 
■id  the  inarmiiK,  takiiig  a  step  to^nnd  ike  door  ae  if  to 
^▼e  flodfliB  to  kae|)  him  out. 

*  Lrt  Idm  come  in,  nuirqiik,  —  kit  ii2&  eonr  i&  !  *' 
enad  BonaeriQe.  ^  Thaie  is  Tiothing  to  i«,  mad  I  wiL 
uiBirar  far  Idxn. 

The  wards  bad  flesnehr  left  his  moofii  wliflii  a  InirrMid 
rtep  WBB  beard,  msbB^  itmuxd  the  sIia,  and  fi»  y^NBi^ 
benm  appeared,  pale,  ga^nng  for  hnet^  eovend  wML 
Brad,  drippiiig  with  pezspnataoB,  isad  wjA  jw/L  wnd 
encNigh  left  to  aa j,  — 

*  Not  an  instant  to  kee !  fly!  tfi^  aia  oomukt!  ** 

He  fell  upon  bis  knees,  vesting  one  band  on  tba  toor; 
bis  breath  failed  him,  be  was  completely  nssd  up.  As 
be  had  promised  Jean  OoUier,  be  bad  ran  more  than 
half  a  leagae  in  six  minates. 

There  was  a  moment  of  absolute  eonfasion  and  bswil« 
derment  in  the  salon. 

"  To  arms!  "  shouted  the  msrqaie. 

As  be  pounced  upon  bis  own  gmiy  be  pojnted  to  a  rsek 
in  the  comer,  which  held  three  of  ton  cartmMs  and  bmii' 
ing  rifles. 

The  Comte  de  Bonaerille  nd  Tmtsd^  m  d  mrintA^A 
hj  the  same  impolse,  tikarw  Ho^sm^X^rm  as  ivftA  ^  PHti 
Pierre  to  protect  boB. 

Mary  darted  >>  ^  5«ma  >v  atim  him  fr-*m  *^#i  iry^f 
and  give  lam  muk  30m  «  .v^  sk^c  .-uwd. 

Bertha  aa  ^  ^ut  Trxuinw  v^^r^\f,xy^  *i^  ivr*»sffi^  tmA 
opened  it. 

They  beaaC  ^an  ivndvai  rt^t^ffjfL  ma^MwZ  MMt^\\ 
tbnin;^  wSL  re  %  tmavfrntii^^  ti  lamii  . 

'Urtv  aosr  sc iw?  "^-^ti*  urn  :^m^  *  «hW  *wftHik 

-n^ih  1^  :p0M^  m  'he4   ^ 
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"  Tiiat '«  wbere  tbey  a-n,  father,"  Mid  Bertha. 

"  Tee,  yes, "  gasped  ICicbel,  '  I  aaw  tlieiii ;  thtj  liid 
toTcbeB,  and  a  w-omaii  vbg  gaidicg  them ;  >be  wu  Gnt, 
cod  the  genenl  bbcod^  " 

"  Oh,  Bccnned  Jea; 
JOB  here  T  " 

"  He   is   fighting, 
haroD ;  "  if  was  be  irj 


"  He  I  *  Hid  the  in 

"  But  I  was  on  th 

of  m  J  cnm  accord.     ] 

the  ch&lean  iras  to  be 

climbed  ciut  of  a  vine 

"  Great  HeaveD !  " 

"  BiaTP  :"  said  Be 

"UeseieuTS,''  sud 

"VY  mnst  be  TnaVinp  u 

thai  case  n-f  must  gel 

and  liLtp  onr  posts, 

eren  ](>»;  tuiiP  to  lose 

if  in  •  TjBre  of  «ieTT. 
*'W».:i,'"    Buid     Pi 

*1  MT  ihfil   Both: 


o.vc. 


ap   to   the    aew-tantx,    in  siuie  t^  b   mu  s  hw 

"  Uesdems ! "  aid  GMpud,  '  ih*  Cmto  &  3unB> 
ville  ifl  perfectly  ri^t;  *e  must  icocas  '  ' 

"  Is  there  any  seciet  door,  or  exis  •:!  lar  sn  u  ttut 
ch&teau  t "  ha  said  to  the  111*11)012.  '  W<  iui*  au  snw 
to  lose;  the  last  reports  which  AeLiII>±,  C>z<c-^Ila.ii. 
and  myself  heard  when  we  w«re  at  the  ^tm  wan  six 
more  thao  five  bondred  jaids  swaj." 

"  Messieais, "  said  the  marquis. '  y oa  an  n  ht  xitoh  - 
it  is  for  me  to  assame  the  whole  respotLBh£i^.  Sileao . 
let  every  one  listen  and  obey  me  to-day ;  my  Si^  x  :<xy 
will  come  to-monow. " 

Perfect  silence  ensued. 

"  Mary,"  continued  the  marquis, '  doee  the  iixi  z£  -Em 
cbftteau,  but  without  barring  it,  so  that  it  en  be  rrirn-t 
at  the  first  touch.  Bertha,  to  the  subtenan^H  7--MrT 
without  losing  an  instant  t  Hy  daoghten  sui  I  ^H 
receive  the  general  and  do  the  honors  ol  the  ti:d^^!sx  v 
him,  and  to-morrow  we  will  join  yon,  wbenv^s  y-.i  be 
only  be  sore  and  let  as  know  where  that  it' 

Haiy  ran  from  the  room  to  execnta  h^  firJirr^t  leos. 
while  Beitha,  motioning  to  Petit-Piene,  wait  va  'tf  si» 
other  door,  crossed  the  cour^ard,  enteted  :&■  'na-w. 
took  two  candles  from  the  altar,  lighted  Hnan.  wtu,  a 
lamp,  placed  them  in  the  hands  of  BooneT-Ze  nut 
Pascal,  and  pressing  a  spring  which  caused  the  frnnt  if 
the  altar  to  nvolve,  discloaed  a  staircase  leading  to  thm 
vaults,  foimeriy  used  as  a  place  of  burial  for  the  lords  <i 
Sonday. 

'  Tos  cant  posnUy  Iom  your  wsy,"  said  Bertha;  "  yon 
wiB  find  a  door  at  the  end,  and  the  key  is  in  the  lock. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXL 

MT   GOIIPiBB  LOBIOT. 

Thb  lUrqais  da  Soaday,  having  followed  the  fugitive! 
wiUi  hit  ejes  imtil  they  disappeared  within  the  chapel, 
nttared  one  of  those  exclamations  which  indicate  that 
a  cooaiderable  load  has  been  ramoTed  from  the  mind, 
ud  letarnad  to  the  hall. 

Bat  inatead  of  going  from  the  ball  to  the  salon,  be 
vent  into  the  kitchen. 

Contraiy  bi  all  his  cturtoma,  and  to  the  vast  amate- 
meat  of  the  cook,  he  went  to  the  ovens,  anxiously  lifted 
Um  eoTer  ofT  of  every  etew-pau,  made  sure  that  none  of 
the  tagont  was  sticking  to  the  bottom,  palled  the  epita 
■  iJtUe  away  from  the  fire,  eo  that  the  joints  ahoold 
not  be  disgraced  by  getting  homed  at  the  last  moment, 
vent  oat  into  the  hall  again,  and  thence  into  the 
dining-room,  inspected  the  bottles,  doubled  their  number, 
looked  to  see  if  the  table  was  laid  in  proper  ahape,  and 
iully  loomed  to  the  aalon,  content  with  what  be  bad 
nan. 

Ha  brand  there  his  two  daughters,  the  front  dooi 
banag  been  left  in  charge  of  Rosins ,  whoss  sole  iostruc- 
tioDi  wen  to  raise  the  latch  at  the  fiiat  blow  of  the 
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Hm  thoi^}A  of  tike  UJdgfMt  he  would  incur,  and  tiie  riskB 
he  was  rxnning. 

Botha,  for  her  put,  wn  intoxicated  by  the  keen 
mull  1 1  which  follows  the  revelation  of  the  loire  of  the 
being  whcMK  ocke  Iotss^  It  aeemed  to  her  that  she  had 
read  in  the  joang  baron's  looks  that  which  made  it 
certain  that  it  was  for  her  that  the  poor,  timid,  bashful 
boT  had  eonqaered  his  weakness  and  faced  real  danger. 
She  Beasnred  the  extent  of  the  passion  which  she 
icLsgined  him  to  feel  for  her  bj  the  reyolution  which 
that  paKi^n  had  accomplished  in  the  young  man's 
character.  She  was  building  thousands  of  castles  in 
Spain,  and  reproaching  herself  bitterly  for  not  having 
forced  him  to  return  to  the  chateau  when  she  saw  that 
he  waa  not  following  those  whom  his  devotion  had 


Then  die  smiled ;  for  suddenly  a  thought  came  into 
her  mind.  He  had  remained  in  the  ch&teau.  He  had 
hidden  in  some  comer  to  see  her  in  private ;  and  if  she 
aho^ild  venture  into  the  courtyard  or  the  park,  abe  would 
aee  him  rise  up  before  her,  and  hear  him  say, — 

*  See  what  I  am  capable  of  doing,  just  for  a  glance 
&om  you!" 

The  marquis  had  just  taken  his  seat  in  bis  easy-chiir, 
and  had  not  had  time  to  observe  the  absorption  of  his 
daughters,  —  which  he  might  have  attributed  to  almost 
any  other  cause  than  the  real  one, — when  there  was  a 
knock  at  the  door. 

The  marquis  jumped,  not  that  he  did  not  expect  to 
hear  a  knock,  but  because  the  one  in  question  was  not 
such  an  one  as  he  expected  to  hear.  It  was  modest, 
almost  apologetic,  and  therefore  had  nothing  milituy 
about  it. 

"  Oho! "  said  the  marquis,  ""  what 's  that f  " 


XT  cospiEi  umnn 
*^iine  ae  i^nocked,  I  think,'  ta^i.  l* 

-*  Z^  ;ci[  ■>ni  knock,"  said  ytur. 

ViB  2uq-ji3  ^huak  bis  beti,  m  v-r 
*  ITjar  i  30S  "iiai  I  'm  »titing  s;r.  ' 
uinu;iii  'h:it  ii  ^uch  ft  time  Ik  ■"\-  ^  • 
fv'tr-iti^  :.iEiaeJf,  he  decided  za  z.  ^- 

.Ss    :e  !^:ic  :hfi  ssloo,  iimiil  £«  .j: 

liAHftd  oi  :he  ^brea  and  tttTTCx?^  r^  j 

ai  -ee  ■jiuiening  in  the  darkuti*.    -.r-^. 
imuuer^:ed   facss  vhooe  kt.  ij..::.^  r»   ^ 
auka.  !he  auuTjuis  uw  ar.'^^^  z.    .^  9 

"no  IT  m  fflionnoaa  bine  etci'A    : — '  -, 

ii'TOTtL  jun.  point  fotencie.   • ;„   _i 

i±  ins  imfarell*,  wti-i.  T-a ■    -^, 

,~~tit  3»  mJuDash  of  >  fc".r^:'^»     1_-^  j- 
♦TiinB  Tdi  ie  point  »-_vl  ;>'.-^  ^ 
iiB  218  jnuu  of  an  atiii'j^z:^  *_^ 
IM  nmar  n— Je  of  the  *i.j*.;  t .  ,  " 

fli»  wm*  mutin'i  ni'-iT^ 
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said  the  marquis,  good-humoredly,  and  a8  if  he 
pated  some   entertainment  from  the   presence 
whom  he  welcomed  so  cordially.     **  I  expect  a  go'^ 
of  company  this  evening;  and  in  your  capacity 
host's  notary,  you  can  assist  me  to   entertain 
Come  and  make  your  how  to  the  young  ladies." 

The  old  gentleman,  with  a  hearing  which  showe<i 
conscious  he  was  of  the  distance  hetween  a  Marqm 
Souday  and  a  village  notary,  preceded  his  guest  to 
salon. 

It  is  true  that  Master  Loriot  made  so  much  hot 
about  wiping  his  feet  on  the  rug  which  lay  at  the  <: 
of  that  sanctuary,  that  the  mark  of  courtesy,  which 
marquis  might  have  shown  by  allowing  him  to  ei. 
the  room  first,  would  have  become  an  unpleasant  task. 

Let  us  take  advantage  of  the  moment  occupied  by  . 
notary  in  closing  his  umbrella  and  wiping  his  feet 
sketch    his  portrait,  if   the    task   is  not    beyond  c 
capacity. 

Master  Loriot,  notary  of  Machecoul,   was  a  litt 
fellow,  thin  and  meagre,  and  appearing  half  as  spa; 
again  as  he  really  was  by  the  habit  he  had  adopted  i 
bending  himself  double  when  he  spoke,  and  assuming 
an  attitude  of  most  profound  respect. 

A  long,  pointed  nose  served  him  for  a  face.  In 
developing  that  one  feature  beyond  all  measure,  Nataie 
had  chosen  to  recoup  herself  on  the  other  features,  and 
had  measured  out  to  him,  with  incredible  stinginess, 
whatever  did  not  pertain  to  the  salient  part  of  his  oomi- 
tenance;  so  that  it  was  necessary  to  look  at  Master 
Loriot  at  very  short  range,  and  for  a  long  while,  in 
order  to  discover  that  he  had  eyes  and  a  mouth  like 
other  men.  But  when  one  had  made  that  discovery,  oat 
noticed  that  the  eyes  were  full  of  animation,  and  that 
the  mouth  did  not  lack  expression. 


&=ci:.lUB'jrr, — 
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The  thing  which  had  oontrihuted  more  than  anything 
else  to  Master  Loriot's  success  in  the  department  of 
Loire-Inf^rieure,  and  in  the  neighhoring  departments , 
too,  to  a  less  degree,  was  the  exaltation  of  his  political 
opinions. 

He  was  one  of  those  of  whom  it  might  he  said  that 
he  was  **  more  royalist  than  the  king  himself." 

His  little  gray  eye  sparkled  when  he  heard  the  name 
of  a  Jacohinj  and,  in  his  eyes,  all  the  liheral  factions 
from  M.  de  Ghftteauhriand  to  M.  de  Lafayette  were 
Jacohins. 

He  had  never  chosen  to  recognize  the  July  Monarchy ; 
and  he  never  spoke  of  Louis  Philippe  otherwise  than  as 
*'  M.  le  Due  d'Orl^ans,"  not  even  hestowing  upon  him 
the  title  of  Royal  Highness  which  Charles  X«  gave 
him. 

Master  Loriot  was  one  of  the  most  frequent  visitors 
at  the  Chateau  de  Souday. 

It  was  part  of  his  policy  to  parade  his  very  deep 
respect  for  this  illustrious  remnant  of  the  old  soci^ 
system,  —  a  system  which  had  all  his  regret;  and  he 
carried  his  respect  so  far  as  to  agree  to  certain  loans,  on 
which  the  marquis,  very  careless,  as  we  have  said,  in 
money  matters,  regularly  neglected  to  pay  the  interest. 

The  marquis  cordially  welcomed  his  eamplre  Loriot. 
In  the  first  place,  out  of  deference  to  said  loans;  in  the 
second  place,  hecause  the  strain  of  pride  in  the  old 
gentleman  was  no  more  insensible  to  flattery  than  it  is 
in  other  men;  and  lastly,  because  the  strained  relati<Hit 
between  the  lord  of  Souday  and  his  neighbors  made  him 
very  lonely,  and  he  was  delighted  with  anything  which 
varied  his  monotonous  existence. 

When  the  little  notary  was  certain  that  his  shoes 
retained  no  particle  of  dirt,  he  entered  the  salon. 


He  bowed  aca::. :    :     t:^— --. 
comnlunpni--. 


of  OUTS  at  iiali-Da.~: 


jjonot  iiiouzl 


Theii  b'!  re 

"  Till'     Ir    1 


sa^iry,  -wiiici.  i 
knew  of  the  tr-.::.:  «  "diataun.  [  wn«  u..., 
of  Uiinf  ii:  X7ifa  t:*  ^iL.iii-™  .f  t|,n  [i.,,.  j  , 
1  wen!  m..  am  I  twiLiit  'lint  M.  Ii>  \i,,p,  „ 
a&ra  nw  liirlW  fur  Hi»  „,  .1  . 
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^  The  youDg  bftron,  perhaps!  "  said  the  notaiy. 

•Yes." 

"  He 's  just  the  man  I  'm  seeking. " 

"  Loriot/'  said  the  marquis,  "  I  am  amazed  to  see  jou^ 
whom  I  look  upon  as  a  man  with  solid  convictions ;  I 
am  amazed  to  see  you  so  demean  yourself  as  to  couple 
with  the  name  of  these  Michels  a  title  which  ozdinarilj 
you  hold  in  respect. " 

As  the  marquis  uttered  this  sentence,  with  an  accent 
yl  the  utmost  disdain,  Bertha  hecame  crimson,  and  the 
solor  fled  from  Mary's  cheeks. 

The  old  gentleman  did  not  ohserve  the  effect  his 
words  produced  upon  them;  but  it  did  not  escape  the 
little  gray  eye  of  the  notary.  He  was  about  to  speak 
when  M.  de  Souday  signified  to  him,  with  a  motion  of 
Ids  hand,  that  he  had  not  finished. 

''  Then  again,"  he  continued,''  why  do  you,  eomphrSf 
whom  we  always  treat  kindly  and  as  a  friend,  think  it 
necessary  to  resort  to  a  subterfuge  in  order  to  get  into 
Dur  house  ? " 

"  Monsieur  le  Marquis —  "  stammered  Loriot. 

"  You  came  heve  in  search  of  Michel,  did  you  nott 
Nothing  better  than  that  I     But  why  lie  about  iti " 

**  Wi]l  M.  le  Marquis  deign  to  accept  my  most  hum- 
Ue  apology)  The  mother  of  this  young  man,  whom 
I  was  compelled  to  accept  as  a  client  because  he  is  a 
legacy  from  my  predecessor,  is  very  anxious.  At  the 
risk  of  breaking  his  neck,  her  son  got  out  of  a  window  oa 
the  second  floor  and  made  his  escape,  in  contempt  of  the 
maternal  wishes;  so  that  Madame  Michel  urged  me  —  ** 

''  Aha!  "  said  the  marquis;  ''  did  he  do  all  thatt " 

"  Literally,  Monsieur  le  Marquis." 

''Well,  that  reconciles  me  to  him.  Not  altogether, 
you  understand;  but  a  little." 
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*  If  M.  le  Uargoia  ooold  tell  me  when  I  aboald  be 
likely  to  find  the  young  nun,"  said  Loriot, '  I  woud 
take  him  back  to  Ia  Logerie." 

"  Alu!  so  far  aa  th«t  'a  oonearaed,  I  don't  knoir  lujv 
□or  where  he  vanished !  Do  yon  know,  j-ou  pjiti" 
asked  the  marquis  of  bis  danghten. 

Berths  and  Mary  both  shook  their  beada. 

"  Yoa  see,  my  poor  eomjrirt,'  said  the  margTuc, 
'  that  we  can't  help  yon  at  all.  Bat  why  did  UoUior 
Michel  abut  her  bod  np  I " 

"It  would  seem,"  replied  the  noUt;,  "  tLat  rnuiig 
Uichel,  hitherto  so  mild, so  tnetaUe,  and  ubedjeiit,  ha» 
suddenly  fallen  in  love." 

"Aha!  be  has  taken  the  bit  is  Ids  teelL"  ^id 
the  msrrjuis;  "I  thought  so.  WtlJ,  ConjpM?  Lor.oi, 
if  your  advice  is  asked,  tell  tbe  mother  U>  gjvt  Lim  ii*e 
rein  and  plenty  of  room ;  that 's  much  betser  tuoL  Uit 
martingale.  From  what  little  I  have  seeii  of  -^-j^^^  j 
should  ny  he  was  a  good  enough  Jitile  den']  at  ii';r^j[n_" 

"An  excellent  heart,  Hooeieor  U  JCaruuu  and 
only  son,  too;  more  than  a  hundred  iLoiuaiitJ  i- 
inconM!"  said  the  notary, 

"Humph!"  said  the  marquis,  "if  thai  'i  i""  - 
he  '11  find  it  will  go  very  JittJe  war  Uiwaid  i^-'      **' 
the  iniquities  of  tbe  filthy  name  V  bears,"        "^'^'^'■"^ 

-  Father,-  eried  BerUu,  wLilt  Man-  contemn  ■ 
with  a  sigh,  -you  foiget  ihe  gerviee  bt  d.      ***^^* 
evening!"  ^  Ui  ii^t 

"Aha!"  thou^t  Loriot,  Jc^tij^  „  j, 
"canthebwonneberigbtt    A  fiw  «,„,„^^7^7  girl, 
be  to  draw  up!"  *^  »0U,C 

Thereupon  be  began  to  fifure  m,  wi,^ 
contract    between    Baron    Mi,i,^j    /      ""  »  n^r 
Mademoiselle  Bertha  d.  Soudsr  m  ^"^^ 
him  in  tbe  way  of  fc»  ^  ""^'^   1*  ,-^. 
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**  You  are  right,  my  child,"  said  thQ  marquis;  **  so  let 
us  leave  Loriot  to  hunt  for  Mother  Michel's  kitten,  and 
not  bother  our  heads  about  him  to-day.  Do  you  pro- 
pose to  continue  your  search,  Monsieur  Notary  f"  he 
asked. 

^  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  if  you  would  deign  to  allow 
me,  I  should  prefer  —  " 

"  Just  now  you  gave  me  as  an  excuse  your  fear  of 
meeting  the  soldiers,"  interposed  the  marquis;  ''so 
you  're  afraid  of  them,  are  you  t  Morbleti !  what  does 
that  mean ?     You,  one  of  us!  " 

"I  am  not  afraid,"  retorted  Loriot;  "M.  le  Marquis 
may  believe  me.  But  these  cursed  Blues  cause  me  such 
bitter  aversion  that  when  I  see  one  of  their  uniforms 
my  stomach  rebels  and  I  can  eat  nothing  for  twenty- 
four  hours." 

"That  explains  your  thinness,  compere;  but  the 
saddest  part  of  it  is  that  it  forces  me  to  turn  you  out  of 
doors." 

"  M.  le  Marquis  is  pleased  to  joke  at  the  expense  of 
his  humble  servant." 

'^  Not  in  the  least.  I  simply  don't  want  to  cause  your 
death,  compere." 

"  How  so  ?  " 

**  If  the  sight  of  one  soldier  causes  you  twenty-four 
hours  of  inability  to  eat,  you  must  surely  die  of  hunger 
on  the  spot  if  you  are  under  the  same  roof  with  a 
regiment  for  a  whole  night." 

"A  regiment?" 

"Precisely;  I  have  invited  a  regiment  to  sup  at 
Souday  this  evening,  and  my  friendship  for  you,  com- 
pere, compels  me  to  turn  you  out  on  short  order.  But 
go  somewhat  cautiously;  for  the  villains,  if  they  see 
you  running  through  the  fields  —  I  mean  the  woods  —  at 


8S7 

such  an  hoar,  may  Teiy  well  take  yov  lor  wbgi  jon  mrm 
not,  —  I  mean  for  what  yon  are.* 

«WeUI'' 

*  Why,  in  tiiat  case,  they  will  not  &0  to  htmar  joa 
with  a  few  Aoia,  and  the  gmu  iAM.lt D^ d'Ori^ana' 
fioldiezs  %st  loaiiBd  with  ball. " 

The  imtaorr  tmsaed  as  whifo  as  a  dieflt,  airf 


a  ie^r  ixzoiic'iBut  words. 

"  Oom^.  jnak&  op  your  mind!  Ton]ia?eToiir  oicioe. 
-^ix)  di-*  c  ".L.jngpi  or  by  a  bullet.  Too  JHnv  ^p  Izst 
to  loae    IT  Tuwr  I  can  bear  tbe  naiciniig  Bte^.  of  *  wiica^ 

troop.     _stid  lifltaair  that 'a  tbe  gcoMEBl  JouiQ^,^  J2.  aL 
puiulaiJiiliv. 

It -tmfa. -i»  SaBffcer  did  «»|,  i  Tipm„  ^^,^ 
fltif  -mm.   »  sfted  As  AaaOa  nA  ymLux  of  li* 

it  tmaawaaaL 


Good !    !LtK  iai  1dr:3l  'fim,  and  -,g^.^  . 

-",  ««x,  ana  come  to  aiBBt  my 


^  «*  n<wr,  and 


. ,  and  rirtth  :  ^i,,v^  --^Vf 


'41 


"        4""  . 

*        •     •        .        -       T 
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CHAPTER  XXXn. 

WHEBEIN  THE  GENERAL  EATS  A  DINIHEB  WHICH 
WAS  NOT  PREPABED  FOR  HIM. 

In  accoidance  with  the  instructions  of  the  maiqnis  tnois- 
mitted  hy  Mary  to  Kosine,  the  outer  gate  was  thrown 
open  to  the  soldiers  upon  the  very  first  blow  of  tiie 
knocker;  whereupon  they  took  possession  of  the  court- 
yard, and  lost  no  time  in  surrounding  the  house. 

As  the  old  general  was  alighting  from  his  horse  he 
espied  the  two  torch-bearers,  and  by  their  side,  half  in 
shadow  and  half  in  the  light,  the  two  girls. 

The  whole  party  came  forward  with  an  air  of  afiability 
and  cordiality  which  took  him  completely  by  surprise. 

"  Upon  my  word,  general, "  cried  the  marquis,  going 
down  as  far  as  the  lowest  step  to  show  his  respect  for 
the  old  soldier,  ''I  had  almost  abandoned  all  hope  of 
seeing  you  —  this  evening,  at  least." 

"  You  had  abandoned  hope,  did  you  say.  Monsieur  le 
Marquis  f  "  exclaimed  the  general,  dumf ounded  by  such 
a  beginning. 

"  I  had  abandoned  all  hope  of  seeing  you,  I  say  again. 
What  time  did  you  leave  Montaiguf  About  seven 
o'clock!" 

"  At  seven,  precisely." 

"As  I  said!  I  figured  that  you  would  need  a  little 
more  than  two  hours  for  the  journey ;  and  so  I  expected 
you  from  quarter  to  half  after  nine ;  but  here  it  is  after 
ten!    I  was  just  saying  to  myself:  *Mon  Dieul  can 
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anything  haye  happened  to  depriye  me  of  the  honor  of 
entertaining  so  valiant  and  estimable  an  officer  f '  " 

**  So  yon  were  expecting  me,  monsieur  t  ** 

"  Fardieu  !  I  '11  be  bound  it  was  that  infernal  Pont- 
Farcy  ford  that  delayed  you.  What  an  abominable 
neighborhood  this  is,  general!  Brooks,  which  become 
impassable  torrents  after  the  least  rain;  roads!  —  they 
call  them  roads,  but  I  call  them  quagmires.  However, 
you  must  know  something  about  them,  for  I  fancy  you 
had  some  little  difficulty  in  crossing  that  accursed  Saut 
de  Baug^,  a  sea  of  mud,  where  one  sinks  in  up  to  the 
waist,  if  one  is  fortunate  enough  not  to  get  in  over  head 
and  all !  But  confess  that  all  those  are  nothing  compared 
with  the  Yiette  des  Biques,  where,  even  in  the  enthusi- 
astic days  of  my  youth  when  I  was  mad  over  hunting, 
I  never  dared  to  go  without  shuddering.  Keally, 
general,  when  I  think  of  all  the  trouble  and  weari- 
ness which  the  honor  you  do  me  must  have  cost  you, 
I  don't  know  how  to  express  my  gratitude. " 

The  general  saw  that  he  had  to  deal,  for  the  moment^ 
with  a  cleverer  than  himself,  and  he  determined  to  digest 
with  good  grace  the  dish  which  the  marquis  offered 
him. 

**  Be  assured.  Monsieur  le  Marquis, "  he  replied,  "  that 
I  regret  extremely  to  have  kept  you  waiting  for  me,  and 
that  I  am  hardly*  to  blame  for  the  delay.  In  any  event 
I  will  strive  to  profit  by  the  lesson  you  have  taught  me, 
and  another  time,  for  all  your  fords  and  bogs  and  goat- 
paths,  I  will  make  it  a  point  to  time  my  arrival  according 
to  the  strictest  rules  of  politeness." 

At  this  moment  an  officer  came  up  to  the  general,  to 
receive  his  commands  relative  to  searching  the  ch&teau. 

"It's  no  use,  my  dear  captain,"  said  the  general. 
'Didn't  you  hear  our  host  say  that  we  are  too  latet 


TBI  SHE-VOLTIS  OT  HACHIOODI^ 
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instead  of  saying  that  I  have  seen  servicei  I  will  say 
simply  that  I  have  fought." 

"  In  this  region  1 " 

«  Precisely !     Under  Charette. " 

"Aha!" 

**  I  was  his  aide-de-camp.'' 

**  In  that  case,  we  have  met  before,  marquis." 

"ReaUyt" 

''Yes;  I  made  the  campaigns  of  1795  and  1796  in 
Vendee." 

**  Bravo  I  I  am  indeed  overjoyed  I  "  cried  the  marqius. 
^  At  dessert,  we  will  talk  over  all  our  youthful  exploits. 
Ah,  general, "  continued  the  old  gentleman,  with  a  mel- 
ancholy note  in  his  voice,  **  in  both  camps  alike,  those 
who  can  talk  over  those  campaigns  are  beginning  to  be 
few  and  far  between !  But  here  come  the  jades  to  an- 
nounce that  dinner  demands  our  attention.  General, 
will  you  give  your  arm  to  one  of  them  t  The  captain 
will  escort  the  other.  Grentlemen, "  said  he  to  the  other 
officers,  **  kindly  follow  the  general  to  the  dining-room." 

They  took  their  places  at  table,  the  general  between 
Bertha  and  Mary,  the  marquis  with  an  officer  on  either 
hand. 

Master  Loriot  seated  himself  beside  Bertha;  he  bad 
strong  hopes  that  he  might  be  able,  during  the  meal,  to 
put  a  word  in  her  ear  about  young  Michel.  He  had 
quite  decided,  so  far  as  he  was  concerned,  that  the  ooa- 
tract  should  be  drawn  up  in  his  study. 

For  some  moments  nothing  was  heard  save  the  rattling 
of  plates  and  clinking  of  glasses;  every  one  was  too  folly 
occupied  to  talk. 

The  officers,  emulating  the  example  of  their  genenl, 
reconciled  themselves  complacently  to  the  unexpected 
denouement  of  their  expedition. 


THE  SXBAl  XJ3F  3^001  JOTI  CMKC  TtSt.  SHI.      o4? 
Xlv  uKnjiiik.  -«^  (BdiBmrr  dime  s  jitv.  anc  «*f 

to  hi>  iihiiiimli  ior  lite  limp  dclaT.  'Mstt  mc  IWtha, 
deep  is  tiicnifdii^  aiiii  lus  aom-  ic  Iisvf  ok  cxraw  f rtr 
■ilim  in  laic  TepnlfluiD  idiix:li  Hir  Xricolmd  cnc^adw 
ia^irad  ix  tibedr  1>iKa&. 

Ittre  hi*  vrrai|!e. 

He  vnAfastoai  Ttar  veO  tiud  ML  d«  Snnday  l«a  )«m« 
wned  of  )u£  kj^troaefc :  bkinnd  ia  wufarp  of  thf  Ym>- 
deaa  T«netT  W  knew  bow  sasify  uid  qnicktj  ii»mm^»« 
were  tmi^oiUed  frcn  one  tQIi^  to  uKAh«T.  £ni>«^ 
nseed  at  first  bj  the  ^Mntaoeoasly  onrdi»l  TWPptiAn 
aceoidMl  him  hj  IL  de  Soodaj,  be  gradiull;  ppoovered 
his  aam^Jrmd;  and  naomii^  his  babit  of  minutp  nhMrm- 
ti<»i,  be  foond  in  eTeiything  that  met  hia  eyr, —  in  hi> 
bosfs  oonliality  aa  well  as  in  the  bountMHisntuw  iif  thit 
feast,  which  was  much  too  fine  to  have  bcmn  ]in<|>iinHl 
for  the  consamption  of  foes, —  something  which  lotnlml 
to  confirm  his  stupicions.  But  being  eiulowml  with  Uial 
degree  of  patience  which  every  auccussful  huntnr  of  mnil 
or  beast  ought  to  posseaa,  and  being  ocrtaJn  that  in  thn 
darkness  it  would  be  absurd  to  undertake  a  jiuniiiit,  -  - 
if  the  illustrious  prey  he  was  seeking  hai]  talmn  lIlKht, 
as  everything  seemed  to  indicate, —  he  •Int'irrrilnHl  Ut 
postpone  serious  investigations  until  Ut«r,  simI  riivo'i- 
while  to  take  careful  note  of  everything  whiifh  lui|/))«(*«') 
in  his  neighborhood. 

He  was  the  first  to  break  th«  rilttncn. 

"  Monsieur  le  Harqnia, "  b^  miii,  nMiiK  },U  t/i^M, 
"  tiie  choice  of  a  toast  would  be  a*  &it&m\t  Un  j'fH  m  P/t 
xa ;  bat  there  is  one  wbidi  will  •tnbirmtn  m//  ^mw,  tti4 
which  ought  to  take  ptwwdeae*  vr^  «]]  ifhfti.     AMw 
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thanking  them  heartily  for  having  joined  in  the  ooaxte> 
ous  reception  with  vhich  you  have  honored  us.* 

''  My  sister  and  myself  thank  you,  Monsieur  le  (3^ 
dral,"  said  Bertha,  ''and  we  are  very  happy  that  we 
were  ahle  to  gratify  our  father  by  extendixkg  a  weloooe 
to  you." 

"  Which  meansy"  rejoined  the  general,  smiling  "  that 
you  are  agreeable  to  us  only  by  order,  and  that  our  gnti* 
tude  is  all  due  to  M.  le  Marquis.  All  right  I  I  admire 
your  soldierly  blnntness,  which  would  bring  me  from  the 
camp  of  your  admirers  into  that  of  your  friends,  if  I 
thought  that  one  with  the  cockade  I  wear  would  be  ad- 
mitted there." 

''Your  praise  of  my  out-spokenness  encourages  mb, 
monsieur, "  said  Bertha,  "  so  that  I  venture  to  conf ees  to 
you  that  your  colors  are  not  those  which  I  love  best  to 
see  upon  my  friends;  but  if  you  are  really  ambitious  of 
that  title,  I  gladly  grant  it,  ia  the  hope  that  there  wiO 
come  a  day  when  you  can  wear  mine." 

"  General,"  said  the  marquis,  scratching  his  ear,  "your 
reflection  was  perfectly  just;  how  can  I,  without  ooia* 
promising  either  of  us,  respond  to  your  graceful  compli- 
ment to  my  daughters?     Have  you  a  wife!  " 

The  general  thought  he  would  embarrass  his  host 

"No,"  said  he, 

"A  sister!" 

"No." 

"  A  mother  perhaps  t  " 

"  Yes, "  said  the  general,  as  if  he  had  been  lying  in 
wait  for  the  marquis  at  that  point;  "  I  have  France,  th« 
common  mother  of  us  all." 

"  Bravol  I  drink  to  Franoel  and  may  the  eig^t  cen- 
turies of  glory  which  she  owes  to  her  kings  be  indefr 
nitely  prolonged! " 


"i7  B.-'  •^-: ^'  *"  in  med,  Bfttr  k  nirtmriil'ii  hiWca, 
'  I  M—-rrz,   -.jjt  ZLMts .  viuie  or  Enciilai;  Fnnco  U  «lill 

jLI.  t^^  c^K^s  ndsBd  iLeir  glunft,  uid  pvi>n  Coin|)^ra 
I^n c  cnvj.  m.  inr  tbc  exunple  of  the  mAiquia,  eiiiptioj 
'i^M  ri  m  V.  !i;e  hiast  piopoaed  hj  the  iiuiit«r  of  Um 
iiTis:  wt  •ni:>tds^  by  tlie  general. 

<l>iix  acTVrO  npon  that  slope,  tod  iruho<l  iluwu  willj 
i-Jci::bTiaf  of  food  wine,  the  conTeraktiun  •MijJu'fl  vm  U 
emic  piiKsec  that  Bertha  Wid  Har;  Kalizit-i  M'hk  Ui« 
£=^>er  vmc  two  thirds  done  that  the;  ojuIJ  tivl  foUfw  it 
sni^I  dHeert  wu  aeired;.  eo  thej  quitiU]'  U-tl  Uw  UiUk 
■bd  vent  into  the  diatring-room. 

MhItt  Ixxiol,  who  aeemed  to  have  vuiuv  to  ana  ll^m 
qaie  ■■  mnch  aa  to  see  the  tuftnjuic,  Kt  uuuv  ium  tuid 
foQowvd  tliem. 
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CHAPTER  XXXin. 

WHEBEIK  MASTEB  LOBIOT'S  CURIOSITY  IS  HOT 
PRECISELY   SATISFIED. 

Master  Loriot,  as  we  said,  at  once  followed  the 
example  set  by  the  young  ladies,  and  leaving  the  ma^ 
quis  and  his  guests  to  reviye  at  their  leisure  their  mem- 
ories of  the  "  war  of  the  giants,  **  he  softly  rose  from  the 
table  and  glided  into  the  drawing-room. 

He  came  forward,  bowing  continuously,  and  rubbing 
his  hands  contentedly. 

''Ah,"  said  Bertha,  "you 'seem  well  pleased  with 
something  or  other,  Monsieur  le  Notaire." 

"Young  ladies,"  replied  Master  Loriot,  in  an  und6^ 
tone,  "  I  did  my  best  to  second  the  stratagem  of  Monsieur 
your  father.  I  hope  that  if  occasion  should  arise  you 
will  not  refuse  to  bear  witness  to  my  coolness  and 
aplomb. " 

"  What  stratagem  are  you  referring  to,  dear  Monsieur 
Loriott  "  inquired  Mary,  vrith  a  laugh;  "Neither 
Bertha  nor  myself  has  the  slightest  idea  what  you 
mean." 

"  Jfan  Dieu/"  replied  the  notary,  ^I  have  no  idea 
either;  but  I  thought  that  M.  le  Marquis  must  haye 
some  very  potent  and  weighty  reasons  for  treating  like 
old  friends  —  indeed,  better  than  he  sometimes  treats  old 
friends  —  the  frightful  wretches  whom  he  now  has  about 
his  table ;  the  assiduous  attentions  vrith  which  he  oye> 
whelms  the  minions  of  the  usurper  seem  so  extraoidinaiy 
to  me  that  I  fancied  they  had  some  object." 
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into  any  mora  such  mutakea,  I  propow  to  enligbtan  jm 
u  to  the  situatioa.  Know  then,  that  Oener«l  Dermon- 
oourt^  whom  you  look  upon  bs  anti-ChrUt,  oame  to  tlu 
oh&teau  puielj  and  eimpl;  to  make  such  a  aearch  h  tbey 
have  been  making  in  the  neighboring  ch&teaux." 

"Well,  in  that  case,"  demanded  the  little  notaty, 
becoming  more  and  more  confused,  "why  treat  tbwn 
with  —  upon  my  word,  I  must  aay  it— with  so  mnch 
oeremony  and  distineti<mt    The  law  is  explicit." 

"TheUwl" 

"  Yes ;  it  forbids  all  magistrates,  civil  and  nulituy 
officera  intrusted  witb  the  execution  of  judicial  process 
to  aeiie,  appropriate,  or  carry  away  any  othet  articles 
than  thoee  named  in  aaid  prooess.  What  are  these  fel- 
lows doing  with  the  food  and  drink  of  all  sorts  whi<dk  they 
fbosd  upon  the  boaid  of  M.  le  Marquia  da  Soudajt 
They  an  ap-jm>-pri<i'4ing  tibemi  " 

"But  I  should  say.  Monsieur  Loriot,"  said  Haiy, 
"  that  my  father  is  at  liberty  to  invite  whom  he  pleases 
tontathiaUble." 

*  Even  those  who  oome  to  pot  in  execntion  the  bahaiti 
«t  an  odious,  tyiaanieal  power,  and  who  represent  Ail 
power  in  his  house )    Certainly,  mademoiaeUe ;  hut  791 
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*'But    then,"   continued    the    notarv 


« 


M.  Michel  will  be  of  age  in  a  few  inoi  - 
Bequently  free  to  act  as  he  chooses,  «»ic' 
immense  fortune  —  " 

"  Free  to  act  as  he  chooses! "  said  Berth 
the  better!     That  may  help  him." 

"  In  what,  mademoiselle  ? " 

"  Why,  to  rehabilitate  the  name  he  bean, 
away  the  unpleasant  reminiscences  of  his  * 
country.     As  for  the  fortune,  if  it  were 
Michel  honors  with  his  regard,  I  would  auvi 
make  such  use  of  it  that  there  would  soou  f 
more  honorable  and   more    honored  than  Lio  ^ 

end  of  the  province  to  the  other."  -^ 

"Just  what  would  you  advise  him  to   ■ 
moiselle  ? "  asked  the  notary,  in  amazemeut. 

"  To  return  the  fortune  to  those  from  whom  i 
is  said  to  have  taken  it,  —  to  restore  to  theii 
owners  the  national  estates  which  M.  Michel  pih 

"  But  if  he  did  that,"  exclaimed    the    b( 
notary,  **  the  poor  fellow  who  had  the  honor  i . 
you  would  ruin  himself  I " 

"  What  would  that  matter,  if  he  retained  the 
of  all  people  and  the  affection  of  her  who  advi 
sacrifice  ? " 

At  this  moment  Rosine  put  her  head  in  at  tin 
and  said,  without  addressing  either  Mary  or  I- 
particularly, — 

"Mademoiselle,    will    you    come    here  a  mon. 
please  ? " 

Bertha  desired  to  continue  the  conversation  with  t) 
notary.     She  was  eager  for  information  as  to  Mflijtw* 
de  la  Logerie's  hostile  feeling  toward  her,  —  even  wttKB 
eager,  perhaps,  than  she  was  concerning  the  son's  ImA" 
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"  Mademoiselle,"  said  she,  ^  he  'e  hungiy." 

**  He  '8  hungiy  1 "  Mary  repeated. 

"  Tes;  he  just  this  minute  told  me  so.'' 

*  Whom  are  you  talking  about  t    Who 's  hungiy  t  * 
"  He,  — the  poor  boy  I  " 

"Who'shel" 

"Why,  M.  Michel." 

«  What!  M.  Michel  heret " 

«  Didn't  you  know  it!" 

«  Why,  no  indeed  I " 

"Two  hours  ago  about ^- after  mademoiselle  your 
sister  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  a  little  before  the 
soldiers  came  —  he  appeared  in  the  kitchen." 

"^  Then  he  did  n't  go  away  with  Petit-Pierre  t  ** 

*  Apparently  not." 

^  Tou  say  that  he  came  to  the  kitchen  t " 

*  Yes;  he  was  so  tired  that  it  was  pitiful  to  see  him. 
'Monsieur  Michel,' — that's  what  I  said  to  him, — 
'  pray  why  don't  you  go  to  the  drawing-room  ? '  *Dame  I 
my  dear  Eosine,'  he  replied,  in  his  gentle  voice,  *  because 
no  one  asked  me  to  stay.'  Then  he  said  he  was  going 
to  Machecoul  for  the  night;  for  as  to  going  back  to 
La  Logerie,  he  would  n't  do  it  for  anything  in  the  world. 
It  seems  that  his  mother  wants  to  drag  him  off  to  Paris. 
I  refused  to  hear  of  his  travelling  around  in  the  middle 
of  the  night." 

''  You  did  just  right,  Rosine.  Where  is  he  now  t " 
"  I  put  him  in  the  tower  chamber;  but  as  the  soldien 
have  taken  possession  of  the  ground  floor  of  the  tower, 
there  is  no  way  of  getting  to  him  except  by  the  corridor 
at  the  end  of  the  granary;  and  I  came  to  ask  you  for  the 
key," 

Mary's  first  impulse— the  good  one — was  to  tell  her 
sister;  but  it  was  soon  succeeded  by  a  second.     And 


■Ob. 'rt»«<'"_.  »»■-"■,  *-  "^ 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIV. 

THX  BOOM  nr  THX  LITTLE  TOWER. 

Upon  reaching  the  second  floor,  Mary  stopped  befove 
the  apartment  which  Jean  Onllier  oocupied.  The  key 
she  required  was  there. 

Then  she  opened  a  door  which  led  from  that  floor  to 
the  winding  staircase,  by  which  the  upper  part  of  the 
tower  was  reached.  She  ran  quickly  up  thia  staircase 
several  stairs  ahead  of  Boaine,  who  was  somewhat 
embarrassed  by  her  basket.  The  ascent  was  by  no 
means  free  from  danger,  for  eyery  part  of  this  half- 
abandoned  tower  was  then  in  a  characteristic  state  ci 
decay  and  dilapidation. 

It  was  at  the  top  of  this  tower,  in  a  little  room 
next  the  roof,  that  Bosine  and  the  cook,  after  due 
deliberation,  had  stowed  away  the  young  Baron  de  la 
Logerie. 

Excellent  as  the  intentions  of  the  two  worthy  girls 
undoubtedly  were,  the  residt  of  their  efforts  was  by  no 
means  proportioned  to  them;  for  it  was  impossible  to 
conceive  a  more  wretched  place  of  shelter, — a  place,  in 
short,  where  it  was  so  utterly  out  of  the  question  to 
obtain  rest  from  the  most  trifling  fatigue. 

This  room,  in  short,  was  used  by  Jean  Oullier  as  a 
store-room  for  his  vegetable  seeds,  and  for  the  tools 
which  he  used  in  the  exercise  of  his  functions  as  Master 
Jacques.  The  walls  were  literally  lined  with  beans, 
cabbages,  lettuces,  and  onions  run  to  seed,  of  almost 


evnT  too"  ™r:«y.  «•£  *^  «?««  »  A*  *irU«l 
the  wed*  mi;^'  »:>i^i»  3a»  ?p-7«  ***™»  <*  rip*aM» 
Mid  diyne*.'  r:ii.rraaK:7-  t-  ii-»  K>Unie  spwi- 
m«iiJ,  daring  Ji;*  ^  =*:'^"'^  ""^^  ^  **•»  «w«Hing 
the  proper  bobw"  w  »  I^"**  »  '*»•  groBml,  liwi 
»bBorhed  iwJi  «  q=i:;tilT  o*  iait  ll«  ,t  tha  Unit 
moTenent  of  »nT  »«  in  ii«  mitow  room  miUioni  of 
putielM  row  from  the  lepimiiKHis  mua  and  thick«n«d 
the  »tiiio«ph*»  beyond  endurauw. 

The  only  fitniiiDrc  in  th«  pl«ce  «u  a  joiner'i  board, 

not  »  "I  comfortable  seat,  aaany  one  can  •«.     Awl 

Michel,  who  had  made  up  his  mind  to  accept  it  m  i>ii';li, 
aoon  concluded  to  exchange  it  for  a  h^  of  oato  of  a  u^w 
variety,  the  rarity  of  which  had  procured  for  it  II* 
bonora  of  the  cabinet  of  precioua  aeeda.  lie  iwt  'I'jwu 
on  the  middle  of  the  bag;  and  there,  nulwillii-Wi.'lii.j/ 
some  drawbacks,  —  what  seat  is  m  coraforioljle  »  Vi>  i* 
free  from  theml  —  he  found  at  least  Butlici'^iit  fiut.-.iir 
to  give  him  some  alight  relief  from  the  wMriiix^  vt-.u. 
which  bis  limba  were  aching. 

Bnt  he  soon  tired  of  bis  aeat  n^Km  tl.at  »i,>t',i.j'  „],., 
prickly  eofa.     When  Gu^rin  njmet  him  mv,  n^  e„i.„r 
a  considerable  quantity  of  *ery  moiat  uiA  im-;  «':.„i.-' 
to  the  surface  of  his  clothes;  and  tti'-  '.uii.')-iu»r  h^cll., 
ally  penetrated  to  his  i>kin.     Ojuwi-iut-.  ■  ■     i,. 
brief  stay  before  the  kil';li>^  (ii'^  y<v^     ,  .,.     .. 
and  be  found  bimaelf,  mon:  im;.!^,™."    \.,^-   ,.,^     , .. 
the  humidity  of  titat  mud.     h"    i>-    i>>  ,..>i     ^    j.. 
and  down    in    his  oonttirtl"-   vut^'i-i      ;■    ^•.     ■..^.  ,  ,. 
the  while  the  abrord    tiun'":  ■     *  ■■'-     ..•>     -•-. 

responsible  for  Lis  vi>(.    «(■'     1-'  >  .■    -.^    -..,     ^. 

which  be  was  Uriimiiij'  i*  !■;'  ■■■.■  •» .  .1.  i...  .  , 
that  was  the  wdd-ss!  •>'■■■  ■^-  J . . .r  ...  «  ,. „  , 
society.    H«  uianwc 
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fitilun  to  profit  by  what  be  bad  to  gallanclT  mu£erru£3. 
and  bpcaUM  hia  heart  bad  failed  bim  juat  ^  'on  Tk 
llniiihing  what  he  had  b^nn  m  well. 

I,«t  ua  haiteti  to  lay,  in  order  not  to  minepiBaras  -:: 
hcro'v  character,  that  hia  co&sciooaieflB  of  bis  "ftr- 
fmvt  him  no  additional  courage;  aad  tha£,  wi^  i_ 
the  ri>]iroaohea  ha  heaped  upon  himself,  it  aetv  t." 
ttcctttireil  to  him  to  go  down  and  boldlj  d'^mami  tf  -^ 
mar()t)iHV  hnnda  the  hoapitAble  treatment  the  fne^fr. 
i>(  whioh  had  been  by  no  means  the  leaat  i 
hi«  Ili)iht. 

M«uiwliilo  the  soldiers  had  made  their  i 
nnd    Micbcl,    attracted    by    the  noise    thej    made,  in 
|^lntitl);  in,  to  the  narrow  window  which  looked  <tp<m 

til*.  »w«r  .>(  *»-  -'■*• —    "-  "' *•   "■-   *-;""-- 

li^htisl  win 

(\»«Mif  l*«  a 

v;>^  it  ' 

^ll5V^'«^l>r, 

S*  «i,vm*sl  1 

(XM1,"»    (^* 

iN*  «#«  Kv» 
» (\s^w^l.  ^; 

,<   !VS;^V  ■ 
'ftVwA  >^ 

■y^  *,.-,  .W,> 


J 


^ 


THE  BOOH   IN   THE  LITTLE  TOWER.  867 

'  la  it  you,  Roeine ) "  he  aelced,  ae  he  heard  a  hand 
upon  the  knob  of  the  door. 

'  No,  it  'b  not  Roeine,  Monsieur  Miobel ;  it  '■  I." 

Hichel  rec^nized  Mary's  voice,  but  could  not  beliare 
luieara. 

The  voice  went  on,— 

•  Yes,  I ;  and  I  am  furiously  angry  with  you  I  " 

As  the  accent,  however,  was  not  in  harmony  with  the 
iroids,  Michel  was  not  overclaimed  by  the  "  furious 
mger." 

'  Hademoiselle  Hsry!"  he  ejaculated.  "  Kademoi- 
eelle  Mary  !     Mon.  Dieii !  " 

He  leaned  sgaiiut  the  wall  to  keep  binuelf  from 

Meanwhile  the  maiden  had  opened  the  door. 

"Ton!"  cried  Michel;  'you.  HademoiselLe  Mary! 
Oh,  how  happy  I  am!" 

"  Oh,  no;  not  so  happy  as  yon  pretowl  to  be." 

"Whynott" 

'  BeeaoBe  you  admit,  wi^  all  your  happiiwas,  tibat 
yon  are  dying  with  hunger.* 

"Ah,  mademoiselle,  who  told  yon  Hiatl  "  atamntered 
Michel,  blushing  np  to  the  whites  of  his  eyes. 

"  Koeine !  Come,  hnnj  up,  Kosine !  "  ooutinued 
Maiy.  "  Good !  First  of  ill,  pot  your  lantern  on  that 
booid,  and  then  huiry  and  open  your  basket.  I>ju't 
you  see  that  M.  Michel  is  devonring  it  with  lii«  huii^fry 
gawt' 

This  raillety  on  Mary's  part  made  the  yjwuy,  Wnm 
lather  ashamed  of  Uie  vulgar  need  which  he  hwt  •^xpn^aawl 
to  his  toster-sieter. 

He  had  a  faint  idee  that  H  would  be  »-    --'■ '- 

gallant  peifonaance  to  aelze  Kobiik's  tsuikM 
into  it  the  oomeetiblee  which  she  had  alwu' 
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and  spread  upon  the  board,  throw  the  whole  busin* 
out  of  window  even  at  the  risk  of  slaughtering  a  sol- 
dier, iall  at  the  young  girl's  feet  and  say  to  her  in  moT- 
ing  tones,  with  both  hands  upon  his  heart,  "  How  can 
I  think  of  my  stomach  when  my  heart  is  so  happy  t " 

But  such  ideas  as  those  might  have  occurred  to  Michel 
for  several  consecutive  years  without  his  ever  making 
up  his  mind  to  resort  to  such  cavalier  methods;  so  he 
allowed  Mary  to  treat  him  like  Bosine*s  foster-brother. 

Upon  her  suggestion  he  resumed  his  seat  upon  his 
couch  of  oats,  and  took  the  keenest  delight  in  eating  the 
food  cut  for  him  by  the  damsel's  shapely  white  hand. 

"  Oh,  what  a  child  you  are!  "  said  Mary.  "  Why,  in 
Heaven's  name,  after  performing  such  a  gallant  deed, 
rendering  us  such  a  very  great  service  at  the  risk  of 
breaking  your  bones,  —  why  did  you  not  say  to  mj 
father,  as  you  might  so  naturally  have  done,  '  Mon- 
sieur, it  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  go  back  to  my 
mother's  house  to-night.  Pray  put  me  up  till  to-morrow 
morning '  ? " 

"  Oh,  I  should  never  have  dared ! "  cried  Michel, 
letting  his  arms  isM  at  his  sides,  like  ft  man  who  hears 
a  suggestion  of  which  he  had  never  dreamed. 

"  Why  not  ?  "  Mary  asked. 

"Because  Monsieur  your  father  overawes  me  ire* 
mendously. " 

"  My  father !  Why,  he  's  the  best  man  in  the  world. 
And  then,  are  n't  you  our  friend,  I  should  like  to 
know  1 " 

"Oh,  how  kind  you  are,  mademoiselle,  to  give  me 
that  title!" 

Then  he  ventured  timidly  to  go  one  step  farther. 

"  Is  it  really  true,"  he  asked,  "  that  I  have  already 
earned  it?" 


THK  BOOK  IN  THS  UTTLK  TOWBB.  359 

Maij  blushed  ilightl;. 

A  few  days  before  she  would  not  have  heaitatod  b> 
teply  that  he  was  eo  truly  het  friend  that  few  momenta 
paxsed,  day  or  night,  when  abe  waa  not  thinking  of 
Ikim ;  bat  in  thoee  few  days  lore  had  etiangely  modifiad 
faer  feelings,  and  its  flist  result  had  been  to  develop  an 
instinotire  basbfulnese  which,  in  her  innocence,  ahe 
had  nerer  auspected.  In  proportion  as  she  hod  come  to 
realize  her  womanhood,  through  the  revelation  of  sen- 
sations thitherto  entirely  unknown  to  her,  she  hsd  also 
realised  that  the  manners  and  habits  and  language,  which 
resulted  from  the  strange  bringing  up  she  had  reeeived, 
were  alb^ether  unusual;  and  with  the  intuitive  faculty 
peculiar  to  womankind,  she  nnderstood  exactly  what 
she  must  acquire  in  the  way  of  modest  reserve,  in  order 
to  attain  the  quslitiea  which  abe  lacked,  and  of  which 
the  emotion  which  was  now  dominant  in  her  heart  made 
her  feel  the  necessity. 

Bo  it  was  that  Mary,  who  up  to  that  time  had  never 
thought  of  concealing  a  single  one  of  her  thoughts, 
began  to  comprehend  that  a  young  lady  may  sometimes 
find  it  necessary  to  make  evasive  answers,  if  not  to 
lie  outright;  and  she  sabstituted  a  very  commonplace 
remark  for  the  reply  she  would  have  liked  to  make. 

"Why,  surely  you  have  dons  enough  for  that,"  ahe 
said. 

Without  giving  him  time  to  carry  ttie  conversation 
any  farther  on  th-*  -"-'-—'-  —«-•—»  -' *  — 

"Come,  now, 
yon  were  boastin; 
of  tiiis  chicken." 

"  But  I  have  e 
said  Michel,  naY^ 

"  Oh,  what  a  p 


900 


UfM 
lid  H 

tmv 
tuu 
iu 

IV 

vv 

Ml 


THS  ROOU  m  THE  LITTLX  TOWEB.  361 

"  Me  t  " 

"  For  that  alone,  at  the  baroune's  requeat." 
"  But,  mademoieelle,"  said  Michel,  in  tenor, "  I  don't 
want  to  go  back  to  La  Logerie,  you  know." 
"  Why  nott " 

"  Why,  because  she  will  ihat  me  ap,  or  put  me  out  of 
the  way ;  becauae  she  waota  to  keep  me  away  from  — 
my  friends ! " 
"  Bah  1  La  Logerie  is  not  far  from  Soudaj. " 
"  No;  hut  Faria  is  a  long  way  from  La  Logerie,  and 
the  baroime  proposes  to  carry  me  off  to  Paris.     Did  you 
tell  this  Dotaiy  that  I  was  here  I " 
"Indeed,  I  did  nothing  of  the  kind." 
"  Oh,  mademoiselle,  how  grateful  I  am  to  you  I " 
"You  needn't  be;  I  didn't  know  it." 
"  But  now  that  you  do  know  it —  " 
Michel  hesitated. 
"Well,  what  then  I" 

"  You  must  not  tell  him,  mademoiselle,"  said  Michel, 
■diamed  of  his  own  weakness. 

"  Ah,    Monsieur  Michel  I  "    said  Mary,    "  upon  my 
word,  I  must  confess  one  thing  — " 
"Confess  it,  mademoiselle;  dol" 
"  Well,  it  seems  to  me  that  if  I  were  a  man,  Mastei 
Loriot  would  not  worry  me  much  under  any  circum- 
stances." 

Michel  appeared  to  be  summoning  all  his  strength 
preparatory  to  making  a  desperate  resolution. 

"  Indeed,  you  are  right,"  said  he ;  "  and  I  will  go  now 
and  tell  him  that  I  shall  never  return  to  La  Logerie." 
At  this  moment  the  young  people  were  startled  by 

n,.  „_! 1  .1. 1.    ..n: —  '-udly  for  Bosine. 

ilaimed  in  one  breath, 
3  other. 
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"Very  well;  where  will  lie  pass  it,  thent"  asked 
Rosine. 

"  I  don't  know;  but  we  must  find  a  room  for  him." 

"  Without  telling  AL  le  Maiquist  " 

"  Oh,  no !  and  my  father  knows  nothing  about  it. 
Man  Dieti  1  mot  Diva !  what  can  we  do  t  Ab,  Mba- 
riieur  Michel,  it  'a  all  your  fault!" 

"  Mademoiselle,"  said  Michel,  "  I  am  quite  ready  to 
go,  if  you  wish," 

"  Who  said  that  you  were  to  got "  exclaimed  Mary, 
qaickly.     "No,  indeed;  you  will  stay." 

"  An  idea,  Mademoisello  Mary,"  interposed  Boeine. 

"  What  is  itt "  aaked  Mary. 

"  Suppose  I  apeak  to  Mademoiselle  Bertha  1 " 

*  No,"  replied  Mary,  so  eagerly  that  she   Bnrprised 
herself;  "no,  it's  uselessl     I  will  tell  her  myself  as 
toon  as  we  go  down,  when  M  Michel  has  finished  his 
unlucky  little  supper." 
"  I  will  go  now,  then,"  said  Rosine. 

Mary  did  not  dare  to  keep  her  any  longer;  so  Boeine 
took  her  departure,  and  left  the  two  young  people  alon*. 


THI  SBB-TOLVIS  OF  lUCHICOnL. 


WHICH  KKVe   QUITS  OTHBBV18B  THAS  MAST 
BXFBCTBD. 

Tbb  little  room  wta  lighted  only  by  the  tays  of  the  Ud- 
tern,  most  of  which  seemed  to  waste  their  energy  upon 
the  hall-door,  leaving  the  leet  of  the  room  (if  the  pigeon- 
house  in  which  onr  yoong  people  found  themaelTea  cu 
be  properly  so-called)  in  almoet  lot&l  darkness. 

Hichel  was  still  dttiDg  on  the  bag  of  oats ;  Maiy  wu 
kneeling  in  front  of  him,  searching  every  comer  of  tite 
basket,  rather  from  embarrassment  perhaps  than  from 
love  of  her  neighbor,  to  eee  if  she  could  not  find  some 
bonne  bouehe  to  pat  an  end  to  the  feast  Boeine  had  im- 
provised  for  the  poor  hermit. 

But  so  much  had  taken  place  that  Michel  was  no 
longer  hungry ;  with  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  hia  aim 
resting  on  his  knee,  he  gazed  fondly  at  the  sweet  boa 
which  he  saw  in  a  sort  of  shadow  which  increased  two- 
fold the  charm  of  ita  delicate  features,  and  he  inhaled 
with  ecstasy  the  waves  of  perfume  which  came  to  him 
from  the  long,   fair  locks  moving  gently  in  the  wind, 
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In  the  very  bottom  of  his  heart  he  wished  for  some 
means  of  telling  Mary  that  he  loved  her.  He  cudgelled 
his  brain  to  know  how  he  should  do  it,  but  to  no  pur- 
pose ;  he  could  think  of  no  way  so  simple  as  to  take  her 
hand  and  put  it  to  his  lips. 

That  was  what  he  did,  suddenly,  without  any  clear 
idea  of  what  he  was  doing. 

"  Monsieur  Michel  I  Monsieur  Michel !  "  exclaimed 
Mary,  more  amazed  than  angry;  ''pray  what  are  you 
doing?" 

She  rose  quickly  to  her  feet,  and  Michel  saw  that  he 
had  gone  too  far  to  recede,  and  must  now  tell  the  whole 
thing. 

It  was  his  turn  to  adopt  the  position  Mary  had  just 
abandoned,  that  is  to  say,  he  fell  on  his  knees,  and  as  he 
did  so  succeeded  in  regaining  possession  of  the  hand 
which  had  escaped  him. 

To  be  sure  the  hand  made  no  attempt  to  avoid  being 
retaken. 

**  Oh,  have  I  offended  you  1  '*  cried  the  young  man. 
"  If  I  have,  I  am  very  unhappy,  and  I  very  humbly  ask 
your  pardon  on  my  knees. " 

"  Monsieur  Michel!  "  said  the  maiden,  without  know- 
ing what  she  was  saying. 

But  the  baron  had  enveloped  the  little  hand  in  both 
of  his  for  fear  that  it  might  escape  him  again,  and,  as 
he  did  not  know  any  too  well  what  he  was  saying,  he 
went  on :  — 

"  Oh,  if  I  have  abused  your  kindness,  tell  me,  made- 
moiselle, I  implore  you,  that  you  are  not  angry  with  me 
for  it." 

**  I  will  tell  you  so,  monsieur,  when  you  stand  up, " 
said  Maiy,  with  a  weak  effort  to  withdraw  her  hand. 
But  the  effort  was  so  weak  that  its  only  result  was  to 
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youthful  fervor  of  her  vigorous,  untrained  nature  had 
aasumed  the  upper  hand  over  the  reserve  which  of  late 
she  had  thought  it  proper  to  maintain.  She  was  on  the 
point  of  giving  full  play  to  the  tenderness  which  was 
surging  in  her  heart,  and  to  reply  to  his  impassioned 
love  with  a  love  more  impassioned  than  his  perhapsg 
when  a  slight  noise  at  the  door  made  her  turn  her  head. 

She  saw  Bertha  standing  straight  and  motionless  upon 
the  threshold. 

The  slide  of  the  lantern,  as  we  have  already  said,  was 
opposite  the  door,  so  that  its  light  was  concentrated  upon 
Bertha's  face.  Mary  could  see  how  pale  she  was,  and 
what  a  wealth  of  grief  and  anger  was  stored  up  hehind 
those  frowning  eyehrows  and  those  tightly  closed  lips. 

She  was  so  terrified  at  the  unlooked-for  and  almost 
threatening  apparition,  that  she  pushed  away  the  young 
man  whose  hand  was  still  holding  hers,  and  ran  toward 
her  sister.  But  she,  entering  the  room  at  the  same 
moment,  pushed  Mary  aside  with  her  hand  as  she  would 
have  done  some  inanimate  mass,  and  walked  straight  up 
to  Michel. 

"  Monsieur, "  she  said  in  vihrating  tones,  "  did  not  my 
sister  tell  you  that  M.  Loriot,  Madame  la  Baronne's 
notary,  is  here  seeking  you  on  her  behalf,  and  wishes 
to  speak  with  you  ?  " 

Michel  stammered  some  incoherent  words. 

**  You  will  find  him  in  the  drawing-room,"  said  Bertha, 
in  the  same  tone  in  which  she  would  have  delivered  an 
order. 

Michel,  whose  timidity  and  terror  had  returned  in  foil 
force,  arose,  with  trembling  legs,  and  so  confused  that  he 
could  not  find  a  word  to  say ;  he  went  to  the  door  Uke  a 
naughty  child  who  obeys  without  the  courage  to  make 
excuses. 
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Maiy  took  the  kntflm  to  light  the  pooi  boy,  but 
Bertha  snatched  it  out  of  her  hands,  and  pat  it  into 
Michel's  with  a  peremptory  gesture  of  dismissal. 

"  But  what  will  you  do,  mademoiselle  I "  Michel 
ventured  to  ask. 

"  Oh  1  we  know  the  house,"  said  Bertha. 

"Qo,  I  tell  you  gol "  she  continued,  stomping  her 
foot  on  the  floor  angrily,  as  she  saw  Michel  looking  at 
Mary. 

The  youth  dieappearod,  leaving  the  girls  without  other 
light  than  the  pale  gleam  wMoh  came  in  through  the 
little  window,  east  by  a  sickly  moon  obecuied  every 
instant  by  clouds. 

Left  alone  with  her  sister,  Mary  expected  a  storm  of 
reproaches  based  upon  the  impropriety  of  a  tete^He, 
of  which  at  that  moment  she  comprehended  the  result. 

But  she  was  mist&ken.  As  soon  as  Michel  disap- 
peared down  ibe  winding  stair,  and  she  knew  from  the 
sound  of  his  steps  that  be  bad  really  gone,  Bertha  seised 
her  siater'a  hand,  and  squeezed  it  with  a  force  whidi 
sufficiently  indicated  the  violence  of  her  emotion. 

"What  was  he  saying  to  you  there  on  his  knees  at 
your  feet  t "  she  demanded,  in  a  voice  choked  with 
excitement. 

Mary's  only  response  was  to  throw  her  arms  uound 
her  sister's  neck,  and  despite  her  efforts  to  push  her 
away  she  held  her  in  a  close  embrace,  and  moistened 
her  face  with  the  tears  which  ran  from  her  eyes. 

"  Why  are  you  angry  with  me,  dear  sister  T "  she 
said. 

"  It  *e  not  a  sign  of  anger,  Mary,  to  ask  yon  what  that 
young  man  whom  I  caught  at  your  feet  was  saying  to 
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convince  Michel  that  the  captivity  of  the  hand  was  not 
altogether  forced. 

**  No^ "  rejoined  the  young  haron,  under  the  empire  of 
that  exaltation  which  is  caused  by  hope,  almost  changed 
to  certainty,  —  *'  no,  let  me  stay  here  at  your  feet.  Oh, 
if  you  knew  how  many  times  since  I  first  met  you,  I 
have  dreamed  tliat  I  was  kneeling  thus  before  you!  if 
you  knew  what  sweet  emotion,  what  delicious  anguish, 
this  dream,  though  it  was  naught  but  a  dream,  produced 
in  me,  — oh !  you  would  let  me  enjoy  the  good  fortune 
which  at  this  moment  is  real." 

''But,  Monsieur  Michel, '*  replied  Mary,  in  a  voice 
which  became  more  and  more  tremulous  as  she  realized 
that  the  moment  was  near  at  hand  when  she  could  no 
longer  doubt  the  young  man's  affection  for  her, — "but, 
Monsieur  Michel,  one  should  kneel  thus  only  before 
God  and  the  blessed  saints." 

**  Upon  my  word, "  said  Michel,  ''  I  don't  know  whom 
one  should  kneel  before,  nor  why  I  am  kneeling  before 
you ;  my  present  sensations  are  so  different  from  anything 
I  ever  felt  before,  even  from  my  affection  for  my  mother, 
that  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  the  sentiment  which 
makes  me  adore  you.  It  is  something  akin  to  the  ven- 
eration with  which  people  prostrate  themselves  before 
Ood  and  the  saints,  as  you  just  said.  For  me,  you  are 
the  whole  creation,  and  in  adoring  you,  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  am  adoring  all  creation." 

"Oh,  for  pity's  sake,  monsieur,  don't  talk  to  me  in 
that  way  any  more  — Michel,  my  friend  I " 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  leave  me  as  I  am !  let  me  implore  you 
to  allow  me  to  consecrate  my  life  to  you  with  absolute 
devotion.  Alas!  I  feel  deeply  —  believe,  that  I  am  not 
deceiving  myself — since  I  have  seen  those  who  are  really 
men;  I  feel  how  paltry  a  thing  is  the  devotion  of  such  a 
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pooTy  weak,  timid  child  as  I  am,  and  yet  it  aeems  to  me 
that  there  ought  to  be  sach  perfect  happiness  in  soffer- 
ing,  shedding  my  blood,  dying  if  need  be,  for  you,  that 
the  hope  of  winning  that  happiness  would  give  me  the 
strength  and  courage  which  I  lack/' 

**  Why  talk  of  suffering  and  death  f "  rejoined  Mary, 
in  her  gentle  voice ;  "  do  you  think  that  death  and  suf- 
fering are  actuaUy  necessary  to  proye  the  depth  of  one's 
affection  f " 

"  Why  do  I  speak  of  them.  Mademoiselle  Mary  t  Why 
do  I  call  them  to  my  assistance  f  Why,  because  I  don't 
dare  to  hope  for  happiness  in  any  other  way ;  because  to 
live  happily,  tranquilly,  and  at  peace  by  your  side,  blessed 
with  your  love,  to  call  you  my  wife  in  short,  seems  to 
me  a  dream  beyond  all  human  hopes,  and  I  cannot  im- 
agine that  I  can  ever  be  permitted  to  realize  such  a 
dream." 

"  Poor  child! "  said  Mary,  in  a  tone  which  expressed 
quite  as  much  compassion  as  afiEection;  "you  love  me 
dearly,  then?" 

"  Oh,  Mademoiselle  Mary,  what 's  the  use  of  my  tell- 
ing you  so,  over  and  over  again  f  Don't  you  see  it  with 
your  eyes  and  your  heart!  Pass  your  hand  across  my 
brow,  bathed  in  sweat,  place  it  upon  my  wildly  beating 
heart;  see  how  my  whole  body  is  trembling  with  excite- 
ment, and  ask  me  if  I  love  you!  " 

The  feverish  exaltation  which  had  produced  so  sud- 
den and  complete  a  transformation  in  the  bashful  youth 
had  communicated  itself  to  Mary ;  she  was  no  less  moved 
and  trembling  than  he;  she  had  forgotten  everything, — 
her  father's  detestation  of  the  name  Michel  bore,  as  well 
as  Madame  de  la  Logerie's  scorn  for  her  family,  and  even 
Bertha's  illusions  as  to  Michers  love,  which  she,  Mary, 
had  so  many  times  promised  herself  to  respect;  the 
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in  the  air  after  the  tempest.  At  cTeiy  word  her  bitter 
tean  fell  faster;  hat  likewise  at  every  word  she  felt 
that  her  lore  for  Bertha  rendered  imperative  the  sacriJBce 
which  she  had  ragnelj  thought  about  more  than  once, 
withoat  daring  to  let  her  mind  rest  upon  it. 

Her  own  grief  and  distraction  absorbed  her  bo  daring 
Bertha's  last  words  that  she  only  knew  from  the  ailenee 
that  the  time  had  oome  for  her  to  reply. 

She  made  a  mighty  effort  to  contonol  her  sobs. 
"  Man  Dieu  I "  said  she,  **  my  heart  is  broken,  dear 
sister,  and  my  grief  is  so  much  the  greater  because  all 
that  has  happened  this  evening  is   in  a   measure  my 
iault." 

**  Whati  Ko, "  cried  Bertha,  with  her  wonted  earnest- 
ness; "  I  ought  to  have  looked  out  to  see  what  became  of 
him  when  I  left  the  chapel.  But  after  aU,"*  she  con- 
tinued with  the  persistent  recurrence  to  one  idea  chano- 
teristic  of  those  who  are  madly  in  love,  **  what  was  bB 
saying  to  you,  and  why  was  he  at  your  feet  t " 

Mary  felt  Bertha's  whole  body  shiver  when  she  repeated 
that  question ;  she  herself  was  beside  herself  with  grief 
as  she  thought  of  the  reply  she  had  to  make.  It  seemed 
to  her  as  if  every  word  she  used  in  explaining  to  Bertha 
what  had  taken  place  would  bum  her  lips,  as  it  issued 
from  her  heart. 

"Come,  come,"  continued  Bertha,  shedding  tean 
which  affected  Mary  even  more  deeply  than  her  sister's 
wrath;  ''come,  tell  me,  dear  girl!  Have  pity  on  me! 
My  anxiety  is  a  hundred  times  more  cruel  than  actual 
suffering.  Tell  me!  tell  me  I  was  he  not  speaking  to 
you  of  love  t " 

Mary  did  not  know  how  to  lie ;  or,    at   least,    self 
sacrificing  devotion  had  not  yet  taught  her  to  lie. 
"Yes,"  she  said. 
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"  Oh !  Mon  JDieuI  mon  Dieu  I  "  exclaimed  Bertha, 
tearmg  herself  away  from  Mary,  and  throwing  herself 
with  arms  extended  against  the  wall. 

There  was  such  an  ocean  of  despair  in  her  ejaculation 
that  Mary  was  terrified;  she  forgot  Michel,  she  forgot 
her  love,  she  foigot  eveiything  save  her  sister  alone. 
The  sacrifice  which  her  heart  had  hesitated  ahout 
making  when  she  first  learned  that  Bertha  loved  Michel 
she  accomplished  hravely,  and  with  suUime  ahnegation 
of  self,  she  smiled  though  her  heart  was  hroken. 

"  Foolish  girl  that  you  are  ! "  she  cried,  throwing  her 
arms  about  Bertha's  neck  anew;  "why  don't  you  let 
me  finish?" 

''Why!  didn't  you  tell  me  that  he  was  talking  of 
love  to  you  t "  rejoined  the  wounded  maiden. 

"  True ;  but  I  did  n't  say  who  was  the  object  of  that 
love." 

"  Mary,  Mary,  have  pity  on  my  poor  heart  I  ** 

''Bertha!  dear  Bertha!" 

**  Was  it  of  me  that  he  spoke  to  you  f  " 

Mary  had  not  the  strength  to  reply  in  words;  she 
made  an  afi&rmative  motion  of  her  head. 

Bertha's  breath  came  quick  and  loud;  several  times 
she  passed  her  hand  across  her  burning  brow ;  the  shock 
had  been  too  rude  for  her  to  return  to  her  normal  con- 
dition at  once. 

''  Mary, "  said  she,  **  this  that  you  tell  me  seems  so 
absurd,  so  wildly  improbable,  that  you  must  convince 
me  with  an  oath.     Swear  —  " 

She  hesitated. 

"  Whatever  you  choose,  dear  sister,"  said  Mary,  who 
was  herself  in  great  haste  to  put  an  insuperable  barrier 
between  her  heart  and  her  love. 

"  Swear  that  you  do  not  love  Michel,  and  that  Michel 
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To  his  great  surprise,  Bertha,  who  was  utterly  incap- 
able of  hiding  her  feelings,  extended  her  hand,  and 
pressed  his  most  warmly. 

She  misconstrued  the  baron's  movement^  and  her 
countenance,  which  had  expressed  placid  content,  became 
radiant  with  joy. 

Michel,  who  expected  just  the  reverse,  was  ill  at  ease. 
So  he  at  once  turned  to  Master  Loriot  again. 

**  You  may  say  to  my  mother  for  me,  monsieur,"  said 
he,  **  that  a  man  of  spirit  finds  his  real  duty  in  assisting 
to  establish  his  political  opinions,  and  that  I  am  detei^ 
mined  to  die,  if  I  must»  in  the  performance  of  mine." 

Poor  boyl  he  confounded  his  duty  with  his  love. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVL 

BLrS  AND   WHITE. 

2t  w»  3j«lt}v  two  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  the 
Xji.An:ij^  4if  Soij.iiiT  scu^rostMi  to  bis  guests  to  adjourn  to 

TIyj-t  it»fi  tirt"  U^Oe  in  that  condition  of  calm  self- 
s»,iis^*ri;*it  ^Lirli  iJvsts  follows  a  bountiful  dinner, 
^lY^^i:  ':itf  HifejO*^  of  iL^  hvva»  is  a  good  fellow,  when  the 
Ci*f«i«3s^  iu^'Y  a  fr.vxi  a.ppe:;Te*  and  when,  best  of  all,  inter- 
4feCi^^  ^.vx.^^-'-sfcij.ti:  iijis  £litsi  the  intermisBionB  between 
♦hf  a.'sss:  ^-c  i^  TctzjrzTWil  perf^Mmanoe. 

'I:!  5ii;;^^«^iCi:^^  i:*i3  ib^r  3>?ram  lo  the  drawing-room, 
X  i»  ^v.^i>i>T  tc-SSiKt  had  no  other  purpose  than  to 
i^^a^^  i>f  i^^^.\^c^c^^ :  i.'*',  as  he  n-iee  from  the  table, 
^  ,^^^:^!^i  2i,>c:i^  ir»i  tbe  cvv>k  to  follow  him  with  the 
Vc:^ir«5v  j^  X"  Tuice  ii»?zt  w^ih  a  pK^»r  supply  of  glasses 

ri>;a»  ^  ;-2i.^i_::;i  i>?  air  X  •  K^chaid  CcBur4e-LioD,' 
w  :>,x::  3«.civj:i  ^jl^  :2>*  ir*2>fr^  r^rlkd  with  the  refrun 
>?f  *  1^  Xir<<j:  .^ry  "^  wi:»,»i  ibe  li-rble  timbers  of  the 
C-*i:-^ix  ise  5v  .2»lsT  t^^fa  i'MLT'I  i:r  all  likelihood  for  the 
ir^  zi.^^  "Utf  ,"lvi  i^fc::l»f2iiz:.  liiriz^  filled  the  glassei^ 
v^r'.u^jc  :e  ^.^l:n:::^w  i3L  ri:^:*?gc:^g  disraasioa  as  to  the 
t>*»i:T  ^>t  JiuraYf^  wbica  ihe  i^::eral  inststed  had  not 
six>^ra  ir*:^:Ie«^  wbea  iht?  lin^r  >:i:i5ed  to  the  dock. 

IVrmoncou^   sciiliz^iT  remark'sd   thai   Iw 
his  w«.*K>.Y  lio6«  ^^f  ^  its?;;*:^  to  engnlf  his 
d:;^s!ipa:iv>u3  .>f  a  nx;w  C^i-ua»  and  thee  inaiqvi^  fcakiag 
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the  joke  Tjth  infinite  tact  and  good-humor,  haatened  to 
gratify  the  wiahea  of  hia  guests,  and  escort  them  to  the 
apartmeuta  set  aside  for  them ;  after  which  he  sought  hia 
own  couoh. 

Excited  by  his  warlike  inclinations,  and  by  the  tone 
of  the  conversation  in  which  he  had  passed  the  evening, 
the  Marquis  de  Souday  dreamed  of  naught  but  fighting. 

He  was  taking  part  in  a  battle,  compared  with  which 
those  of  Torfou,  Laval,  and  Saumur  were  mere  child's 
play ;  through  a  perfect  hail-storm  of  shot  and  shell  he 
was  leading  his  division  to  the  assault  of  a  redoubt,  and 
was  planting  the  white  flag  on  the  aummit;  of  the  enemy's 
earthworks,  when  a  succession  of  blows  upon  the  door  of 
his  room  drew  his  attention  away  from  his  exploits. 

During  the  transitional  stete  of  half-eleep,  the  dream 
continued,  and  the  noise  at  his  door  seemed  to  hia  ears 
notiung  less  than  the  roar  of  cannon ;  but  gradually  the 
battlfr«oene  faded  away,  the  marquis  opened  hia  eyes, 
and  instead  of  the  field  of  carnage,  strewn  with  broken 
gun-carriages,  gasping  horses,  and  corpses  over  which  he 
thought  he  was  marching,  he  found  himself  on  his  nar- 
row cot  of  painted  wood,  between  ufloasuming  bed  cur- 
tains of  white  muslin  with  a  red  border. 

At  this  moment,  the  knocking  was  renewed. 

**  Come  in  I "  shouted  the  marquis,  rubbing  his  eyes, 
"  Ab,  general,"  he  continued,  "you  came  in  good  time; 
two  minutes  more,  and  you  were  a  dead  man  I  " 

"  How  so  I  " 

"  Tes,  air,  I  woe  just  about  to  cut  you  in  halves  with 
one  blow." 

"  By  way  of  revenge,  my  good  friend, "  said  the  gen- 
eral, extending  his  hand. 
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"  You  saw  yesteiday,  and  in  the  small  houTB  this 
moming,  that  in  spite  of  my  age  I  enjoy  a  reasonably 
good  appetite,  and  I  give  you  my  word  that  I  have  still  to 
nuke  the  acquaintance  of  indigestion ;  I  eat  whatever  I 
choose  without  inconvenience. " 

"Well,  what  then!" 

"  Why,  that  infernal  English  fog,—  I  never  could 
digest  that  I     It 's  cnrioua,  is  n't  it  t  " 

"Qo  to  Switterland,  then,  or  Spain,  oi  Itctly — any- 
where under  heaven;  only  leave  Souday,  leave  Mache- 
coul,  leave  La  Teod^  I  " 

"Ah!  ah!  ahl" 

"  I  mean  it. " 

"  Are  we  compromised,  then  1 " 

"  If  you  are  n't  now,  you  soon  will  be." 

"  At  last  I "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  joyously,  for  ha 
thought  that  the  initiative  of  the  Government  would 
surely  decide  his  co-religionists  to  take  up  arms. 

"  Let  us  not  joke  about  it, "  said  the  general,  seriously ; 
"  if  I  listened  only  to  the  voice  of  du^,  my  dear  marquis, 
I  must  tell  you  that  you  would  hftve  two  sentries  at  your 
door,  and  a  non-commissioned  officer  sitting  on  this  chair. " 

"The  devil  I"  ejaculated  the  marquis,  a  little  mors 
seriously. 

"Oh,  yes,  mon  Dieu/  it's  ss  I  say.  But  I  under- 
stand perfectly  how  a  man  of  your  age,  accustomed  as 
you  are  to  an  active  life  and  the  free  air  of  the  forests, 
must  necessarily  suffer  in  the  narrow  confines  of  the  cell 
in  which  the  gentleman  of  the  pubUc  prosecutor's  office 
would  probaUy  shut  you  up;  and  I  demonstrate  the 
sympathetic  friendship  of  which  I  just  now  spoke  to  you 

against  you  as 
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'  Boa :  So  von  »appo<8  I  dnU  not  hare  «xcaam 
ahicuii  T  — a  pu7<^-<)ii£,  haUtmy  old  entnk,  who  triad 
to  n;r  ^be  prrcresB  of  ibe  "'*"™"  !  " 

'  Wit:iii;ue  jouBlkiBg  mboott    Whom  do  jaa  cftll  an 

■"  Wit,  rra,  .;;£  <Miirae  I  " 

'  L  «>  oiii  txuik,  plajed-ont,  h«U-emy  I "  cri«d  the 
3iarr:ii&.  jcjJcs^  hid  btuqU,  haaj  leg  hmU  wk;-  out  from 
beniauli  zju:  -jti^ea.  *  I  'm.  soib,  mj  dear  geneml,  I  don't 
kst-'v  w~T  I  ■iiia't  inast  opon  jour  taking  one  of  the 
sv~:ri^  rrrm.  :z.i:  vtlU,  and  plajrng  for  our  breakfast  on 
ize  irst  bi'.-ril  Ad  we  used  to  do  fortj-fiTe  yean  ago  when 

'Cme.  <:Ld  Kr.'  said  DwTDOPeonrt,  "  joa  ue  going 
K  iu  >:«ir-i  pr'vicz  that  I  am  in  the  *TDiig,  that  I 
AiLL  ht  cccpvilied  to  call  the  two  aoUieta." 

'  N  .\  hia.  '  mal  toe  narqoia,  aa  the  geneni  pretended 
to  r^?<  i  *  Qo^  ib> !  daTfTTw^KMi !  1  <nt  an  old  cxankt  t"^ 
c^j^il'OC^  and  half-'Oa^,  —  jea,  altogether  0117  I  In 
i^-.n.  I  aa  whatercr  von  ehooae  to  call  me." 

'T:^;  ■*=::'«  liie'il.- 

'  B:it  k:oc  TOO,  ba*e  joQ  any  obiectiaa  to  telling 
me    bow   and    by   whoaa   I    am   in    danger    of    being 

*■  In  the  fir^t  place,  yoor  vrrant,  Jean  Oollier  —  " 

•Yea." 

"  The  great  fox-bnnter  —  " 

"  I  trnder^iAnd.'' 

'  Year  aerrant,  Jean  Oallier  —  thia  ia  something  I 
omiued  to  tell  yon  last  ereniog,  beeaoae  I  mppoeed  that 
yon  knew  it  aa  well  as  I  —  yonr  aerrant,  Jean  Oallier, 
at  the  head  of  a  band  of  inmugente,  tried  to  aireat  the 
march  of  the  column,  01 
In  carrying   oat   this  all 
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eoUinons,  in  which  we  lost  three  men,  without  oounting 
the  one  whose  judge  and  executioner  I  was,  and  whom  I 
■tronglf  suspect  to  have  belonged  bereahout." 

"  What  was  his  name  I  " 

"  FianQois  Tinguy." 

"Hush,  genenl!  not  so  load,  in  pity's  name!  His 
sister  is  here ;  she  is  the  young  girl  who  waited  on  as  at 
dinner,  and  her  father  is  hardly  buried. " 

"Oh,  these  civil  wars  I  The  devil  put  an  end  to 
ttiem  I  "  exclaimed  the  general. 

"  Vet  they  are  the  only  logical  ones." 

"Perhaps  so;  but  never  mind.  I  captured  him,  your 
Jean  Oullier,  and  he  escaped." 

"  He  did  well,  did  n't  he  ?     Confess  it. " 

"  Yes ;  but  he  does  n't  want  to  fall  into  my  dutches 
again." 

"  Oh,  there 's  no  danger ;  now  that  his  eyes  are  open, 
I  '11  answer  for  him. " 

"  So  much  the  better  I  for  in  his  case  I  have  no  dis- 
position to  be  indulgent.  I  have  n't  talked  with  him 
about  the  great  war,  as  I  have  with  you." 

"  He  served  through  it,  however, —  and  gallantly,  too, 
I  promise  you," 

"  All  the  worse  for  him ;  this  is  his  second  offence. " 

"But,  general,"  said  the  marquis,  "  I  don't  see  thns 
far  how  my  keeper's  conduct  can  be  imputed  to  me." 

"Just  wait  a  moment;  you  spoke  to  me  yesterday 
about  the  little  birds  who  told  you  all  of  my  movements 
between  seven  o'clock  and  ten." 

"Yes." 

"Well,  I  have  my  little  birds  as  well  as  you,  and 
they  're  qaite  as  reliable  as  yours." 
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"  Let 's  hear  what  they  told  yon,"  said  the  maiqois, 
incredulonsl;.     "  I  am  listening." 

"  Since  day  hefore  yesterday,  yon  have  had  two  goeita 
at  the  Ch&teau  de  Souday." 

"Good  I  Hera  you  are  already  doing  more  than  yoa 
promised.  You  undertook  to  tell  me  what  went  on 
yesterday  only,  and  you  an  beginning  with  the  day 
before. " 

"  These  two  were  a  man  and  a  woman." 

The  marquis  shook  his  head. 

"Very  well;  let  us  say  two  men,  then,  —  although  oim 
of  them  had  nothing  of  our  sex  but  the  clothes." 

The  marquis  said  nothing,  and  the  general  went  on: 

"  Of  these  two  persons,  the  smaller  passed  the  whola 
day  in  the  ch&tean;  the  other  rode  all  around  the  neigh- 
borhood to  make  an  appointment  for  the  evening  with 
divers  gentlemen,  whose  names  I  could  give  you,  if  I 
were  less  prudent  than  I  am,  aa  I  do  give  you,  tot 
instance,  that  of  the  Comte  de  Bonneville." 

Still  the  marquis  held  his  peace;  speaking,  he  mnat 
either  admit  what  the  general  said  or  lie. 

"  These  gentlemen  arrived  one  by  one.  Several  que»- 
tiona  were  discussed,  the  moat  pregnant  of  which  bad 
not  for  its  object  the  greatest  glory  and  prosperity  and 
the  longest  possible  duration  of  the  Glovemment  of 
July." 

"  Confess,  general,  that  you  an  no  more  in  love  with 
your  Government  of  July  than  I  am,  although  yoa 
serve  it." 

"  What 's  that  you  say  t " 

"Hon  Dieu/  I  say  that  yon  are  a  Bspnblican,  a 
Blue,  an  Ultramarine  indeed,  and  that  'a  a  fast  color." 

"  That 's  not  the  question. " 

"  What  is  the  question ,  then  1 " 
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"  Ab  to  the  strangerd  who  met  hero  between  eight  and 
nine  last  evening. " 

"  Well,  suppose  I  did  receive  a  few  of  my  neighbors 
in  my  own  house;  suppose  I  did  make  two  strangers 
welcome  here.  Whero  's  the  crime  in  that,  general  f  I 
speak,  you  see,  with  the  Cbde  at  my  tongue's  end.  Ah, 
but  has  the  Law  of  Suspects  been  proclaimed  again ) " 

**  Thero  's  no  crime  in  the  neighbors'  coming  to  your 
house ;  but  a  crime  is  committed  when  these  same  neigh- 
bors proceed  to  hold  a  council  at  which  the  question  of 
an  appeal  to  arms  is  discussed. " 

"  How  will  you  prove  that ! " 

"  The  presence  of  the  twa  strangers  proves  it." 

"  Nonsense ! " 

"Certainly  it  does;  for  of  these  two  strangers,  the 
smallsr,  who,  being  a  blond,  or  a  blonde,  rather,  o£ 
course  had  to  disguise  himself  with  a  black  wig,  is  no 
other  than  the  Prinoesse  Marie-Caroline,  whom  you  call 
the  Regent  of  the  Kingdom^  or  her  royal  Highness 
Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berry ,  when  you  don't  call  her 
Petit-Pierre." 

The  marquis  almost  leaped  out  of  bed«  The  general 
was  better  posted  than  he  was  himself,  and  his  state- 
ment was  like  a  ray  of  light;  he  was  overjoyed  to  have 
had  the  honor  of  receiving  Madame  la  Duchesse  de 
Berry  in  his  ch&teau.  But,  unfortunately,  as  no  joy  in 
this  world  is  absolutely  complete,  he  had  to  restrain 
his  satisfaction. 

'^ What  then?"  said  he. 

''Well,  while  you  wero  in  the  most  interesting  part 
of  your  discussion  a  young  man  whom  one  would 
hardly  expect  to  meet  in  your  camp  came  to  warn  you 
that  my  troop  was  on  the  way  to  your  chftteatx.  Then 
you,  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  suggested  tesistanoe  (don't 

VOL.  I.  —  25 
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deny  it,  for  I  am  sure  of  it) ;  but  the  contrary  opinion 
was  soon  adopted.  Mademoiselle  your  daughter,  the 
dark-eyed  one  —  " 

«  Bertha." 

**  Mademoiselle  Bertha  took  a  torch.  She  went  oat, 
and  everybody  except  yourself.  Monsieur  le  Marquis, 
who  probably  thought  proper  to  anticipate  the  needs  of 
the  new  guests  whom  Heaven  sent  you, —  everybody  went 
out  with  her.  She  crossed  the  courtyard  to  the  diapel; 
she  opened  the  chapel  door,  led  the  way  in,  and  went 
straight  to  the  altar.  By  pressing  a  spring  which  i» 
hidden  in  the  left  foot  of  the  lamb  carved  on  the  front 
of  the  altar,  she  tried  to  work  a  trap-door;  but  the 
spring,  which,  I  presume,  had  not  been  called  upon  to 
perform  its  functions  for  a  long  while,  refused  to  work. 
Then  she  took  the  bell  used  in  saying  Mass,  the  handle 
being  of  wood,  and  pressed  it  against  the  steel  button. 
The  panel  rolled  aside  and  disclosed  a  staircase  leading 
to  an  underground  passage.  Mademoiselle  Bertha  then 
took  two  wax  tapers  from  the  altar,  lighted  them,  and 
handed  them  to  two  of  the  persons  who  were  with  her. 
Then,  having  seen  your  guests  safely  into  the  passage, 
she  closed  the  sliding  panel  behind  them  and  returned, 
as  did  one  other  person,  who  did  not  immediately  come 
into  the  house,  but  wandered  around  in  the  park.  As 
for  the  fugitives,  when  they  reached  the  end  of  the 
underground  passage,  which  comes  out  among  the  ruins 
of  the  old  ch&teau  which  can  be  seen  from  here,  they 
had  some  difficulty  in  picking  their  way  over  the  rocks, 
and  one  of  them  fell.  At  last  they  got  down  into  the 
narrow  road  which  skirts  the  park  walls,  and  there  thej 
took  counsel.  Three  took  the  road  from  Nantes  to 
Machecoul,  two  the  cross-road  leading  to  L^g^,  and  the 
sixth  and  seventh  doubled  up  —  " 
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"  Oh,  the  devil !  this  is  some  fable  of  the  Blues 
you  're  telling  me,  general !  " 

*^  Just  wait !  Yon  interrupt  me  at  the  most  interest- 
ing part.  I  was  saying  that  the  sixth  and  seventh 
fugitives  doubled  up,  —  that  is  to  say,  the  taller  took  the 
little  one  on  his  shoulders,  and  they  went  along  in  that 
fashion  until  they  got  to  the  little  brook  which  runs 
into  the  broad  stream  that  flows  at  the  foot  of  the  Viette 
des  Biques.  And,  upon  my  honor,  that  one^  or  those 
two,  are  the  ones  I  am  most  anxious  to  make  the 
acquaintance  of.     I  shall  set  my  dogs  on  their  trail." 

"But  once  more,  general,"  cried  the  marquis,  "I 
repeat  that  all  this  has  no  existence  except  in  your 
imagination." 

"  KoWj  look  here,  my  old  enemy  I  you  are  the  cap- 
tain of  the  wolf -hunt,  are  you  not  ?  " 

"Yes." 

•*  Very  well ;  when  you  see  in  the  soft  earth  a  clearly 
marked  foot-print,  are  you  disposed  to  allow  yourself  to 
be  persuaded  that  it 's  only  a  boar's  ghost  which  has 
passed  that  way!  Well,  marquis,  I  have  seen  myself 
—  I  should  say,  I  have  read  myself — all  this  that  I 
have  told  you." 

"  Ah,  pardieu !  "  said  the  marquis,  turning  over  in 
his  bed,  with  the  admiring  curiosity  of  an  amateur 
detective, "  you  ought  surely  to  tell  me  how  you  did  it." 

"  Gladly,"  replied  the  general.  "  I  still  have  a  half- 
hour  to  spare.  Just  order  a  slice  oipatS  and  a  bottle  of 
wine  brought  here  for  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  all  about 
it,  —  between  mouthf uls. " 

"  On  one  condition. " 

•What's  that?" 

"That  I  join  you." 

*  Whatl  so  early  in  the  morning  t " 
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"ToTT  know,  my  dear  marqais,"  said  the  general,  by 
way  of  exordium,  "  that  I  ask  you  to  divulge  no  secrets; 
and  I  am  BO  perfectly  sure,  so  profoundly  confident  that 
everything  took  place  as  I  say,  that  I  vou't  even  ask 
you  to  say  whether  I  am  right  or  wrong.  I  simply 
undertake  to  prove  to  you,  as  a  gratification  of  my  own 
self-esteem ,  that  we  have  as  keen  a  scent  in  our  camp 
as  yon  in  your  fields,  —  a  little  vain-glorious  gratification 
which  I  give  myself,  that's  all." 

"Go  oat  go  on  I"  ezclaimad  the  marquis,  as  impa- 
tient as  he  was  when  Jean  Oullier  came  to  tell  him,  in 
fine,  frosty  weather,  that  he  had  started  up  a  wolf. 

"  Let  us  begin  at  the  beginning,  I  knew  that  M.  le 
Gomte  de  Bonneville  arrived  here  night  before  last, 
accompanied  by  a  little  peasant  who  bad  every  appear- 
ance of  a  woman  disguised  as  a  man,  and  whom  we 
suspect  to  be  Madame.  That  information  we  owe  to 
a  spy,  and  I  don't  include  it  in  my  private  inventory," 
added  the  general. 

■  You  are  right.     Pah ! "  ejaculated  the  marquis. 

■  But  when  I  arrived  here  in  my  own  person  (as  we 
aoldieis  say  in  our  bulletin  French),  without  being  in 
the  least  disconcerted  by  the  assaults  of  courtesy  which 
you  made  upon  us,  as  you  must  admit,  I  noticed  imme* 
diately  two  things." 
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"  Well,  what  were  they  t  " 

"  In  the  first  place,  that  at  five  out  of  the  ten  eoTen 
which  were  laid,  the  napkins  were  tolled  up  a*  if 
belonging  to  the  tegular  occupante  of  the  chftt«aa.  Id 
case  of  a  ptoaecution,  my  dear  marquis,  don't  forget  that 
that  would  be  decidedly  an  extenuating  circumetanee." 

"HOWBOI" 

"  As  proving  that  you  did  n't  know  the  real  qoali^ 
of  your  guests.  If  you  had  known  it,  would  you  haveal- 
lawed  them  to  roll  up  their  napkins  like  simple  connby 
neighbors  I  No,  no.  The  oak-cheats  of  the  Chitean 
'  de  Souday  are  not  so  short  of  linen  that  Madame  h 
Ducheaae  de  Berry  would  not  have  a  clean  napkin  at 
each  meal.  So  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  the  bir- 
haired  dame,  di^uiaed  under  a  black  wig,  was  in  your 
eyes  nothing  more  than  a  little  dark-haired  youth." 

'  Go  onl  go  on! "  said  the  marquis,  biting  his  lips 
for  shame  before  a  perspicacity  so  far  beyond  his  own. 

"  Oh,  I  have  no  idea  of  stopping!  I  noticed,  ihta, 
five  napkins  rolled  up,  which  proved  that  the  dinner 
was  not  prepared  for  us,  as  you  tried  to  make  us  beliera 
that  it  was,  but  that  you  were  simply  giving  us  th< 
places,  among  others,  of  M.  de  Bonneville  and  his  eom- 
pauion,  who  did  n't  think  fit  to  await  our  coming.' 

"  Well,  what  was  the  second  thing  you  noticedl " 

"  That  Mademoiselle  Bertha,  whom  I  suppose  to  tw 
and  whom  I  would  maintain  to  be  a  very  neat  and  eaie- 
ful  young  woman,  was,  when  I  had  the  honor  to  be 
presented  to  her,  curiously  covered  with  cobwebsj  ibs 
even  had  them  in  her  lovely  hair." 

"  What  then  I  " 

"  Why ,  I  was  certain  that  she  did  not  adopt  that  stjis 
of  head-dtess  from  coquetry,  so  this  morning  I  jart 
hunted  up  the  part  of  the  chUeau  which  is  moat  abund- 
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antly  supplied  with  the  result  of  the  labors  of  Uioao 
interesting  insects." 

"  And  you  found  —  " 

^  Faith,  my  dear  marquis,  it  doesn't  speak  very  wnll 
for  your  religious  feelings,  or,  at  least,  for  thoir  exnrotNn ; 
for  I  found  that  that  spot  was  the  door  of  your  ohapel , 
where  I  descried  at  least  a  dozen  of  them  working  with 
incredible  zeal  to  repair  the  havoc  which  hud  Wn 
wrought  in  their  meshes  during  the  night,  —  tlinir  Mai 
being  inspired,  doubtless,  by  the  conviction  that  tim 
opening  of  the  door  where  they  had  established  thsif 
workshop  was  a  mere  accident,  which  was  not  likely  to 
occur  again." 

"  Such  indications  are  a  trifle  vagoei  I  think  ytm  mtisl 
admit,  my  dear  general.'' 

"  Tes;  but  when  your  bound  siieks  bis  ntrtm  \uUf  ib# 
air,  pulling  slightly  o>n  the  leash,  that  in  a  vs^rmr  in/ll' 
cation  still,  is  it  not!  And  yet  jfm  tuii  np^m  H,  m/l 
draw  the  wood  with  the  v^rry  f(ri»t^  fSfttK*^ 

*  To  be  snxe!  *  mid  the  mMrq^in, 

■  Very  well,  tbsl  's  «y  9tj^t^mf  Uf^;  «^/|  in  y^rrf 
paths,  where  then  is  I;*>tie  gnr^U  I  ^i^yr^^f^t  wnf^ 
Teiy  signiSamt  XatkAS^ 

•  Foot-priiisa  <rf  oma  xcA  wvmeAf  m\A  *>.>  m^kfpU. 
•  Pslimw!  uier»  «e  p.ieti^y  rf  thens  *fr*er]f^r^t>. " 

•yo,  jyri  11  ant  Imi  ^rr«(rpf\pr^  «  v»'..>>*f  ./-^  ^4  W^^ 
ptintB  eorTespotuiintcr  yr^^»\j  W  *>ve;inTn  -w^  -/  4f^-m/f^'*4 
permimm  wii-^m,  I  iTvtspne  W  aur-^  'ie»^  -**  "'^^  i*^^^  *^ 
thai  awmesic:  ann  -"le  <t^^  '^f  ^^atm  »^-  ^  ^y.  ♦  '^^?'. 
but  of  penpui  nmi-r.  w4  rmn.-i^  ^.»  v^^^-^at*  '^ 
•Piaj.  .inw  •fin.^l  "  ^\  >*''.  *i^flA  Hi»-7  v*^^  #.»-r.  i/j^f* 
•Ail.  aian:":i»,  :t  <   ■  <*  %  A  '',  -vf  '>k^  "*»^V    * 
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»  thrown  oat  behind  them. 


*  1  i=sn.jitM  rata  kiUl  Tbov  wen  men's  feet  of 
1  sic^  — Vu^  3iLi~^>itt,  axti  sboM.  And  amid  Ul 
MM  i;wi'  >~!C  ^jon  Bvu  tb  aaikB  of  k  slender,  pnt^ 
.sia  -vMsi^i  3.W*.. — »s«xUr  CinduBlU's  foot;  s  toot 
•  K^us?  iJ-  nw  A»r;t'-wia!M  fn>a  Coidova  to  Csdis 
a^   tt   :ii«   xowupu  «£  th*  hob-Bniled   shoe  which 


t  X  "ra  Mm  ^M  ^Mthar  BMnMnt,  70a  will 


n  -  'vjci.  I  w»cil>i  Iik«  vht  w«I1  to  get  bold 
,;  «-  .  wflw.  ptrintpa!  Bat  it  was  on  tbo 
«  ;-u.7Vl  poKA,  tml  the  Sag-^tHtsa  inside, 
w^-^  >K-;ui>f  3».wt  lii-QBct :  the  mod  left  its 
t.ti  jv>f.  ra  i^t  f^'li'htd  6m^  I  foond, 
.  TIT  :ii«  *-::i^,  a  U;^  number  of  drops  of 
■a-  *  v^rv  e^  Mv<inii  «  gnceful,  somewhat 
^jE.  v^^^ii  I  wMoI-i  sveu  was  made  b; 
,  .It  ?^r'^~«  biA.  Jud  as  there  were  other 
«^...-^-ti.-Sf  >u  .!>»  iV9*<  **(p  «a>st>iM  the  door,  diiestlj 
,^^^11  !•«  \x<,  I  *>ik^-«ie  KMt  SfademoiMlle  joor 
.-t.^.«c-  .-Si-nwi  ^f  1;^  snd  assd  tb*  key,  holding 
::^         ■ .    li    la  iK'f   «i:a   ths  left  hand,  while  she 
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"Well,  goon." 

"la  it  worth  while  to  tell  the  teetl  I  saw  that 
all  these  printe  stopped  st  the  altar.  The  foot  of 
the  Paachftl  Lamb  was  scratched,  and  the  little  steel 
battou  which  connected  with  the  spring  was  left  ex- 
posed, so  that  I  deserve  no  great  credit  for  discovering 
it.  It  resisted  my  efforts,  as  it  had  previously  re- 
sisted those  of  Mademoiselle  Bertha,  who  scraped  her 
fingers  sufficiently  to  leave  a  little  drop  of  blood 
on  the  fresh  abrasion  of  the  carved  wood.  Like  het, 
I  looked  around  for  something  hard  with  which  to 
press  the  spring;  and  like  her  I  made  use  of  the 
wooden  handle  of  the  bell,  which  retained  the  nurka 
of  prcTiona  nse,  and,  more  than  that,  bad  a  slight  tmee 
of  blood," 

"Bravol"  exclaimed  the  marquis,  who  evidently 
took  a  double  interest  in  the  nanative. 

"Then,  as  you  can  readily  underetand, "  continued 
Dermoncourt,  "  I  went  down  into  the  underground 
passage.  The  feet  of  the  fugitives  were  distinctly 
impressed  on  the  moist  sand.  One  of  them  fell,  clam- 
bering over  the  ruins.  That  fact  was  demonstrated  to  me 
by  the  discovery  of  a  great  bunch  of  nettles,  all  bruised 
and  broken,  as  if  some  one  had  seized  it  and  broken  it 
with  hia  hand,  —  a  thing  that  was  certainly  not  dtUM 
intentionally,  in  view  of  the  unsociable  character  of  the 
plant.  In  a  comer  of  the  ruins,  opposite  a  door,  stones 
had  been  moved  to  facilitate  the  passage  of  some  weaker 
vessel.  Li  the  nettles  which  grew  against  the  wall,  I 
found  the  two  candles,  which  had  been  thrown  there 
before  the  party  emei^ed  into  the  open  air.  Lastly, 
sod  to  conclude,  I  came  upon  the  steps  again  in  the 
lere,  I  was  able  to  classify 
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*  But  tliiit  dsjvt  not  ctHiclnde  yoni  atorj.' 
"  >\i(  «>iiuluit<i  it  ?     ladeed  it  doeA." 

*  ^ij.     Will  tulj  joa  that  one  of  the  tnTcUoi  look 
aii\>(livr  line  >)u  ttts  bockl  " 

"  V'l.  iiar<(ai»,  tou  mra  tcying  to  make  me  panda  tIuI 
'.'i-.kv<  -tuvi'-^iKii  Liuiw.  The&mooB  tittle  fool  in  the 
')\->>~^iiu'i'tL  siiiN)  —  :im  little  foot  which  I  baTe  taken 
«w^i  4  ::t^i>-r  n^  :lmii  I  pcopoee  to  give  myself  aeithn 
•wa^'v  -tvT  »^  ::'l  [  iati  it;  the  prettj  little  foot,  no 
i-.ii^T-r  :'n  t  V. 'r*  *ini  about  the  width  of  mj  two 
fLt^T.?.  —  ,:\.  t  '  txiu  OH  back  oa  my  tracka,  aa  Made- 
nri'.^.  i>  'S'^^'j  »  i^i-  [  caBA  apoa  it  again  in  the 
i-.i>,i..';,-i-.i:T.i  'MiNU"-  u>>^  ^^  again  in  the  nanow  road 
'V-^  ^".  '-«'  *'■  -^  u  ^1  ^^^  vheie  they  stopped  to 
^»-.-  s.Ti.i^  _  B-  s  .■at."  Sj  iwi  by  the  way  the  ground  ia 
tn.r.--.>,  :^.--  V  &.ik;»  i2f  ispeaiance  once  more  in 
i-v-  .!  »k-;vv  ■.  i:«  'p-ui.  Miii  :a-ia  suddenly  disappear* 
v- -.-v-^-..!  «  ..?.''  ■'-.4  ■»-i.v,ii  la*  nia  would  natoralW 
Is  -^  v<^-.<.  ■,'»i!.  me  wi.i.-i  I  fLvand  eoreied  wi!:. 
Tr-  -  -  •i'-v.  K  1.  'ov'^i  A>  not  exist  in  o:r 
,-,_  ■  -,-,-^,  — ,  ;-^  X  »  lr»ittn»(»-LU*  look  hia  yc;: . 
.  .-  .1-  ■  ■.-  -.-  ^  -i-.  .L  .I't^  a.'C  ^2i*  «*p  of  said  M. 
■5,---..  '>^-. -T    r-,.--»    w»-j!C.  aai  *>  longer  1 

ih.  ',-.-... ~.--        :•   ■i.v  n  (^7wa.*^*«  yoang  c 
«^->  «.  «-    1-  -    1.      .^  *^     Tn.  kaf«.  Baiqais,  : 
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ton  k,  the  oomcil'  ^^ 

.  Yo«  told  me  JouneU  0»t  J-  "— 
"  Well ,  eopP""  1  ''"* '        ,„_.  _ 

■tibie."  I  "•""<' "•".n^' 

hi.  feed, --"""V.^"^ 

;».»  lor  whom  you  had  the  h.p»   ■• 

«  Very  »«U1    ""  I™'"""  "°'- 

.Whet  ""ke.  yo«  H""'  "^  ' 
e„„p>nioa  i.  the  .»g"«'  !»"<-«■  ''- 
a  Bhort  time  agot 

.l,.,...de™y;h««'.«""~" 

'-ChJ^i'hrii.^. 

-InHeaveB-B  name,  ^b^t  . 
auction,  and  if  yoa  -BJ''"  ; 

-,r_*v!-«      Goon. 


.,^m^ it  IB  no- 

loor  roarqniB, 

.ring,  who  wUl 

11  up  the  old 

„     _  ,  that  IB  still  » 

reckon  thom 

.,;  is  not  insan* 

.  .ing  m*d,  my 
.jte  of  excito- 
;   the  poUtiial 

jD  bo  glfwiow"- 
.  how  it  goes 
,!  it  began,— 

spiritloBS,  MW 

owa.  Among 
s  and  ignobto 
ons,  and  oo«- 
to  the  h«w*» 
of  the  Blow 


the  established 
,.  "jon  forget 
,)Ui  ianka>  and 
.  proTiBM  will 

rodvdoaBly- 
tfl  give  yoa  tt»* 
je  and  aU  that 
oi  ted,  too,  to 
the  goiUofoW'^" 
„„dB  then  in  oai 
,„;  and  foi  that 
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•  young  pKttHUit.  Moreorer  it  cortained,  tni  vmXuaa 
■III),  u  jou  un  see,  certain  hairs  of  ■  lipLt  che^iant 
cil'ir,  which  ue  cot  in  the  leset  the  BsnK  u  Uie  |:oldat 
loclu  »(  }'uur  aecond  daughter,  who  ia  the  oalj  blonde 
fn  ymr  eBtalilishinent," 

*  (ji-neral,"  cried  the  tBarqnie,  lesfnag  from  hii  chaii 
nticl  thniwing  his  fork  aeroM  tb«  room,  "  order  mj  aneit 
if  you  (M)  lit 
th<iii»ind  ttin< 
no,  no;  I  will 


"  Nii;  yi>n 

i»fli>r  1.1ii»  ciinv 

1-1  ii»  iN'milcri**! 

"l.isifn,  m; 


«*W  M 

.^^<.>l« 

>V!-.V. 

,i.-  «i 

*\\: 

.'  »■■ ' 

•  ;i.v. 

J..1*  I 

■M..V*   '■ 

.s. ;  K-> 

\v*.  ..V 

.■.^«     ■ 
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passed  in  your  midsty  I  have  sought  it  in  vain, — it  is  no- 
where to  be  found!  Beckon  them  up,  my  poor  marquis, 
reckon  up  the  young  men  of  spirit  and  daring,  who  will 
heave  the  perils  of  an  armed  conflict;  reckon  up  the  old 
heroes  who  are  with  you  in  considering  that  that  is  still  a 
duty  in  1832,  which  was  a  duty  in  1795;  reckon  them 
up,  and  tell  me  if  such  an  unequal  struggle  is  not  insane 
on  its  face." 

"  It  will  be  only  the  more  glorious  for  being  mad,  my 
dear  general,''  cried  the  marquis,  in  a  state  of  excite- 
ment which  made  him  altogether  forget  the  political 
status  of  his  interlocutor. 

**  What  do  you  say  Y  No,  it  will  not  even  be  glorious. 
Everything  that  takes  place,— >  you  will  see  how  it  goes, 
and  just  remember  what  I  predicted  before  it  began,-— 
the  whole  affair  will  be  paltry,  lifeless,  spiritless,  and 
equally  so  on  our  side  as  on  yours,  Qod  knows.  Among 
us  there  will  be  all  sorts  of  petty  schemes  and  ignoble 
treachery;  on  your  side  selfish  compontions,  and  cow- 
ardly backsliding  which  will  strike  you  to  the  heart| 
and  be  your  death,  though  the  bullets  of  the  Blues 
respect  your  sublime  cousage.'' 

**  Tou  look  at  things  as  a  partiasn  of  the  established 
(Government,  genwal,"  said  the  marquis;  '*you  forget 
that  we  count  upon  finding  fri«ads  in  your  ranks^  and 
that  when  we  give  the  word  the  whole  province  will 
rise  as  one  man." 

The  general  shrugged  his  shoulders  incredulously. 

"  In  my  day,  old  comrade  (permit  me  to  give  you  thai 
title),"  said  he,  "  what  was  blue  was  blue,  and  all  that 
was  white  was  white;  there  was  a  touch  of  red,  too,  to 
he  sure,  but  that  was  the  executioner  and  the  guillotine,— 
we  won't  talk  of  them.  Tou  had  no  friends  then  in  our 
ranks,  and  we  counted  upon  none  in  yours;  and  for  that 
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Terj  rowoii  ve  Ten  eqiuUlj  strong,  equally  great,  eqiullj 
terrible.  When  you  give  the  word  La  Vend^  will  riBe, 
f ou  «ty  t  Fatal  mistake !  I«  Vend^  which  invited  death 
in  1795,  in  the  hope  of  the  coming  of  a  prince,  in  whoae 
word  it  trosted,  but  who  was  false  U>  his  word,  will  not 
stir  an  inch  even  when  it  sees  in  its  midst  Madame  U 
Duchesse  de  Berr; ;  yam  peasants  hare  lost  the  politi- 
cal ardor  which  raises  human  mountaiDS,  puts  them  in 
motion  against  one  another,  and  keeps  them  fighting 
until  they  are  drowned  in  seas  of  blood,  and  also  that 
religious  faith  which  engenders  and  nourishes  martjis. 
Ifor  are  we,  I  must  confess  it,  my  poor  marquis,  anj 
longer  spurred  on  by  that  fiery  ardor  for  liberty,  pro- 
gress, and  glory  which  shakes  the  foundatioziB  of  the 
world  and  gives  birth  to  heroes.  The  civil  war  which 
is  about  to  begin,  if  indeed  a  civil  war  is  to  begin,  will 
be  a  war,  the  mancBuvies  of  which  can  be  accurately 
foretold  by  a  ready  reckoner,  —  a  war  in  which  victory 
will  necessarily  fall  to  the  side  which  has  the  greatest 
forces  and  the  most  abundant  bags  of  gold;  and  that  ti 
why  I  said  to  you,  Beckon  well  youi  chances ;  reckon 
them  twice  rather  than  once  before  you  take  a  hand  in 
this  piece  of  monumental  folly." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  —  once  more  I  say  you  are  mis- 
taken, general.     We  shall  not  lack  soldiers;  and  we  an 

more  fortur-'-  "— *-* —  •-  "— * '— "  ' 

leader  whoi 
will  aroua 
impose  sile 

"Poor, 
old  soldier, 
his  soarred 
had  no  m< 
this  ivom. 
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you  how  deeply  I  admire  her  resolution,  her  spirit,  her 
persistance,  hut,  at  the  same  time,  how  I  lament  that 
she  lives  in  an  age  for  which  she  was  not  horn.  The 
time  has  gone  hy,  marquis,  when  Jeanne  de  Montfort 
had  hut  to  stamp  with  her  spurred  hoot  upon  the  old 
soU  of  Bretagne  to  make  it  yield  a  crop  of  armed  men. 
Marquis,  mark  well  what  I  predict  to-day,  so  that  you 
may  repeat  it  to  her  if  you  see  her:  that  her  nohle  hearty 
more  daring  and  valiant  than  even  the  Comtesse  Jeanne's, 
will  reap  as  the  reward  of  her  self-sacrifice,  her  energy, 
her  devotion,  and  the  lofty  elevation  of  her  sentiments  as 
princess  and  as  mother,  nought  hut  indifference,  ingrati- 
tude, cowardice,  contempt,  and  perfidy  of  every  sort. 
And  now,  my  dear  marquis,  your  last  word?" 

"  My  last  word  is  in  no  wise  different  from  my  firsts 
general." 

"  Say  it  once  more,  then. " 

**  I  will  not  go  to  England, "  declared  the  old  imigrf^ 
with  decision. 

"Well,  well,"  continued  Dermoncourt,  looking  the 
marquis  earnestly  in  the  eye,  and  putting  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder*,  "you  are  proud  as  a  Grascon,  Vendean 
though  you  he.  Your  resources  are  limited,  I  'know — 
Oh,  come  now,  don't  frown  so  darkly,  hut  let  me  finish 
what  I  have  to  say.  Why,  damnation  !  you  know  very 
well  that  I  would  offer  you  nothing  that  I  would  not  he 
willing  to  accept  myself." 

The  marquis's  face  resumed  its  former  expression. 

"  I  was  saying  that  your  resources  are  limited,  and  that 
in  this  infernal  region  the  having  property  is  hy  no  means 
the  only  thing,  whether  it's  much  or  little  it  must  he 
available,  too.  Well,  then,  if  you  lack  the  means  to 
cross  the  Channel,  and  take  a  little  cottage  in  some  cor- 
ner of  England  (I  am  not  rich,  either;  I  have  only  my 
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pay,  but  that  has  enabled  me  to  lay  by  a  few  bundled 
louis),  from  a  comrade  it  'b  easy  to  accept  anything  of 
the  sort.  Will  you  have  themt  After  the  peace,  as  yon 
say,  you  can  give  them  back«" 

''Hold I  hold!"  said  the  marqms;  "you  have  only 
known  me  since  yesterday,  general,  and  you  treat  me 
like  a  friend  of  twenty  years'  standing." 

The  old  Yendean  scratched  his  head,  and  oontinned, 
as  if  speaking  to  himself,— -» 

"  How  in  the  devil  can  I  ever  show  my  gzatitnde  for 
his  kindness  to  mel" 

"  You  accept,  then?  " 

"No,  indeed!  no,  indeed!  I  refuse." 

"  But  you  will  go  away  t  " 

"I  remain  here." 

"  May  Grod  guard  you,  and  keep  you  in  health,  then,* 
said  the  old  general  at  the  end  of  his  patience.  "  How- 
ever, it  is  probable  that  chance — the  deuce  take  it!  — 
will  bring  us  face  to  face,  as  it  did  in  the  old  days ;  hot 
now  I  know  you,  and  if  there  should  be  a  meUe  like  the 
one  at  Laval  thirty-eix  years  ago,  why,  I  will  hunt  yoa 
*P>  I  give  you  my  word." 

"  And  I,  too!  "  cried  the  marquis ;  "  I  promise  you  that 
I  will  call  your  name  with  all  the  force  of  my  lungs! 
I  shall  be  so  glad  and  proud  at  the  same  time  to  show 
all  these  youngsters  what  manner  of  men  fought  in  the 
great  war." 

"  I  must  be  off;  the  bugle  summons  me.  Farewell, 
marquis,  and  thanks  for  your  hospitality." 

"  Till  we  meet  again^  general;  and  thanks  for  a  friend- 
ship which  I  have  still  to  prove  to  you  that  I 
reciprocate." 

The  two  old  fellows  exchanged  a  cordial  preesuie  of 
the  hand,  and  Dermoncourt  went  out. 


SPIDERS'  WEBS  ABE  TRSACHSBOUS  AFFAIRS.     401 

The  marquis  hurried  on  his  cloiheSi  and  watched  from 
the  window  the  little  column  march  off  toward  the  forest 
A  short  distance  from  the  ch&teau  they  turned  off  to  the 
right ;  the  general  stopped  his  horse  and  looked  back  for 
the  last  time  at  the  little  peaked  towers  of  his  new 
friend's  abode.  He  saw  him  standing  at  the  window 
and  waved  an  adieu  to  him,  then  galloped  after  his 
troops. 

Just  as  the  marquis  turned  away  from  the  windoW| 
after  following  with  his  eyes  as  long  as  he  could  thd 
little  squad  and  its  commander,  he  heard  a  soft  scratch- 
ing noise  at  a  little  door  which  opened  into  his  closet, 
and  thence  communicated  with  the  servants'  staircase. 

**  Who  the  devil  can  that  be  f  "  he  asked  himself  as  he 
drew  the  bolt. 

The  door  at  onoe  flew  open,  and  he  spied  Jean 
Oullier. 

^  Jean  Oullier  I "  he  cried  in  tones  of  heartfelt  de- 
light; ''is  it  you!  Ah,  there  you  are,  my  good  Jean 
Oullier!  On  my  soul,  the  day  begins  with  a  happy 
omen." 

He  held  out  both  hands  to  the  old  keeper,  who  grasped 
them  with  a  lively  sense  of  gratitude  and  respect. 

Then  he  released  his  hand,  fumbled  in  his  pocket,  and 
produced  a  sheet  of  coarse  paper,  folded  in  the  form  of  a 
letter,  which  he  handed  to  the  marquis,  who  opened  and 
read  it. 

As  he  read,  his  face  lighted  up  with  Joy  indescribable. 

"  Jean  Oullier,^  he  said,  "  call  the  girli,  get  everybody 
together.  No;  call  no  one  yet^  but  polish  up  my  sword, 
my  pistols,  my  carbme^  and  all  my  paiapbernalia  of  war. 
Oive  Tristan  a  good  measnvs  of  oats.  The  campaign  is 
about  to  open,  my  dear  Jean  OolUstr,  aboot  to  openl  «^ 
Bertha!  Mary!  Bertha!" 
VOL.1. — 26 
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"  Monsieur  le  Marqais, "  said  Jean,  CO0II7,   "  the  caia- 
paign  opened  at  three  o'clock  yeeteiday  bo  far  as  I  am 


The  two  girls  came  rnBhing  in,  in  response  to  their 
father's  call.  Mary's  eyes  were  red  and  swollen,  bat 
Bertha  was  fairly  beaming. 

"Young  women,"  Baid  the  matquis,  "you  are  in  it 
too,  you  are  to  come  with  me!     Bead,  readl  " 

He  handed  Bertha  the  letter  he  had  receired  from 
Jean  Oullier.     It  was  thus  conceived:  — 

HoNBiEUB  LK  UAKqniB  na  Sonn^T  :  It  will  be  advonta- 
geoDB  to  the  cause  of  Henri  V.  that  yon  put  forward  a  few 
days  the  moment  fur  taking  up  arms.  Tberefoie  be  good 
enough  to  asaemble  the  greatest  poaiuble  uamber  of  devoted 
men  in  the  diviBion  which  you  command,  and  bold  younelf 
and  them,  yourself  especially,  at  my  instant  dispoeaL 

I  thiuk  that  two  Amazons  more  in  our  little  army  would 
excite  the  love  and  Mtf-«et«!em  of  our  friends,  and  I  ask  yoa, 
MonueoT  le  Marquis,  to  give  me  your  two  lovely  and  fMCiDa- 
ting  huntresses  as  aides-de<amp. 

Your  affectionate 

Pktit-Pizbbm. 

"  Then  we  are  to  go  1 "  asked  Bertha. 

"  Parbleu  I  "  exclaimed  the  marquis. 

"Then,  father,"  said  Bertha,  "allow  me  to  preeent 
you  with  a  recruit." 

"Of  course." 

Mary  etood  ui 

Bertha  left  tb 
leading  Michel ' 

"  M.  Michel  < 
title,  "  who  aski 
that  hia  Majea 
t  titJ 
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The  marquis  whose  biows  contracted  at  the  name  of 
Michel,  tried  to  look  amiable. 

"  I  shall  follow  M.  Michel's  efforts  in  that  direction 
with  much  interest  I "  he  said  at  last,  in  the  same  tone 
that  the  Emperor  Napoleon  might  have  adopted  ou  the 
eve  of  Marengo  or  Aosterlits. 


404  TBE  8HS-W0LVJB8  OF  MACHSOOUU 


CHAPTEB  XXXVin. 

WHXRXIK  THS  SMALLEST  FOOT  IK  FBANCB  OB  VATABEI 
FIKDS  THAT  CINDEBELLA's  SLIPPBBS  ABB  UBS 
DBSIBABLB  THAN  SEYEK-LEAOUE  BOOTS. 

At  this  pointy  we  must  go  back  on  our  trackSy  as  Jean 
Oollier  would  say,  and  ask  the  permission  of  our  leaden 
to  follow  the  flight  of  the  Comte  de  Bonneville  and 
Petit-Pierrey  who,  as  they  doubtless  suspect^  aie  not  the 
kast  important  chanu:tera  in  this  nanatiye. 

The  general's  suppositions  were  entirely  accurate; 
emerging  from  the  underground  passage,  the  Vendean 
gentlemen  picked  their  way  through  the  ruins  to  ths 
old  road,  and  took  counsel  there  for  a  few  seconds  as  to 
the  course  they  had  best  pursue. 

He  who  hid  his  identity  under  the  name  of  Gaspard, 
inclined  to  the  opinion  that  they  should  keep  together. 
Bonneville's  emotion  when  Michel  announced  the  ap- 
proach of  the  troops  did  not  escape  him ;  he  heard  the 
ciy  which  the  comte  uttered  involuntarily:  "Befote 
everything,  let  us  save  Petit-Pierre  I  "  and  consequently, 
throughout  the  brief  expedition,  he  had  persistently 
scrutinized  Petit-Pierre's  features  as  well  as  he  could  by 
the  feeble  light  of  the  candles,  and,  as  the  result  of  that 
scrutiny,  he  had  adopted  toward  the  young  peasant  a 
bearing  which,  though  reserved,  was  expressive  of  the 
utmost  respect. 

In  the  midst  of  their  discussion  he  spoke  thus^  veiy 
forcibly  and  warmly:  — 
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"Tou  bate  said,  monsietiY,  to  the  Comte  de  Bonne- 
YUle,  that  the  welfare  of  the  person  in  whoee  company 
yoQ  are  travellingi  was  of  paramount  unportance  to  ours, 
that  it  demanded  our  anxious  solicitude,  and  was  of  the 
utmost  consequence  to  the  cause  we  are  resolved  to  sup^^ 
port.  Would  it  not,  then,  be  most  natural  that  we 
should  act  as  that  person's  escort,  so  that,  if  danger 
should  arise -^  and  we  may  meet  it  at  every  step-^ 
we  should  be  on  hand  to  make  a  rampart  of  our  bodies  t " 

"Yes,  monsieur,  most  assuredly,"  replied  M.  de 
Bonneville,  "  if  it  were  a  matter  of  fighting;  but  just  at 
present  we  are  thinking  only  of  flight,  and  the  less 
numerous  we  are,  the  simpler  and  surer  will  be  our 
escape." 

^Consider,  comte  I  "  said  Gaspard,^  frowning;  "you 
are  awftuming  with  your  twenty-two  years,  the  whole 
responsibility  of  a  very  precious  trust." 

"My  devotion  has  been  deemed  worthy  of  it^  mon- 
sieur," replied  the  comte,  haughtily,  "and  I  will  strive 
to  justify  the  confidence  with  which  I  am  honored." 

Petit-Pierre,  who  had  thus  far  stood  silently  in  the 
midst  of  the  little  party,  thought  that  it  Was  high  time 
for  him  to  interpose. 

"Fie!"  said  he,  "is  the  matter  of  providing  for  the 
safety  of  a  poor  little  peasant  to  become  a  brand  of  di*' 
eord  among  the  noblest  champions  of  the  cause  of  which 
you  were  just  speaking  t  I  see  that  it  is  necessary  for 
me  to  give  my  opinion,  for  we  have  no  time  to  waste  in 
useless  discussion.  But  first  of  all,  my  friends, "  he  oon« 
tinned  in  a  voice  instinct  with  affection  and  gratitude, 
"  I  want  to  ask  your  pardon  for  the  incognito  which  I 

^  Thoie  of  our  readers  who  desire  the  key  to  the  namsi^  may 
eoDsnlt  the  interesting  work  of  General  Dermoncourt :  "  La  Yen- 
d^  et  Madame." 
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thought  it  my  duty  to  assume  with  you,  and  which  had 
only  the  single  purpose  of  enabling  me  to  learn  your 
inmost  thoughts,  and  your  real  opinions,  so  that  I  need 
have  no  reason  to  think  that  you  tried  to  gratify  what 
you  knew  to  be  my  most  heartfelt  desire.  And  now 
that  Fetit-Pierre  has  informed  himself  sufficiently,  the 
Begent  will  take  part  in  the  deliberations  of  the  counciL 
But,  meanwhile,  let  us  separate ;  the  poorest  hoyel  will 
content  me  for  the  balance  of  the  night,  and  M.  le 
Comte  de  Bonneville,  who  knows  every  inch  of  the 
country,  can  find  me  such  a  place. " 

"But  when  shall  we  be  permitted  to  confer  directly 
with  her  Royal  Highness  f  '*  asked  Pascal,  with  a  respect- 
ful inclination. 

''  As  soon  as  her  Koyal  Highness  finds  a  palace  for 
her  wandering  majesty,  Petit-Pierre  will  summon  you  to 
her  side ;  that  time  will  soon  come.  Petit-Piene  is  deter- 
mined never  to  abandon  his  friends." 

''Petit-Pierre  is  a  fine  fellow!  "  cried  Craspard,  joy- 
fully, "  and  his  friends  will  prove,  I  trusty  that  they  are 
worthy  of  him." 

"Farewell,  then,"  rejoined  Petit-Pierre.  "And  now 
that  the  incognito  is  laid  aside,  I  thank  your  loyal  hearty 
my  good  Gaspard^  for  having  divined  it  so  soon.  Come, 
it 's  time  to  exchange  a  grasp  of  the  hand  and  part." 

Each  of  the  gentlemen  in  turn  took  Petit-Pierre'i 
hand,  and  kissed  it  respectfully.  Each  then  took  the 
direction  agreed  upon,  and  they  were  soon  hidden  by  the 
windings  of  the  narrow  road,  some  to  the  rights  others  to 
the  left. 

Bonneville  and  Petit-Pierre  were  left  alone. 

"  And  we  t  "  the  latter  asked. 

"We  will  take  a  course  diametrically  opposite  to 
theirs." 
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"Come,  then,  let's  be  off  without  loeing  a  mo* 
menti  "  aaid  Petit-Piene,  huTTjing  awaj  in  the  direction 
indicated. 

"  One  moment  I  wait  a  moment  I "  cried  BonneTille. 
"  Oh,  not  that  way,  please  I    Your  Highneas  must  —  " 

"  Bonneville  I  Bonneville  I"  said  Petit^Pierre,  "yon 
forget  our  agreement." 

"  True;  I  beg  Madame  to  pardon  met  " 

"  Again  I    Oh,  you  're  incorrigible !  " 

"  Petit-Pierre  must  allow  me  to  take  him  on  my 
shoulders. " 

"Indeed,  very  gladly  I  See,  there's  a  rock  which 
looks  as  if  it  were  put  there  for  the  purpose.  Come, 
come,  comto." 

Petit-Pierre  was  already  on  top  of  the  rock,  and  as 
the  young  comte  approached  he  placed  himself  astride 
his  shoulders. 

"Upon  my  word  you  do  it  very  well,"  said  Bonne- 
yille,  taking  up  his  march. 

"  Farbleu  !  "  said  Fetit-Piene,  "  '  saddle  my  nag '  is 
a  very  good  game,  and  I  used  to  eitjoy  playing  it  in  my 
childhood." 

"  A  good  education  is  never  wasted,  you  see, "  said 
Bonneville. 

"  Tell  me,  comte,  it's  not  against  the  rule  for  me  to 
talk,  is  itT" 

"No,  indeed." 

"  Well,  then,  as  yon  are  an  old  Chouon,  while  I  am 
just  entering  on  my  apprenticeship  to  the  craft,  do  you 
tell  me  why  I  am  on  your  shoulders  t  " 

"What  an  inquisitive  fellow  this  Petit-Pierre  is  I" 
said  Bonneville. 

"Vo,  I  *m  not;  didn't  I  take  my  seat  hen 
first  invitation,  and  without  stopping  to  discuss. 
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"lamtsaa  a»  a  oedt  mufigttiiadi,  yoo  most  conf en,  for 
a  pEznees  if  die  Hove  of  Bonixn." 

"^  A  TcfncesB  of  vut  Hooae  of  Bourbon ! "  exclaimed 
BomnmZe :  '^  wbs  *s  Ikal,  skI  vlwre  do  yoo  see  a  prin- 
CEHB  *ii  ihe  HoQi»  of  Bonrtno  t  * 

*^T:ix'i«  '\iiom  npl.  Well,  then,  why  i*  Petit- 
F5err9«  viio  oui  walk  and  ran  and  leap  ditches,  perched 
on.  zhji  dcij:rLjie£a  cf  his  faead  BaoneTille,  who  can  do 
mfinlier  ilie  'xw  mx  the  other  ao  long  as  he  has  Petit- 

-^WiZ^  in  ten  joa;  ii's  becaoae  Petit-Pifim's  foot 
k  too  soBuL* 

"^  gmaX  Tea;  hot  aolidlr  pod  tegottiarl  *  retorted  Petit- 
PiefR-«  as  if  hiaTanifir  w»e  woonded. 

*Ymi  hot  for  all  lkil»   it 'a  too  small  not  to  he 


•Bt  whom?* 

*  W^T,  br  those  who  will  IbQow  our  trail,  of  ooozse.* 

*  JTja  I>ieml "  said  lfada^■lf^  with  a  comical  expn»' 
aoQ  of  disgiBl^  "who  would  OTer  haye  thought  that 
thei«  wocdd  come  a  day,  or  a  night,  when  I  should 
Rgret  thjit  I  had  not  the  foot  of  Madame  la  Dnchene 
de— !• 

*  Poor  Marquis  de  Sooday !  "  said  Bonneyille,  "  whst 
would  he  think,  already  dishiihed  hy  your  evident  funil- 
xarity  with  the  court,  to  hear  yon  speak  so  nonchalantij 
of  a  duchesse's  foot  t 

"  Oh,  that  wonld  he  in  my  rtie  of  page! 

"  I  can  Teiy  well  see,"  Petit-Pieire  continued  after  a 
moment's  silence,  **  thai  yonr  porpoae  is  to  destroy  aaj 
trace  of  me ;  bat,  then,  we  can't  go  on  like  this  forsTer. 
Saint  Chnstopher  himself  would  be  used  np  by  it;  and 
sooner  or  later  this  accursed  foot  of  mine  will  come  in 
contact  with  soma  muddy  spot  which  will  retain  iti 
impression." 
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^  We  will  see  if  we  can't  throw  the  dogs  off  the  soent 
for  a  while  at  leasts "  said  Bonneyille^  turning  off  sharply 
to  the  lefti  from  which  direction  came  the  sound  of  run- 
ning water. 

"  Well,  what  are  you  doing  now  ? "  asked  Petit-Pierre. 
"  You  will  lose  your  way !  The  water  's  up  to  your 
knees." 

''That's  very  true,  but  let  them  look  for  us  now," 
said  Bonneville,  hurrying  along  in  the  bed  of  the 
stream. 

"  Aha,  very  clever  1 "  said  Petit-Pierre.  "  Tou  missed 
your  calling,  Bonneville.  Tou  ought  to  have  been 
brought  up  in  the  primeval  woods,  or  in  the  pampas. 
It 's  sure  enough,  that  if  tracks  are  necessary  to  enable 
them  to  follow  us,  they  will  have  some  difficulty  in 
finding  any." 

"Don't  laugh;  the  man  who  is  on  our  trail  is 
thoroughly  posted  in  all  these  tricks.  He  fought  in 
Vendue  at  the  time  when  Gharette,  although  almost 
alone,  was  giving  the  Blues  a  terrible  task." 

"  So  much  the  better  I  "  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre,  "  there 
will  be  some  pleasure  in  a  conflict  with  people  who  are 
worth  the  trouble." 

Notwithstanding  his  assumed  cheerfulness,  Petit- 
Pierre  fell  into  deep  thought  after  he  had  spoken,  while 
Bonneville  struggled  manfully  along  over  the  rolling 
stones  and  dead  branches,  which  considerably  interfered 
with  his  progress ;  he  followed  the  bed  of  the  stream  for 
something  like  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  He  then  reached 
the  point  where  the  stream  emptied  into  another  much 
larger  one,  the  same  which  skirted  the  foot  of  the  Yiette 
dee  Biques. 

Bonneville  soon  had  the  water  up  to  his  waist  in  this 
larger  stream,  and  had  to  request  Petit-Pierre  to  go  up 
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ver  it  a  himdrad  times,  but 
a  wretched  turf-pit,  where  I 
ace  of  drowning  myself,  «ven 

on,  and  go  and  see  what  that 
>uld  not  be  son;  for  a  chance 


Mpfeani  noiaeleiBlr  in  tb* 
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where  the  ground  is  soft  and  moist;  whfle  these  nsnow 
hy-paths,  leas  worn  and  not  worked  soft  by  wheels  and 
horses'  feet»  are  less  likely  to  betray  ns.'' 

"  But  it  gives  us  farther  to  go,  does  it  notY  " 

**Yes;  but  it's  safer.  •* 

They  plodded  along  for  ten  minutes  in  silenee,  when 
Bonneville  halted  and  seized  his  companion's  arm. 

Petit-Pierre's  first  impulse  was  to  ask  what  was  the 
matter. 

**  Hush!  speak  very  low,**  said  Bonneville. 

"What  for!" 

**  Do  you  hear  nothing  1 " 

-No." 

"  I  do ;  I  hear  voices. " 

"Where!" 

**  Over  in  that  direetioUi  some  fifty  paces  or  so;  sad  1 
think  I  can  also  see  a  red  light  through  the  brandies,* 

"Yes;  I  see  that  too." 

**  What  does  it  mean  1 " 

^  That 's  what  I  want  to  know." 

"ThedevU!" 

"  Perhaps  it  *s  chareoal-bumers." 

*  No;  this  is  not  the  month  when  they  do  their  bom* 
ing,  and  even  if  we  were  certain  that  they  were  chareoti* 
burners,  I  should  prefer  not  to  trust  them;  I  have  no 
right)  being  your  guide,  to  take  any  chances." 

"  Do  you  know  no  other  road  t " 

"Yes,  indeed." 

"  What 's  your  trouble,  then  t  " 

**  I  don't  want  to  take  it,  except  as  a  last  resort" 

"Why  not,  pray!" 

"  Because  it  takes  us  across  a  swamp." 

"  Pshaw,  why,  you  can  walk  on  the  wafer  like  Stbt 
Peter  I    Are  n't  you  familiar  with  it  t " 
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**!  have  shot  snipe  oyer  it  a  hundred  timeSi  but 
always  by  daylight;  it's  a  wretched  tuTf-pit»  where  I 
haye  often  come  within  an  ace  of  drowning  mysolfi  even 
in  the  daytime." 

'^  Let 's  take  the  risk*  then»  and  go  and  see  what  that 
fire  is.  I  confess  that  I  should  not  be  sorry  for  a  chance 
to  warm  myself  a  bit.'* 

"  Stay  here,  while  I  reoonnoiftre.'' 

«But— " 

•«  Don't  be  afraid.'' 

Ab  he  spoke  Bonneyille  disappeared  noiselessly  In  tht 
darkness. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

WHEBEIN  PBTIT-PIEBBB  ENJOYS  THE  BEST  KBAL 
HE  EYEB  ATE  IK  HIS   LIFE. 

Petit-Piebre,  thus  left  alone,  leaned  against  a  tree, 
silent  and  motionless,  with  straining  eyes,  and  ean  on 
the  alert  for  the  slightest  noise. 

For  five  minutes  he  heard  nothing,  except  a  sort  of 
huzzing  which  seemed  to  come  from  the  direction  of  the 
light. 

Suddenly  a  horse  neighed  loudly,  and  made  him  start 
Almost  at  the  same  moment  he  heard  a  slight  rustling 
in  the  underhrush,  and  a  figure  rose  from  the  ground  in 
front  of  him.     It  was  Bonneville. 

He  failed  to  see  Petit-Pierre  standing  close  against 
the  tree -trunk,  and  called  him  twice. 

Petit-Pierre  leaped  toward  him. 

^ Hurry!  hurry!"  exclaimed  Bonneville,  dragging 
the  youth  along. 

"What's  the  matter!" 

"  Not  an  instant  to  lose!    Come!  come! " 

As  they  hastened  along,  he  said,  — 

"A  bivouac  of  chasseurs.  If  there  had  been  only 
men,  I  might  have  warmed  myself  at  the  same  fire 
without  being  seen  or  heard;  but  a  horse  got  scent  of 
me,  and  neighed." 

"Yes.     I  heard  him." 

"Not  a  word,  then,  you  understand!  Make  the  best 
possible  use  of  your  legs;  that 's  all." 
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Without  exchanging  another  word,  they  ran  along  for 
five  hundred  yards.  Then  Bonneville  drew  his  com- 
panion into  the  hrush. 

"  Now  get  a  little  hreath,"  said  he. 

While  Petit-Pierre  was  oheying  that  injunction, 
Bonneville  tried  to  make  out  their  whereahouts. 

'*  Are  we  lost? "  asked  Petit-Pierre,  anxiously. 

"  Oh,  there  's  no  danger  I  "  said  Bonneville.  ''  I  am 
just  trying  to  devise  some  way  of  avoiding  that  infernal 
swamp." 

"  If  it  will  shorten  our  journey,  let  us  take  it,"  said 
Petit-Pierre. 

*'  We  shall  have  to,  for  I  see  no  other  way. " 

"^n  route f  then,"  said  Petit-Pierre;  "but  do  you 
lead  the  way  f  " 

Bonneville  made  no  reply,  but  started  off  again  at 
once ;  and  instead  of  pursuing  the  same  course  as  before, 
he  veered  off  to  the  right  through  the  bushes. 

In  about  ten  minutes  the  trees  became  more  scattered 
and  the  darkness  less  profound.  They  were  on  the  edge 
of  the  forest,  and  could  hear  the  reeds  rustling  in  the 
wind  in  front  of  them. 

"Ah,"  said  Petit-Pierre,  recognizing  the  sound,  "I 
should  say  that  we  have  arrived." 

"Yes,"  replied  Bonneville,  "and  I  will  not  under- 
take to  conceal  from  you  that  this  is  the  most  critical 
moment  of  the  whole  night." 

As  he  spoke,  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  knife,  which, 
if  need  were,  might  pass  for  a  poniard,  and  cut  down 
a  sapling  which  he  stripped  of  its  leaves  and  twigs, 
taking  great  care  to  hide  the  dfhria, 

"Now,  my  poor  Petit-Pierre,"  said  he,  "you  must 
resign  yourself  to  resuming  your  perch  on  my  shoul* 
ders." 
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Petit-Pierre  did  on  the  instant  as  his  guide  asked, 
and  the  latter  plunged  into  the  swamp. 

His  progress,  burdened  as  he  was,  and  embarransd 
by  the  long  pole  which  he  held  in  his  hand  and  with 
which  he  felt  his  footing  at  every  step,  was  horribly 
difficult. 

Often  he  sunk  into  the  mud  up  to  his  knees;  and  the 
ground,  which  seemed  soft  and  yielding  enough  when  he 
put  his  feet  into  it,  offered  a  very  sturdy  resistance  when 
he  undertook  to  pull  them  out.  He  had  the  very  great* 
est  difficulty  in  extricating  himself,  time  and  time  again; 
it  was  as  if  the  gulf  which  opened  under  his  feet  wai 
loth  to  give  up  its  prey. 

**  Let  me  give  you  a  little  advice,  my  dear  oomte," 
said  Petit-Pierre. 

Bonneville  halted,  and  wiped  his  forehead. 

^  If,  instead  of  splashing  around  in  that  mud,  you 
were  to  tread  on  the  tufts  of  rushes  which  I  seea 
to  see  here  and  there,  I  think  you  would  find  better 
footing." 

"  Yes,"  said  Bonneville,  "  that  is  quite  true;  but  wt 
should  also  leave  more  distinct  traces.  But  no  matter!  * 
he  continued ,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  "you  are 
right;  that  will  be  much  the  better  way." 

The  long  roots  of  the  reeds  had  united  to  form  little 
islandsi  a  foot  or  so  in  width,  which  were  scatterid 
about  over  the  shifting,  treacherous  surface  of  the  bog, 
and  afforded  footholds  of  some  consistency. 

But  from  time  to  time,  weighted  down  as  he  was  by 
Petit-Pierre,  the  comte  missed  his  mark,  slipped,  and 
recovered  himself  only  with  the  greatest  difficulty. 
And  this  process  soon  exhausted  his  strength  so  com- 
pletely that  he  had  to  beg  Petit-Pierre  to  get  down,  sad 
give  him  an  opportunity  to  rest  awhile. 
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*  Why,  you  're  completely  played  out,  my  poor  Bonne- 
ville.    Is  there  much  more  of  this  swamp  of  yours  t " 

"  We  have  still  two  or  three  hundred  feet  of  it  to  get 
over  somehow;  then  we  will  take  to  the  woods  again 
till  we  get  to  the  Benaste  path,  which  will  take  us 
straight  to  our  farmhouse." 

*  Can  you  hold  out  as  far  as  that  Y " 
"I  hope  so," 

**  Oh,  mon  Dieu  !  mon  Dieu  I  what  would  I  not  give 
to  be  able  to  take  my  turn  at  carrying  you,  or  at  least  to 
walk  beside  you." 

These  words  brought  back  all  the  comte's  strength. 
He  abandoned  the  second  method  of  operation,  and 
resolutely  took  to  the  mud  again.  But  the  farther  he 
advanced,  the  softer  and  more  shifting  the  soil  became. 

Suddenly  he  made  a  false  step  and  put  his  foot  on  a 
spot  which  he  had  not  had  time  to  try ;  and  immediately 
he  felt  himself  rapidly  sinking,  and  in  a  fair  way  to 
disappear  altogether. 

"  If  I  sink  out  of  sight,"  he  said,  *  throw  yourself  off  to 
one  side  or  the  other;  the  dangerous  spot  is  never  wide." 

Petit-Pierre  at  once  leaped  off,  not  to  save  himself, 
but  to  relieve  Bonneville  of  the  killing  weight. 

*  Oh,  my  friend  I"  he  cried,  in  agony,  while  tears 
rolled  down  his  cheeks,  at  the  sublime  exclamation  of 
devotion  and  self-sacrifice,  "  think  of  yourself,  I  com- 
mand you ! " 

The  young  comte  was  already  in  the  mud  up  to  his 
waist.  Fortunately  he  had  the  time  and  self-possession 
to  throw  his  pole  across  so  that  each  end  rested  on  one 
of  the  hummocks,  which  afforded  a  sufficient  support. 
Thanks  to  that  and  the  assistance  of  Petit-Pierre,  who 
seized  his  coat-collar,  he  succeeded  in  extricating  him- 
self from  that  perilous  situation. 
VOL.  I. — 27 
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Soon  thereafter  the  grotmd  became  firmer.  The  black 
line  of  the  wocmIs,  which  contracted  the  horizon »  seemed 
nearer  and  more  distinet;  the  fogitivea  had  reached  the 
«id  of  the  bog. 

"  At  laat ! "  exclaimed  Bonnerille. 

*  Oof!  "  said  Petit-Piene,  sliding  down  to  the  ground 
as  soon  as  he  felt  that  his  companion's  feet  were  on  the 
firm  earth;  ''oof!  yon  must  be  altogether  done  up,  my 
dear  comte." 

*  No;  my  breath  is  all  gone,  that 's  all." 

*  Oh,  man  Dieu  !  "  said  Petit-Pierre,  "  to  think  that 
I  hare  nothing  to  restore  yoor  strength,  not  even  the 
gourd  of  the  soldier  or  pilgrim^  not  even  the  beggar's 
enist!" 

"Nonsense!"  said  the  eomte.  "I  don't  get  my 
strength  from  my  stomach." 

*  Tell  me  whence  yon  do  get  it,  then,  my  dear  comte; 
I  will  try  to  do  as  you  do." 

"  Are  you  hungry  t " 

*  I  confess  that  I  think  I  could  eat  a  little  something." 
"  Alas! "  said  the  comte,  **  how  you  make  me  regret 

my  thoughtlessness  in  neglecting  to  provide   for  this 
contingency." 

Petit-Pierre  began  to  laugh,  and  undertook  to  enliven 
his  ocmipanion  and  restore  his  courage  by  joking 
him. 

"  Bonneville,"  said  he,  "  call  the  usher,  and  tell 
to  tell  the  chamberlain  to  order  the  officers  of  the  cuisine 
to  bring  me  whatever  is  in  the  larder.  I  should  be 
glad  to  taste  a  few  of  the  snipe  whose  cries  I  have  just 
been  hearing  almost  under  my  feet." 

"Her  royal  Highneas  is  served,"  said  the  comte, 
putting  his  knee  on  the  ground  and  offering,  on  tiia 
crown  of  his  bat,  an  object  which  Petit-Pierre  seind 
upon  with  avidity. 
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•  Bread! "  he  cried. 

"  Black  bread,"  said  Bonaeville. 

**  Pshaw !  in  the  night  no  one  can  see  what  color  it  is.*^ 

**  But  it 's  dry  bread,  — dry  as  a  stone." 

"It's  bread,  all  the  same,"  rejoined  Petit-Pierre, 
valiantly  attacking  the  crust  which  had  been  hardening 
two  days  in  Bonneville's  pocket. 

"And  when  I  think,"  said  he,  '*that  €reneral  Der- 
moncourt  is  eating  my  supper  at  Souday  at  this  moment, 
it 's  maddening,  is  n't  it)  " 

"  But  pardon  me,  my  dear  guide,"  he  added  suddenly; 
''my  stomach  has  so  got  the  upper  hand  of  my  heart 
Ibat  I  entirely  forgot  to  offer  you  half  of  my  supper." 

''Thanks,"  replied  Bonneville;  "  my  appetite  has  n't 
yet  reached  that  point  where  I  can  eat  pebbles.  But  in 
return  for  your  kind  offer,  I  will  show  you  what  you 
must  do  to  make  your  poor  supper  a  little  more 
palatable." 

He  took  the  bread,  broke  it  into  small  pieces,  not 
without  difficulty,  and  dipped  them  in  a  spring  a  few 
feet  away.  Then  be  called  Petit-Pierre ;  and,  as  they 
sat  on  opposite  sides  of  the  spring,  he  took  out  the 
soaked  and  softened  crusts  one  after  another  and  handed 
them  to  his  famished  comrade. 

"On  my  faith,"  said  the  latter,  as  he  swallowed  the 
last  crumb,  "I  have  not  supped  so  well  for  twenty 
years!    Bonneville,  I  appoint  you  my  major-domo." 

"  Meanwhile,"  said  the  comte,  "  I  am  once  more  your 
guide.  Enough  of  such  dissipation  as  this;  let  us 
resume  our  travels." 

"  I  am  ready,"  said  Petit-Pierre,  rising  gayly  to  his 
feet. 

They  struck  out  again  through  the  woods,  and  in  halt 
an  hour's  time  came  to  a  stream  which  they  must  cross. 


« 
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Bonneville  adopted  his  ordinary  method  of  prooedore, 
hut  at  the  first  step  which  he  took  in  the  water  it  rose 
to  his  waist.  At  the  second  he  was  in  up  to  his  neck, 
and  Petit-Pierre's  legs  were  thoroughly  drenched. 

Bonneville,  who  felt  that  he  was  heing  carried  off  his 
feet  hy  the  current,  seized  the  hranch  of  a  tree,  and 
succeeded  in  getting  hack  to  the  hank.  They  were 
ohliged  to  seek  for  a  fordahle  spot. 

Ahout  three  hundred  feet  down  stream,  Bonnerille 
thought  he  had  found  such  a  spot;  it  was  where  a  tree 
had  fallen  across  the  stream,  and  lay  there  still  covered 
with  leaves. 

"Do  you  think  you  can  walk  across  on  thatf  *  ha 
asked. 

"If  you  can,  I  can,"  replied  Petit-Pierre. 

''  Cling  to  the  hranches,  and  don't  think  about  appear- 
ances. Don't  raise  one  foot  until  you  are  sure  that  the 
other  is  solidly  planted,"  said  Bonneville,  crawling 
along  the  trunk. 

''  I  am  to  follow  you,  am  I  noti  " 

''  Wait  a  moment;  I  will  give  you  my  hand." 

''  Here  I  ami  Man  Dieu /  what  a  quantity  of  things 
one  must  know  for  travelling  across  country.  I  never 
imagined  anything  like  it." 

**  Don't  talk,  for  Gknl's  sake!  Look  closely  after  your 
feet.  One  moment  I  don't  come  any  farther.  Here  's  a 
hranch  which  will  bother  you;  I  will  cut  it." 

As  the  comte  stooped  to  do  as  he  said,  he  heard  a 
stifled  cry  behind  him,  followed  by  a  splash  as  of  a  body 
falling  into  the  water. 

He  turned  his  head;  Petit-Pierre  had  disappeared. 

Without  losing  a  second,  Bonneville  plunged  in  at 
the  same  place ;  and  as  good  luck  would  have  it,  when 
he  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stream,  which  was  there 
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some  seven  or  eight  feet  deep,  his  hand  came  in  contact 
with  his  comrade's  leg. 

He  seized  it,  and  with  his  brain  in  a  whirl,  trem- 
bling with  emotion,  and  heedless  of  the  decidedly 
disagreeable  position  in  which  he  was  holding  the 
unfortunate  youth,  with  two  strokes  he  reached  the 
bank  of  the  stream  which  was  luckily  no  wider  than 
it  was  deep. 

Petit-Pierre  gave  no  sign  of  life. 

Bonneville  took  him  in  his  arms  and  laid  him  upon 
the  dry  leaves,  calling  him  by  name  and  shaking  him; 
but  he  lay  mute  and  motionless. 

Bonneville  tore  his  hair  in  his  desperation. 

"Oh,  it's  my  fault  I  it's  my  fault  I"  he  muttered. 
''My  Grod,  Thou  punishest  me  for  my  pride!  I  took 
too  much  upon  myself  when  I  made  myself  responsible 
for  his  safety.  Oh,  my  life,  man  ZHeu,  for  a  sigh,  a 
breath,  a  gasp!'' 

The  fresh  night  air  did  more  to  restore  Petit-Pierre 
to  consciousness  than  all  Bonneville's  lamentations. 
In  a  few  moments  he  opened  his  eyes  and  sneezed. 

Bonneville,  who  was  in  a  very  paroxysm  of  grief, 
and  was  vowing  that  he  would  not  survive  him  of  whose 
death  he  had  been  the  cause,  uttered  a  joyful  cry,  and 
fell  on  his  knees  before  Petit-Pierre,  who  had  come  to 
himself  sufficiently  to  understand  the  yoimg  man's  last 
words. 

''Bonneville,"  said  he,  "you  didn't  say  '  God  bless 
you! '  when  I  sneezed.  I  am  going  to  have  a  fine  cold 
in  my  head!"   ' 

"  Living!  living! "  cried  Bonneville,  as  expansive  in 
his  joy  as  he  had  been  in  his  sorrow. 

'^Tes,  living  indeed,  thanks  to  you!  If  you  were 
another,  I  would  swear  never  to  forget  you." 
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^  You  are  wet  to  the  dcin,  mon  Dieu  I " 

'*  Yes,  my  shoes  especially  are  soaked.  It  trickles 
down,  Bonneyille,  it  trickles  down  in  a  very  disagree* 
able  way." 

^  And  we  have  no  fire,  and  no  means  of  building  one.* 

**  Never  mind!  we  will  warm  oorselyes  up  with  walk- 
ing. I  speak  in  the  plural ;  for  you  must  be  as  wet  u 
I  am,  poor  fellow,  after  your  three  baths,  indudiog 
one  of  mud  I  " 

"  Oh,  don't  think  about  me  I     Can  you  walk  f  " 

^  I  think  so,  when  I  have  emptied  my  shoes." 

Bonneyille  assisted  him  to  rid  himself  of  the  watef 
with  which  his  shoes  were  filled.  He  took  off  his  ooarse 
ooat,  and  squeezed  that  as  dry  as  he  could  before  he 
xeplaced  it;  then,  the  twofold  operation  at  an  end,  ht 
said, — 

^  And  now  for  La  Benaste,  at  double  quick." 

"What  do  you  say,  Bonneville,"  said  Petit-Piene, 
**  that  fire  that  we  took  so  much  pains  to  avoid  would 
go  very  well  now,  eh  1 " 

''But  we  could  not  run  our  heads  into  the  nooaSi" 
4Miid  the  oomte,  in  despair. 

"  Gome,  come,  don't  take  my  reflection  for  a  reproadL 
Oh,  what  a  bad  disposition  you  have  I  Come,  forward, 
forward  I  Since  I  have  put  my  legs  in  motion,  it  seema 
as  if  my  clothes  were  drying  up;  in  ten  minutes  I  shall 
be  perspiring." 

Bonneyille  did  not  need  to  be  urged ;  he  pushed  on 
BO  rapidly  that  Petit-Pierre  had  hard  work  to  foUow 
him,  and  from  time  to  time  was  obliged  to  i<emind  him 
that  their  legs  were  of  very  unequal  lengths. 

But  the  comte  was  still  under  the  influence  of  the 
deep  emotion  which  his  young  comrade's  accident  had 
caused  him;  and  the  finishing  touch  was  put  to  his 
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confosion  when  he  found  that  he  had  lost  his  way 
among  the  thickets  which  seemed,  nevertheless,  so 
familiar  to  him. 

Time  after  time  as  he  took  a  new  path  he  stopped  to 
look  about  him,  and  as  often,  with  a  shake  of  the  head, 
set  off  again  in  a  sort  of  frenzy. 

At  last  Petit-Pierre,  who  was  obliged  to  run  to  over- 
take  him,  said  to  him,  when  he  seemed  to  hesitate 
again, — 

'  Well,  my  dear  comte,  what 's  the  troable  !  " 

''The  trouble  is  that  I  am  a  miserable  wretch  who 
presumed  too  much  upon  my  knowledge  of  the  neigh* 
borhood,  and  that  —  and  that  — *  " 

*  And  that  we  are  lostt " 
"I'mafnidsol" 

"Well,  I'm  sure  of  it;  here's  a  branch  which  I 
broke  off  a  little  while  ago.  We  have  passed  this  spot 
already,  and  are  travelling  in  a  ciicle.  Ton  see,  I 
am  profiting  by  your  teaching,"  said  Petit-Piene, 
triumphantly. 

'  Ah,"  said  Bonneville,  *  I  see  what  put  me  wioi^! " 

-What  was  itt" 

**  When  I  came  out  of  the  water  I  went  ashore  on  the 
aame  side  we  came  from,  and  I  was  so  upset  thai  I 
n't  notice  it." 

'^  So  that  our  bath  waa  entirely  naeless,"  said  Pctit- 
i,  laughing  aloud. 

*(^  don't  laugh  like  that,  nadame,  I  beg  you!" 
■dd  Bonneville;  **  yenr  gayety  breaks  my  heart." 

*  That  may  be ;  but  it  helps  to  keep  ne  wann." 

*  Are  you  eold  ?  " 

*  A  Uttle;  but  that 's  not  the  woist." 

*  What  do  you  mean  1 " 

'  There  was  a  whole  half-^ioar  that  yoa  did  n't  dare 


424  THE  SHE-WOLVES  OF  MACHECOUL. 

to  confess  that  we  were  lost,  and  for  the  same  length  of 
time  I  have  been  afraid  to  tell  you  that  my  legs  seem 
decidedly  inclined  to  refuse  to  do  their  duty." 

"  What  will  become  of  us,  then  t " 

"  Well,  am  I  to  be  compelled  to  take  your  place  as  a 
man,  and  inspire  you  with  courage  t  Gome,  the  oooacil 
is  open ;  what  is  your  opinion  f " 

"  That  it  is  impossible  to  reach  La  Benaste  to-night." 

"Then  what!" 

"  We  must  try  to  reach  the  nearest  farmhouse  before 
daybreak.  ** 

"  Can  you  tell  where  you  are  1 " 

"  There  are  no  stars  and  no  moon." 

"And  no  compass,"  suggested  Petit-Pierre,  trying  to 
restore  his  comrade's  spirit  with  a  mild  joke. 

"Wait." 

"  Ah,  you  have  an  idea,  I  'm  sure! " 

"  At  five  o'clock  last  evening,  I  happened  by  chance 
to  glance  at  the  vanes  on  the  chftteau.  The  wind  wis 
from  the  east." 

He  moistened  his  finger  and  held  it  in  the  air. 

"  What  are  you  doing  1 " 

"  Making  a  vane. " 

"That 's  the  north,"  he  said,  unhesitatingly,  after  a 
moment.  "  By  walking  with  our  face  to  the  wind  we 
shall  come  out  in  the  open  near  Saint  Philbert." 

"  Yes,  by  walking;  that 's  just  the  difficulty." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  try  to  carry  you  in  my  arms! " 

^  Nonsense !  you  have  quite  enough  to  do  to  cany 
yourself,  my  poor  Bonneville." 

Petit-Pierre  rose  with  an  effort.  While  they  talked 
he  had  seated  himself,  or  let  himself  fall,  at  the  foot  of 
a  tree. 

"  Therel  "  said  he;  "  now  I  'm  on  my  feet.     I  choose 
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Ihat  these  rebellious  legs  of  mine  shall  go  forward,  and 
I  propose  to  subdue  them,  like  all  rebels;  I  am  here  for 
that  purpose." 

The  brave-hearted  creature  took  four  or  five  steps; 
but  he  was  so  utterly  weary,  and  his  limbs  so  stiffened 
by  the  cold  bath  he  had  had,  that  he  staggered  and 
almost  fell. 

Bonneville  darted  forward  to  support  him. 

"  Cordieu ! "  he  cried ;  *'  leave  me,  Monsieur  de 
Bonneville.  I  wish  that  this  wretched  body,  which 
Grod  has  made  so  frail  and  weak,  were  but  on  a  level 
with  the  heart  which  it  encloses!  Don't  offer  it  any 
assistance  or  succor,  comte.  Ah,  you  stagger,  do  you? 
Ah,  you  bend  and  break,  you  miserable  legs!  Very 
well;  hereafter  you  are  not  to  take  your  regular  gait, 
but  the  double  quick.  And,  in  a  fortnight,  I  propose 
that  you  shall  be  trained  to  execute  whatever  my  will 
requires  with  the  submission  of  a  beast  of  burden !  " 

Suiting  his  action  to  his  words,  Petit-Pierre  started 
off  at  such  a  rapid  pace  that  his  guide  had  some  difficulty 
in  overtaking  him. 

But  this  last  effort  used  him  up;  and  when  Bonne- 
ville succeeded  in  coming  up  with  him,  he  found  him 
seated  again,  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands. 

He  was  weeping  even  more  with  rage  than  with 
pain. 

"  Man  Dieu  !  man  Dieu  !  "  he  muttered ;  "  Thou  hast 
set  me  a  giant's  task,  and  hast  given  me  no  more  than 
a  woman's  strength." 

Thereupon  Bonneville,  without  a  word,  took  Petit- 
Pierre  in  his  arms,  and  began  to  run  in  his  turn. 

The  words  G-aspard  had  said  to  him  as  they  came  out  of 
the  underground  passage  were  ringing  in  his  eara. 

He  felt  that  that  delicate  frame  could  not  endure  such 
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"My  friend,"  cried  the  youth,  when  he  was  within 
hearing  of  his  voice,  "  if  you  want  gold  you  shall  have 
it;  hut  fiisti  in  Qod's  name,  come  and  help  me  saye  a 
poor  fellow  who  is  dying  I " 

Thereupon  with  all  the  strength  he  could  summon 
to  his  aid,  and  sure  that  the  stranger  would  follow  himi, 
he  hurried  hack  to  Bonneville,  and  raised  his  head  from 
the  ground  with  a  painful  effort. 

The  comte  was  still  unconscious. 

As  soon  as  the  new-comer  cast  his  eye  upon  the  body 
as  it  lay  in  the  path,  he  exclaimed, — 

**  Tou  don't  need  to  promise  me  gold,  to  induce  me 
to  do  my  hest  to  help  M.  le  Comte  de  Bonneville." 

Petit-Pierre  looked  at  the  man  more  closely. 

"Jean  Oullierl"  he  ejaculated,  recognizing  the  Mar- 
quis de  Souday's  keeper  hy  the  first  rays  of  the  breaking 
dawn, '^^  Jean  Oullier,  can  you  find  a  place  of  shelter 
near  by  for  my  friend  and  myself?  " 

The  keeper  had  no  need  to  consider  his  reply. 

"There  is  no  house  but  that  within  half  a  league^* 
said  he. 

He  uttered  these  words  with  evident  repugnance,  bat 
Petit-Pierre  either  failed  to  notice  it,  or  chose  to 
ignore  it. 

"  You  must  help  me  carry  him  there, "  said  he. 

"  To  that  house  1 "  asked  Jean. 

"  Yes ;  are  n't  the  people  who  live  there  royalists  f  " 

**  I  don't  know  anything  about  it." 

"  Come,  I  put  our  lives  in  your  hands,  Jean  Oullier, 
and  I  know  that  my  confidence  is  not  misplaced. " 

Jean  Oullier  put  Bonneville,  still  in  a  deathly  swoon, 
upon  his  shoulders,  took  Petit-Pierre  by  the  hand«  and 
walked  toward  the  house  which  was  no  other  than  thai 
of  Joseph  Picaut  and  his  sister-in-law. 
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Jean  climbed  the  fence,  as  lightly  as  if  he  had  had  noth- 
ing but  his  game-bag  on  his  back,  instead  of  the  Comte 
de  Bonneville;  in  the  orchard  he  went  forward  with  some 
precaution. 

Everything  was  j^uiet  in  Joseph  Picaut's  abode,  but 
it  was  not  so  in  the  widow's  portion  of  the  house;  there 
was  a  light  there,  and  a  shadow  passed  back  and  forth 
between  it  and  the  window. 

Between  the  two  Jean  soon  made  up  lus  mind. 

"  Faith,  considering  everything,  I  much  prefer  this,  ^ 
he  said  to  himseli^  marching  boldly  up  toward  Pascal's 
door,  which  he  opened. 

Pascal's  body  lay  stretched  upon  the  bed. 

The  widow  had  lighted  two  candles,  and  was  praying 
at  the  side  of  her  dead. 

As  she  heard  the  door  turning  on  its  hinges,  she 
rose. 

''Widow  Pascal,"  said  Oullier,  without  laying  down 
his  burden,  or  releasing  Petit>Pierre's  hand,  ''I  saved 
your  life  last  night  at  the  Yiette  des  Biques." 

Marianne  stared  at  him  in  amazement^  and  as  if  trying 
to  remember. 

**  You  don't  believe  me  I  * 

''Yes,  Jean,  I  believe  you;  I  know  that  you  are  not 
the  man  to  tell  a  falsehood,  even  to  save  your  life; 
besides  I  heard  the  shot,  and  mistrusted  what  hand 
fired  it.** 

"  Widow  Pascal,  do  you  want  to  avenge  your  husband, 
and  make  your  fortune  at  one  stroke)  I  bring  you  the 
means." 

*Howsot" 

"These,"  pursued  Jean  Oullier,  "are  Madame  la 
Duchesse  de  Berry,  and  M.  le  Comte  de  Bonneville, 
who  would  both  have  died  of  fatigue  and  hunger  if  I 
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had  not  come  to  ask  Ton  to  pv^  i^m  ibdier;  here  thej 


t  »♦ 


Thf  ^dow  sfwzned  sciigie^d,   bat  vms  aIso  vmblj 

*TLif   httad  vLich  yon  see,"   coc:Ui:c«i   Jean,    "is 

^nrtt  it*  vf^urbt  in  grud;  tou  eui  dfactiaiae  it,  if  yoa 
tiiiiik  l«tsi.  and  ac^  I  said,  Tonr  Ixns^iani  »  avenged,  and 

•"•"•r^iL  i»ulLt»:r,"  said  liie  iridrv,  rriT^lT,  "God  has 
r  onmuiKird  q>  V'  LfiVf  cnariiT  iie  aZl.  creal  an!  smalL 
1:  Twf  tiJimmairf*  canf  M-  jlt  i:»:c  I  ^iU  not  turn 
xiit-a.  iiV^j  r  Tvc  vii:  u*  TciscrriiBd  ccme  aad  ask  ■• 
iiC  s:it.:-t':,  iij*  vklif^  :jf  ilj  iiz^uat  nskj  clu£Y1«  beiore  I 

&:in.t:<:  si.:iLii»  rraiudfin:.  sbf  *5dr*i:  — 

*  T'^kL  .♦u-iMC,  r:anf  lu.  ▼--ii  t.-.^z*  rrciTiazirc^:  oGoe 

Xiw  .\.^  i*;  :*fc '^'i-isvUfc^i.  *r  Lis.:^ 

•  ^u.u.:i^^  j.vi  m::  f.-c  tii.'^sif  rilrciSf  ^xk  ai  tooxIi 
'▼I.',-!  v*f  pesjLiiic  ^r:  r-.ot  THi^tr  j-rfrr-irir.   ri  vo;iId 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

BQUAIiITY   nr  rACE   OF  THS  DSAD. 

Thk  same  day  about  two  in  the  afternoon  Mastev 
Conrtin  left  La  Logerie,  on  the  pretext  that  he  was 
going  to  Machecottl  to  buy  an  ox,  but  really  with  a  view 
of  learning  something  about  the  events  of  the  night,  in 
which,  as  the  reader  will  easily  understand,  the  worthy 
functionary  felt  a  most  particular  interest. 

When  he  reached  the  ford  of  Font-Farcy  he  found  the 
miller's  lads  just  about  to  carry  away  poor  l^nguy,  sur- 
rounded by  a  number  of  women  and  children  who  were 
gazing  at  the  body  with  the  curiosity  inherent  in  their 
sex  and  their  youth. 

When  the  mayor  of  La  Logerie,  urging  his  nag  with  a 
blow  of  his  leather-handled  cudgel,  rode  him  into  the 
stream,  all  eyes  were  turned  in  his  direction,  and  the 
oonversation,  which  had  been  up  to  that  time  extremely 
animated,  stopped  as  if  by  enchantment. 

''Well,  what's  the  matter,  boyst"  asked  Gourtin, 
heading  his  horse  diagonally  across  the  stream  so  as  to 
land  just  where  the  group  was  collected. 

**  A  dead  man, "  one  of  the  millers  answered,  with  the 
chamcteristic  lacomcism  of  the  Yendean  peasant. 

Courtin  cast  his  eye  on  the  corpse  and  saw  that  it 
was  clad  in  a  uniform. 

^  Luckily  it 's  no  one  from  the  neighborhood,  '^  said  he. 

In  spite  of  his  Philippist  opinions  the  mayor  of  La 
Logerie  did  not  think  it  prudent  to  display  his  sympathy 
with  a  soldier  of  Louis  Philippe. 
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"  That 's  where  you  're  mistaken,  Monsieur  Courtiny  * 
gloomily  retorted  a  man  in  a  brown  coat. 

The  title  of  ''monsieur,"  which  was  bestowed  upon 
him  with  some  emphasis,  in  no  wise  flattered  the  farmer; 
in  his  then  situation,  and  in  view  of  the  state  of  tlie 
country,   he  knew  that  the  word  "  monsieur, "  in  the 
mouth  of  a  peasant,  when  it  was  not  a  mark  of  respeet^ 
was  equal  to  an  insult  or  a  threat,  and  as  the  mayor  of 
La  Logerie  was  not  foolish  enough  to  take  the  appella- 
tion as  having  the  first  signification,  he  was  considerablj' 
disconcerted  by  it,  and  resolved  to  be  more  circumspect 
than  ever. 

"  Why,  I  should  say  that  that 's  a  chasseur's  uniform,'* 
he  continued  in  very  mild  tones. 

Tshaw!   what's  the  uniform  got  to  do  with  itf" 
replied  the  same  peasant;  ''as  if  you  didn't  know  that 
the  'maf^hunt^'"  so  the  Yendeans  named  the  draft, 
"  does  n't  respect  our  sons  and  brothers  any  more  than  other 
people's;  surely  you  ought  to  know  it,  being  mayor.* 

Again  there  was  silence;  it  seemed  so  embarrassing  to 
Gourtin  that  he  broke  it. 

"  Does  any  one  know  the  name  of  the  poor  fellow  who 
met  such  a  wretched  death  t"  asked  Gourtin,  TmtVjng 
frantic  but  unfruitful  efforts  to  coax  a  tear  to  his  eye. 

No  one  answered.  The  silence  became  more  and 
more  expressive. 

"Is  it  known  whether  there  are  any  other  victims f 
Among  our  people, —  I  mean  among  the  neighbors, — were 
any  killed)  I  heard  it  said  that  quite  a  number  of  shots 
were  fired. " 

*  As  to  other  victims,"  it  was  still  the  same  peas* 
ant  who  replied,  "  I  know  of  none  but  that  one  there ; 
but  it  would  be  almost  a  sin  to  speak  of  it  in  the  same 
breath  with  the  body  of  a  Christian." 


EQUALITT  IN  FACE  OF  THE  DEAD.  433 

Ab  he  spoke,  the  peasant,  keeping  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  Courtin,  turned  so  as  to  point  his  finger  at  the 
dead  body  of  Jean  Oullier's  dog,  which  lay  partly  on 
the  bank  and  partly  in  the  stream,  which  moved  it 
gently  up  and  down. 

Courtin  turned  pale,  and  coughed  as  if  an  invisible 
hand  were  upon  his  throat. 

"  What 's  thati "  he  faltered.  "  A  dog  I  Ah,  if  we 
had  none  but  victims  of  that  kind  to  weep  over,  we 
might  keep  our  tears  for  another  occasion ! " 

''What  do  you  say?"  exclaimed  the  brown-coated 
man.  "  The  blood  of  a  dog  must  be  paid  for  like 
everything  else,  Monsieur  Courtin;  and  I  am  sure  that 
poor  Pataud's  master  won't  soon  forgive  the  man  who 
fired  on  his  dog — just  as  he  left  Montaigu  —  with  wolf* 
shot,  three  of  which  entered  his  body." 

With  that  the  man  —  as  if  he  thought  he  had 
exchanged  words  enough  with  Courtin,  and  it  was 
not  worth  while  to  await  his  reply  —  turned  on  his 
heel,  climbed  a  fence,  and  went  out  of  sight  behind  a 
hedge. 

The  miller's  men  took  up  their  march  with  the 
corpse,  while  the  women  and  children  followed  the 
procession,  praying  excitedly  and  in  a  loud  voice. 

Courtin  was  left  alone. 

"All  right!"  said  the  worthy  mayor,  digging  his 
»purs  into  his  nag,  which  seemed  to  enjoy  the  halt. 
"Before  I  pay  what  gars  Oullier  has  charged  to  my 
account,  it  will  be  necessary  for  him  to  get  free  from 
the  claws  which  are  now  fastened  in  him,  thanks  to  me. 
He  won't  find  that  very  easy;  although,  strictly  speak- 
ing, it  may  be  possible. " 

Master  Courtin  pursued  his  journey.  But  his  curi- 
osity was  aroused  more  and  more,  and  it  seemed  to  him 
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m  !*.n:x  v!iil«  %>  mit  to  satisfy  it  until  the  modermte 
puce  j£  lis  «Qe«d  shoTild  bring  him  to  Machecoal. 

As  liStj  sczaent  he  wms  passing  the  eross-roads  of 
La  fviT&ii^Ii'ere,  vhenee  one  of  the  roads  led  to  the 

H<»  lacqri*  of  Fjiscal,  who  would  be  better  able  than 
szT  ,n»  w  %I1  riisi  th«  news,  as  he  was  to  have  guided 
X2!«»  5cl  ii-ifs  lib?  Bi At  before. 

•  Wiis  asL  ifis  I  am!**  he  soliloquized.  "Without 
^.^Lr^  ^cc?  tKtn  h&lf  an  hour  out  of  my  way,  I  can  find 
cci  ill  4>?^t  what  happened  from  a  mouth  which  will 
3:*?«  k^r  anT^ning  back.  Let 's  go  and  see  Pascal;  he 
will  vll  r>?  th«  result  of  my  bold  stroke." 

So  Mjs^ier  Courdn  turned  to  the  right,  and  five  min* 
^:es  U^r  he  came  out  at  the  little  orchard  and  rode 
i2.u>  th.«  yazd  before  the  abode  of  the  Picauts. 

J.^^rli,  seated  on  a  saw-horse,  was  smoking  his  pipe 
in  froc:  ol  his  part  of  the  house.  When  he  saw  the 
a^tvr  he  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  disturb 
hinisi?If. 

Master  Courtin,  who  was  extremely  clever  in  the  art 
of  si?^in§  everything  without  seeming  to  notice  it,  tied 
his  nag  to  one  of  the  iron  rings  set  in  the  wall. 

"Is  your  brother  at  homet"  he  then  inquired  of 
Joseph. 

"Yes;  he's  there  still,**  replied  Picaut,  dwelling 
up<Hi  the  "  still  **  with  an  expression  which  seemed 
strange  to  the  worthy  official.  "Do  you  need  him 
to-day  to  guide  the  Red  Breeches  to  the  Ch&teau  de 
Souday  t " 

Courtin  bit  his  lips  and  made  no  audible  reply,  bat 
muttered  to  himself,  — 

"  How  did  that  fool  Pascal  ever  come  to  tell  his  rascal 
of  a  brother  that  I  gave  him  that  jobf     'Pon  my  word. 
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cme  can't  do  anything  these  days  that  every  one  is  n't 
chattering  about  it." 

Meanwhile  he  had  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  younger 
Pieaut,  but  was  so  interested  in  his  monologue  that  he 
failed  to  notice  how  slow  they  were  in  opening,  or  that 
the  door  was  bolted  on  the  inside,  contrary  to  the  trust- 
ful habits  of  the  countryfolk. 

At  last  the  door  was  opened. 

When  Courtin's  eyes  looked  in  through  the  opening, 
he  saw  a  sight  for  which  he  was  entirely  unprepared, 
and  which  made  him  recoil. 

"  Who  is  dead  here,  in  Grod's  name  f "  he  demanded. 

"  Look  and  see,"  said  the  widow,  without  leaving  her 
place  in  the  chimney-corner,  which  she  had  resumed 
after  opening  the  door. 

Courtin  turned  his  eyes  once  more  to  the  bed;  and 
although  he  could  see  nought  but  the  shape  of  the  body 
beneath  the  sheet,  he  divined  everything. 

«  Pascal ! "  he  ejaculated;  «  Pascal  I  " 

"  I  thought  you  knew  it,"  said  the  widow. 

-11" 

"Yes,  you,  —  you  who  were  the  real  cause  of  his 
death  I" 

"II  —  It"  repeated  Courtin,  remembering  what  the 
victim's  brother  had  just  said  to  him,  and  feeling  how 
important  it  was  for  him  to  clear  his  skirts.  ''It 
I  swear  to  you  on  my  word  as  a  man  that  it 's  more 
than  a  week  since  I  laid  eyes  on  your  husband." 

*•  Don't  swear,"  replied  the  widow.  "  Pascal  never 
swore;  for  he  never  lied,  you  know." 

"  Yes ;  but  who  told  you  that  I  had  seen  him  t " 
demanded  Courtin.  "A  pretty  good  one  that  is,  on 
my  word!" 

"  Don't  lie   in  the  presence  of  a  dead  man,  Mou' 
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tiieur  Couniii,"  suid  Marimme;  "  it  will  luiiiE  '^^s  W 
Junk." 

*  J  aiu  u-jt  Ij-iag,"  faltered  tie  fanner. 

"  il«  Iffl  liere  to  ctdl  upon  joo.  Ydq  induced  hia 
tv  iw;t  lui  guide  to  tlie  Boldiers." 


EQUALTIT  m  FACE  OF  THE  DBAD.  437 

"Ab  you  please,  MistresB  Ficaut.  Alas,  I  was  so 
attached  to  yoni  poor,  dear  man  that  I  would  do  any- 
thing to  please  yon." 

Suddenly  he  turned  toward  the  little  peasant,  whom 
he  had  been  looking  at  out  of  the  comer  of  his  eye  for 
Bome  momente  without  appearing  to  see  her. 

"  Pray ,  who  'a  that  young  woman  I  "  he  inquired. 

"  A  couain  of  mine,  who  came  this  morning  from 
Port  Saint  F^re  to  help  me  render  the  last  sad  duties 
to  poor  Pascal,  and  to  keep  me  company." 

"  From  Port  Saint  Pfere  this  momingl  Ah,  Mistress 
Ficaat,  she  must  be  a  fast  walker,  and  have  wasted 
very  little  time  on  the  way ! " 

The  poor  widow,  little  accustomed  to  lying,  —  because 
she  never  had  any  reason  to  lie,  — lied  very  bunglingly. 
She  hit  her  lips  and  cast  an  angry  glance  at  Courtin, 
who,  luckily,  did  not  catch  it,  as  he  was  busy  at  that 
moment  examining  a  complete  peasant's  outfit  which 
was  drying  before  the  fire. 

The  portions  of  the  costume  which  seemed  to  interest 
Courtin  most  were  a  pair  of  shoes  and  a  shirt.  To  be 
sure,  the  shoes,  although  hob-nailed,  were  of  a  shape 
and  material  not  very  common  in  cottages,  while  the 
shirt  was  of  the  very  finest  linen  imaginable. 

"Fine  linen!  finelinent"  muttered  the  farmer,  rub- 
bing the  soft  stuff  between  his  hands.  "  It 's  my 
opinion  that  it  won't  roughen  the  skin  of  the  man 
who  wears  it." 

The  young  peasant  thought  it  high  time  to  come  to 
the  rescue  of  the  widow,  who  acted  as  if  she  were  sit* 
ting  on  thorns,  and  whose  forehead  was  darkened  by 
elouds,  which  grew  momentarily  more  menacing. 
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^And  you  washed  them  hefore  haying  them  made 
over.  And,  faith,  you  did  well  too,  my  pretty  girl  I 
For  one  never  knows,  after  all,"  said  Conrtin,  gaziiig 
more  fixedly  at  the  peasant,  "  who  has  worn  slop-shop 
clothes;  it  may  have  heen  a  prince ,  and  it  may  have 
been  a  man  with  the  itch." 

'^  Master  Courtin,"  interposed  Marianne,  apparently 
more  and  more  annoyed  by  the  turn  the  conyeraatioa 
had  taken,  "  it  seems  to  me  I  hear  your  horae  fretting  ai 
the  door." 

Courtin  stopped  to  listen. 

'^  If  I  did  n't  hear  your  brother-in-law  walking  abool 
in  the  garret  over  our  heads,"  said  he,  ''I  should  say 
that  he  was  probably  bothering  him,  the  rascal  I  " 

At  this  new  demonstration  of  the  essentially  obeerr- 
ing  mind  of  the  mayor  of  La  Logerie,  it  was  the  young 
peasant's  turn  to  lose  the  color  from  her  cheeks;  and 
her  pallor  became  more  marked  when  she  heard  Courtin« 
who  had  risen  to  look  at  his  horse  through  the  window, 
say,  as  if  to  himself,  — 

"  But  no;  he  's  still  out  there,  the  villain  1  II  ia  him 
teasing  my  beast  with  his  whip-lash." 

**  Pray,  who  's  up  in  your  attic,  mistress  f  "  said  he, 
addressing  the  widow  again. 

The  spinner  was  about  to  reply  that  Joseph  had  a 
wife  and  children,  and  that  both  families  used  the  aUi« 
in  common ;  but  the  widow  gave  her  no  time  to  begin. 

"Master  Courtin,"  said  she,  rising,  ''isn't  it  about 
time  for  your  questions  to  end  t  I  hate  spies  —  I  give 
you  fair  warning -^whether  they  're  Bed  or  White  I " 

"  Since  when  has  an  innocent  little  talk  between 
friends  been  deemed  spying,  La  Picautf  Bah,  you'xe 
very  sensitive  all  of  a  sudden  I  " 

The  young  peasant's  eyes  implored  the  widow  to  be 
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more  prudent,  but  the  impetuona  creature  eould  not 
contain  herself. 

"  Between  friends,  between  friends  f "  she  repeated. 
*  Oh,  go  seek  your  friends  among  those  who  resemble 
you,  —  traitors,  that  is  to  say,  and  cowards,  —  and  know 
that  Pascal  Picaut's  widow  will  never  be  one  of  them! 
Go,  and  leave  us  to  our  grief,  which  you  have  intruded 
upon  too  long  already  I  " 

''Yes,  yes,"  retorted  Courtin,  with  perfectly  simu- 
lated good-humor,  "  my  presence  is  hateful  to  you.  I 
ought  to  have  understood  it  sooner,  and  I  ask  your 
pardon  for  not  having  done  so.  You  persist  in  seeing 
in  me  the  cause  of  the  death  of  your  poor  man.  Oh, 
that  pains  me,  pains  me  terribly,  mistress!  For  I  was 
very  fond  of  him,  and  I  would  n't  have  injured  him  for 
a  great  deal.  But  all  right,  since  you  really  wish  it, 
—  since  you  drive  me  out,  —  I  will  go;  I  will  go  I 
Don't  take  on  like  that." 

At  this  moment  the  widow,  whose  preoccupation 
seemed  to  increase,  called  the  young  peasant's  atten- 
tion, with  a  swift  glance,  to  a  kneading-trough  which 
stood  behind  the  door. 

Upon  this  trough  a  portfolio  lay  open,  —  evidently 
overlooked.  It  was,  no  doubt,  the  same  which  had 
been  used  in  writing  the  order  which  Jean  Oullier  had 
carried  to  the  Marquis  de  Souday  that  morning.  It 
consisted  of  a  sort  of  pocket  of  green  morocco,  which 
rolled  up  around  a  pasteboard  cylinder,  the  latter  serv- 
ing as  a  receptacle  for  writing  materials. 

As  he  went  toward  the  door,  Courtin  would  not  fail 
to  see  the  portfolio  and  the  papers  scattered  about  on  it. 

The  young  peasant  understood  the  glance,  saw  the 
danger,  and  before  the  mayor  had  turned,  she  passed 
behind  him  —  light-footed  as  a  fawn — and  sat  down 
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»\>nn  lb*  trough  in  such  a  nj  u  completely  to  bide  tb« 
unl.irkT  I>.r1f^lio. 

Ourtiii  ■|>pareDtl7  tool:  uo  notice  of  this  hubsuttc. 

'Well,  Mislreis  Picaut,  farewelll"  said  he.  'I 
linvp  Icwt  in  your  mso  a  comrade  to  whom  I  was  greatly 
■lUclii'd.  You  doubt  it,  but  the  future  will  prore  it. 
If  any  one  annoys  or  injures  you,  you  have  only  to  hunt 
tne  up,     l>o  you  understand  I  " 

The  wid.>w  made  no  reply.  She  bad  said  all  that  she 
bud  to  My  Ui  Ourtin,  and  paid  no  further  attention  to 
bim.  Ak  be  walkt^  toward  the  door,  sbo  stood  like  a 
cljtiiir'  wii.h  fn1di>d  arms  gating  at  the  body,  whose  rigid 
fiirm  vim  outlined  under  the  sheet  which  covered  it. 

*  Hulh''!  ymi  're  over  tbere,  are  you,  my  pretty 
chihl?"  Jwid  Oonrlin,  as  he  passed  the  peasant. 

*  V<w ;  1  w*.*  l«v>  hot  by  the  fire." 

'Kvik  well  kfifr  your  cousin,  ray  girl,"  pureued 
O.Miriin.  "Thai  d^ad  m&n  has  made  a  wild  beast  of 
but ,  shf  't  as  ufls.v.i(ible  as  ibe  wolves  of  Machecool! 
S[..i;  «*-(i^\-.snin  «i-RT,  Tr.y  pirl ;  bat  yon  '11  twist  roar 
«i>  i>.i)r>  and  tnm  voht  K"*bb;L  a  liitip  while  before  your 
<:.vti.r  «  .','.  rir.x-] ii.'v  a  tbrpB.!  as  fine  as  tLat  which  went 
♦.■  llw  »-.ii,i  .n(,  ■■>{  r.inilPT  sl.irl!" 

V-  U«;  W  i-.Mio'u.W,  V  pr  oiiL 

*  "  t>«i  tii«  ;;i'ni,,  whu:  fiiK  linM.!*"  be  aaji,  aa  be 
,,l.«v     11^    .*.vv   KO.^nr:   1,  n., 

»,•«»,  -Ml,  t*  1.1  t.:  :n.-w  li.iiu:*^:  <*::5ri:  ;-^i:' 
,\  ■...-•.11.    ih>   *L'>,i.  «     *  Ik   ila^  p.'iiii   nui  (a.Iy  i^  esat 
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''I  frightened  yout  Excuse  me,"  said  Courtin; 
*  my  motive  was  good.  Tell  me,  piay,  when  are  the 
foneral  services  to  be  held  ? " 

**  To-morrow,  I  believe,"  replied  the  peasant. 

"Will  you  ever  go,  you  wicked  knave  1"  cried  the 
widow,  rushing  at  Courtin,  and  brandishing  above  her 
the  huge  tongs  used  to  handle  the  burning  brands  in 
the  vast  fireplace. 

Courtin  withdrew  in  terror;  and  Mistress  Picaut,  as 
he  called  her,  closed  the  shutter  violently. 

La  Logerie's  worthy  chief  magistrate  unhitched  his 
nag,  picked  up  a  handful  of  straw  and  wiped  off  his 
saddle,  —  which  Joseph  had  incited  his  children  to 
befoul  with  cow-dung  from  pommel  to  can  tie,  with 
malice  aforethought,  and  to  inculcate  in  their  minds 
his  own  hatred  for  such  dogs. 

That  done  without  murmur  or  reproach,  as  if  it  had 
been  a  most  natural  occurrence,  he  bestrode  his  steed 
with  a  most  indifferent  air.  He  even  stopped  a  long 
while  in  the  orchard  to  examine  the  apple-trees,  with 
the  eye  of  a  connoisseur.  But  as  soon  as  he  reached 
the  cross-roads  of  La  Bertaudi^re  and  headed  his  horse 
toward  Machecoul,  he  took  his  stick  by  the  big  end, 
and  using  the  leather  thong  on  one  side  and  his  only 
spur  on  the  other,  he  plied  them  both  so  furiously  and 
persistently  that  he  succeeded  in  urging  his  mount  into 
a  pace  of  which  he  had  never  been  thought  capable 
before. 

^  Well,  he 's  gone  at  last! "  said  the  young  peasant, 
who  had  been  watching  all  his  movements  from  the 
window  as  he  disappeared  from  sight. 

"  Yes;  but  perhaps  we  are  none  the  better  off  for  that, 
madame." 

"Howso!" 
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*  Ohf  I  know  what  I  *in  talkiiig  abnin !  ^ 

*  Do  jott  euppom  he  has  gone  U'  deutiixuocr  Jtt '  * 

*  He  hAA  the  reputatian  of  heiuf  quiUf  aqibijuf  itf  i^ 
I  know  nothing  of  it  pexaanaUj,  for  I  nevm  lOf^UL^t  ia 
their  a£hin;  hut  his  wicked  maimer  ejw&ty  xua^t  lae 
think  that  thej  probablj  aaj  no  more  liiidi  UMt  trcsh 
thout  him,  even  among  the  Whiter." 

"  Indeed/'  said  the  jonnger  woman,  hepiii^iT.p  %o  feel 
anxious,  "  his  face  did  n't  seem  ralmlathd  to  infpue 
confidence. " 

''Ah,  madama,  why  in  Hearen's  naane  didnH  joa 
keep  Jean  OuUier  with  you  f "  said  the  widow.  '^  This  *s 
an  honeKt  man,  and  a  sure  man.* 

^  I  had  orders  to  aend  to  the  Chi^teau  de  Souday. 
Then,  too,  he  is  to  bring  ua  horses  this  evening,  so  thsi 
we  may  leave  your  house  as  soon  as  possible ;  lor  hers 
I  increase  your  grief,  as  well  as  embai  i  aas  and  eon* 
promiiie  you," 

The  widow  made  no  reply;  abe  was  weeing »  with 
her  face  hidden  in  her  hands. 

*  Poor  soull  **  murmured  the  duehease,  *  your  teas 
fall,  drop  by  drop,  upon  my  heart,  and  every  tear  leaves 
a  i^iovous  wound.  Alas,  it  is  the  fearful,  the  inevit* 
able  oonsiequenee  of  revolutionary  moyements!  On  thi 
head  of  thoM  who  make  them,  all  these  teara  and  all 
thi«  blood  ought  to  fall," 

*  Would  it  not  be,  rather,  upon  the  head  of  those  who 
cause  them,  if  Ood  was  just  t "  retorted  the  widow  in 
a  •olf'mn  voice,  which  made  her  interlocutor  ahudder. 

^  l>o  you  hate  ua  ao  bitterly,  then  f "  aaked  the  yomg 
pea^nt,  sadly. 

**  Oh,  yes;  indeed  I  hate  you  I  **  replied  the  widov. 
•  How  do  you  suppose  I  can  love  you ! " 

^  Ala$!    Yes,  1  understand;  your  husband'a deaths* 
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"No;  yoa  doa't  understand,"  said  Marianne,  shaking 
her  head. 

The  peasant  made  a  gesture  which  signified,  ^Ex- 
plain yourself,  then.'' 

"  No,"  said  the  widow;  "  it  is  not  hecause  the  man 
who  has  been  my  whole  life  for  fifteen  years  will  be 
laid  to  rest  to-morrow;  it  is  not  because,  when  I  was 
a  mere  child,  I  was  a  witness  of  the  massacres  of  L^g^, 
and  under  the  shadow  of  your  white  flag  saw  my  nearest 
and  dearest  murdered,  and  felt  their  blood  upon  my 
face;  it  is  not  because  for  ten  years  those  who  fought 
for  your  ancestors  persecuted  mine,  burned  their  houses, 
and  laid  waste  their  fields,  —  no,  I  say  again,  it  is  not 
for  those  things  that  I  hate  you." 

" Pray,  then,  why  can  it  be ?" 

**  It  is  because  it  seems  impious  to  me  that  a  family, 
a  race,  should  undertake  to  substitute  itself  for  God 
Almighty,  —  our  only  Master  here  below,  whether  we 
are  great  or  small ;  that  it  should  pretend  that  we  were 
all  made  for  it;  that  it  should  suppose  that  a  tortured 
people  has  not  the  right  to  turn  over  upon  its  bed  of 
pain  without  first  asking  leave.  Now  you  belong  to 
that  selfish  family,  —  that  arrogant  race  I  That 's  why  I 
hate  you!  " 

''And  yet  you  gave  me  shelter.  You  forgot  your 
sorrow  to  lavish  attention  upon  my  companion  as  well 
as  myself.  You  robbed  yourself  of  clothes  to  cover  me, 
and  you  gave  him  the  clothes  of  the  poor  dead  man ;  for 
whose  soul  I  pray  here  on  earth,  and  who  will,  I  trust, 
pray  for  me  on  high. " 

"  All  that  will  not  prevent  me,  as  soon  as  you  have 
left  my  poor  abode,  and  I  have  fulfilled  all  the  duties 
of  hospitality,  from  wishing  earnestly  that  those  who 
pursue  you  may  overtake  you." 


_i 
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xii£i:!Tn:itr-  t^^tt  tv^  xcsni  ir  317  j»ih.  and  my  devo- 
irs. i»  rujff  ie*T:..Ti':.v  if  ji  asiiialiTr.  Becaoae  I  sirore 
•Tx  -1.1*^  le  m"^L  "Xi-iit^-  Aoii  ihi^a,  too,  partly 
I  i.T^«  "iLjr  ▼:i:ir  ttti  Jiii-»^  «€n  here  will  not 
E  .ts&  n  iiiT'^ra  I'T^'^  uni  'iiiic  is  anT  t::im  von  aside 
iTsr  ;:  .iTTr*    xor  j-iiL  int  iimasL.  as?!  yoa  are  kind- 
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'uz  rro^   i-esTiL^  znfnjos   me   to   ren<>Tziiee  tha 
I  JLi."^^  't^-sl  3iirs3*r  5:r  *ixti*<«n  months  f* 

*  nil!*  *  «^L  iiit  TTdLinr.  »,  w.ii  iii*  swiftness  and 
▼iiuHLOH:  ▼i.i'n  iniiz3»rTsaLjBd  Triiiii'nK'  she  did,  she 
ffliirtViHii  AVT-j  ^je  iii»i-s  yntrh  siT^r^i  :h.e  hody,  expos- 
ziq  V  T^Fv  ^ii»  li-r-.i  ik»  loii  :hi»  vi-cuds  soTToonded 

Ti^  xiTHLx  w:ai2Li  rm*!  "jar  bad  asile.  The  heioie 
fcsji^as  :f  ▼iuri  5Ci*  luii  4lrw*iT  ^T«a  so  many  proofs, 
ceil  i  i:c  "Ki-rxr*  is.  fi«»  :c  li^  fe'jzf::!  spectacle. 

■  C:r^  i*r,  ZLiiiizn*,'  zr^i  the  widow,  "  that  hefore 
xLtl  wh::h.  t:i  ar»  aS^-a^  to  arsemot  can  he  sfieom* 
pILtheil,  ir.ir.T  p:<:c  f*Ilow^,  wh^^ee  only  crime  is  their 
lore  for  too,  — ellut  fathers,  many  sons,  many  hrothers, 
—  will  lie,  like  him,  upon  their  heds  of  death;  thai 
many  mothers,  many  sisters,  many  widows,  many 
orphan  ehildren  will  weep,  as  I  do,  for  him  who  was 
their  protector  and  their  love ! " 

*  Han  Dieu  !  men  Dieu  !  "  eried  the  yoong  woman, 
sobbing  bitterly,  as  she  fell  on  her  knees  and  nised  her 
arms  toward  Heaven,  ''if  we  are  in  the  wrong,  if  we 
mxiFt  give  an  account  of  all  the  hearts  we  shall  hreak  —  * 

Her  voicsi  broken  with  sobs,  died  away  in  a  groan. 


THK  SEjLHCB. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

THE  SEABCH. 


At  this  moment  some  oae  knocked  at  the  trap-door  lead- 
iog  to  the  attic 

"  What  'a  the  matter,  pray  t "  Bonneville's  voice 
inquired. 

He  had  heard  something  of  what  the  widow  was  eas- 
ing, and  was  disturbed  by  it. 

"  Nothing,  nothing, "  replied  the  yonng  peasant,  press- 
ing the  hand  of  her  hostess  with  affectionate  energy, 
which  sufficiently  attested  the  impression  the  latter's 
words  had  produced  upon  her. 

"But  how  is  it  with  youl  "  she  asked,  in  a  different 
tone,  ascending,  in  order  to  converse  more  readily,  the 
Sxtsl  few  steps  of  the  ladder  leading  to  the  trap. 

The  trap  was  raised  from  above,  and  the  young  man's 
smiling  bee  appeared. 

"  How  are  you  getting  on  t "  the  peasant  asked  again. 

"  I  am  all  ready  to  be  at  work  again,  when  your  inter- 
est requires, "  he  replied. 

She  thanked  him  with  a  smile. 

"  Who  was  it  who  was  here  just  now  t "  queried 
Bonneville. 

*■  A  peasant  named  Courtin,  who  ie  not  exactly  one  of 
your  friends,  I  'm  afraid. " 

"  Alia,  the  mayor  of  La  Logerie  1 " 
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in  manl J,  imperious  tones,  which  seemed  as  if  they  could 
not  have  issaed  from  so  frail  and  delicate  a  fnjne,  ~» 
**  put  down  your  weapon;  in  the  king's  name,  I  oonunand 
jon!" 

"Who  are  yoa  to  talk  thus  to  met"  demanded 
Joseph,  always  ready  to  rehel  against  authority  in  eveiy 
form. 

"  I  am  she  whose  coming  is  expected;  I  am  she  whose 
word  is  law !  ** 

At  these  words,  uttered  with  the  utmost  majesty  of 
expression,  Joseph,  confused  and  stupefied,  let  his  gun 
falL 

"  Now,"  continued  the  peasant,  "  do  you  go  up  then 
with  Monsieur.** 

"  And  yout  **  Bonneville  asked. 

"  I  shall  remain  here.'* 

"But—" 

"  There 's  no  time  for  discussion.     Go,  go,  I  say! " 

The  two  men  mounted  the  ladder,  and  the  trap-door 
closed  behind  them. 

"  What  are  you  doing,  pray  t "  the  peasant  demanded 
of  the  widow  Picaut,  looking  on  in  surprise  as  she  mored 
the  bed  upon  which  her  dead  husband  was  lying,  and 
pulled  it  out  into  the  middle  of  the  room. 

'^  I  am  preparing  a  hiding-place  for  you  where  no  one 
will  dream  of  looking." 

"But  I  don't  want  to  hide.  In  this  costume,  they 
won't  know  me.     I  prefer  to  face  them." 

**  But  I  don't  propose  that  you  shall  do  anything  of 
the  kind,"  said  the  widow,  so  resolutely  that  the  other's 
will  was  subdued.  "  Tou  heaid  what  that  man  said;  if 
you  aro  discovered  in  my  house,  it  will  be  said,  or 
thought,  that  I  sold  you,  and  I  don't  propose  to  run  the 
risk  of  having  you  discovered." 
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"  You,  my  enemy  t " 

"Tea,  your  enemy, — but  an  enemy  who  would  ky 
herself  down  to  die  on  that  bed  by  the  side  of  him  who 
is  there  already,  if  she  should  see  you  a  prisoner. " 

There  was  nothing  to  reply  to  that. 

Pascal's  widow  raised  the  mattress  on  which  the  body 
was  lying,  and  first  of  all  bid  beneath  it  the  clothes, 
shirt,  and  shoes,  which  had  piqued  Courtin'e  curiosity; 
then  she  made  a  place  between  the  mattresses  for  the 
peasant,  who  crawled  into  it  without  objection,  leaving 
an  opening  on  the  wall-side  for  breathing  purposes. 

Then  the  bed  was  put  bock  in  its  place. 

Mistress  Picaut  had  no  more  than  finished  an  inspec- 
tion of  every  comer  of  the  room,  to  make  sure  that 
nothing  which  could  compromise  her  guests  had  been 
left  in  eight,  than  she  heard  the  clash  of  arms,  and  the 
figure  of  an  officer  passed  the  window. 

"  Is  this  the  place  I "  said  the  officer  to  one  of  those 
behind  him. 

"  What  do  you  want  t "  demanded  the  widow,  opening 
the  door. 

"You  have  strangers  here;  we  would  like  to  see 
them,"  replied  the  officer, 

"Weil,  upon  my  woidl  don't  you  recognize  met" 
interposed  Marianne,  evading  a  diiect  reply  to  the  qne»- 
tion  put  to  her. 

"PardUul  yes,  I  do  recognize  yon;  you  are  the 
woman  who  guided  us  last  night." 

"Very  weUI  if  I  guided  yon  when  yon  were  in 
search  of  the  enemies  of  the  Government  it's  hardly 
likely  that  T  should  be  hiding  any  such  in  my  own 
hotise.' 

"  Dame  I  that  'a  good  logic,  captain, "  said  the  other 
officer. 
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"Bah I  do  you  think  you  can  trost  these  people! 
They  are  all  hrigands  from  their  mother's  breast^ "  ie> 
joined  the  captain.  **  Did  n't  you  see  the  little  ten-year- 
old  rascal,  who  ran  down  the  hill  at  the  top  of  his  speed, 
heedless  of  our  threats  1  He  was  their  sentinel,  and 
gave  them  warning.  Luckily,  they  had  n't  time  to  escape, 
and  must  be  hidden  somewhere." 

"  Indeed,  it 's  possible." 

"  It 's  certain,  you  mean." 

"  No  harm  will  be  done  you,"  he  continued,  tumiiig 
to  the  widow,  "  but  we  must  search  your  house. " 

"  As  you  please,"  she  replied  with  perfect  san^/rouL 

Beating  herself  in  the  chimney-comer,  she  took  the 
distaff  and  spindle  she  had  left  on  the  chair,  and  began 
to  spin. 

The  officer  made  a  sign  with  his  hand  to  five  or  six 
soldiers  who  entered  the  house ;  after  he  had  looked  aD 
around  the  room,  he  went  straight  to  the  bed. 

The  widow  became  whiter  than  the  linen  she  was  at 
work  upon ;  her  eyes  shot  fire,  and  the  spindle  dropped 
from  her  hands. 

The  officer  looked  under  the  bed,  and  in  the  space 
between  it  and  the  wall ;  then  he  put  out  his  hand  as  it 
to  remove  the  sheet  which  covered  the  dead  body. 

The  widow  could  endure  no  longer. 

She  jumped  to  her  feet,  and  darted  to  the  oonm 
where  her  husband's  gun  was  standing  against  the  wall; 
she  resolutely  picked  it  up,  and  said  to  the  officer, 
threateningly,  — 

''  If  you  put  your  hand  on  that  body,  as  true  as  I  an 
an  honest  woman,  I  will  kill  you  like  a  dog!  " 

The  second  officer  took  his  comrade  by  the  arm. 

Mistress  Picaut,  gun  in  hand,  approached  the  bed, 
and  for  the  second  time  raised  the  linen  covering. 
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^  Now  look ! "  said  she.  "  This  man,  who  was  my 
husband,  was  killed  yesterday  in  your  service.'' 

*'Ah,  our  first  guide, —  he  of  the  Pont-Farcy  ford!** 
exclaimed  the  officer. 

"  Poor  woman !  **  said  his  companion.  "  Let  us  leave 
her  in  peace ;  it 's  a  shame  to  torment  her,  in  the  state 
she's  in." 

**  But  the  statement  of  that  man  we  met  was  definite 
and  categorical, "  the  superior  officer  objected. 

**  We  were  wrong  not  to  make  him  come  with  us." 

**  Have  you  any  other  rooms  than  this  ? " 

**  There 's  the  attic  above,  and  the  stable  outside. " 

**  Search  the  attic  and  stable ;  but  first  open  the  chests 
and  look  in  the  oven." 

The  soldiers  scattered  to  execute  these  orders. 

Prom  the  horrible  place  of  shelter  in  which  she  was 
vqueesed,  the  young  peasant  lost  no  detail  of  the  conver- 
sation; she  heard  the  steps  of  the  soldiers  mounting  the 
ladder,  and  trembled  more  at  that  sound  than  she  had 
done  when  they  approached  the  bed  of  death  in  which 
she  was  hidden,  for  she  thought  with  terror  that  the 
hiding-place  of  Bonneville  and  the  Vendean  was  much 
less  secure  than  her  own. 

So  when  she  heard  the  men  who  had  been  sent  to 
explore  the  attic  descending  the  ladder,  when  there  had 
been  no  sound,  no  disturbance,  no  struggle  to  indicate 
that  the  men  had  been  discovered,  her  heart  was  relieved 
of  an  enormous  weight. 

The  officer  commanding  the  squad  was  waiting  in  the 
lower  room,  leaning  against  the  kneading-trough.  His 
subordinate  was  directing  the  investigations  of  eight  or 
ten  soldiers  in  the  stable. 

"  WeU,  have  you  found  nothing  t "  the  officer  asked. 

"  No, "  replied  a  corporal. 


/ 
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"  Did  you  shake  up  the  straw  and  haj,  and  whatever 
else  there  is  ?  " 

"  We  ran  our  hayonets  in  everywhere ;  if  there  was  a 
man  there,  he  must  necessarily  have  heen  stahhed.** 

"  Very  well,  let  *s  visit  the  other  house ;  they  must  he 
somewhere  here." 

The  men  left  the  room,  followed  hy  the  officer.  While 
they  continued  their  explorations,  he  leaned  against  the 
outer  wall,  looking  at  a  little  shed  which  he  propoeed  to 
have  searched  in  due  time. 

Just  then  a  hit  of  plaster,  hardly  half  as  big  as  his 
little  finger,  fell  at  his  feet. 

He  quickly  raised  his  head,  and  thought  be  saw  a 
hand  disappear  between  two  of  the  roof  timbers. 

"  This  way,  men  I  **  he  cried,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

All  the  soldiers  came  running  up. 

"  Pretty  fellows  you  are!  You  did  your  duty  extremely 
well !  "  said  he. 

**  What 's  going  on,  captain  Y  "  they  asked. 

"  Why,  there  are  men  up  there  in  the  attic  you  pie- 
tend  to  have  visited.  Now,  then,  don't  leave  a  wisp  of 
straw  without  turning  it  over.     Up  you  go!  ** 

The  soldiers  re-entered  the  widow's  honaey  went 
straight  up  the  ladder  to  the  trap  and  tried  to  raise  it; 
but  this  time  it  resisted:  it  was  secured  on  the  upper 
side. 

"Ah,  very  good! "  cried  the  officer,  putting  his  foot 
on  the  first  round  of  the  ladder.  "Gome,  you,"  he 
continued  raising  his  voice,  "  come  out  of  your  hole,  or 
we  'U  come  and  pull  you  out." 

Thereupon  an  animated  discussion  was  heard  in  the 
garret;  it  was  evident  that  the  besieged  were  not  in 
accord  upon  the  course  to  be  pursued. 

This  is  what  had  happened. 
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Bonneville  and  his  companion,  instead  of  secreting 
themselves  where  the  hay  was  most  plentiful,  and  where 
the  soldiers'  attention  would  naturally  he  first  drawn, 
crawled  under  a  pile  not  more  than  a  foot  or  two  deep 
right  heside  the  trap. 

It  happened  as  they  hoped ;  the  soldiers  almost  walked 
over  them,  ran  their  hayonets  into  the  largest  piles, 
moved  the  hales  of  straw  ahout  where  they  were  heaped 
up  in  the  greatest  numher;  hut  they  neglected  those 
spots  which,  compared  with  the  rest  of  the  attic,  seemed 
to  he  too  shallow  to  hide  a  man's  hody. 

We  have  seen  that  they  withdrew  without  finding 
what  they  sought. 

From  their  hiding-place,  with  their  ears  glued  to  the 
floor,  which  was  very  thin,  Bonneville  and  the  Vendean 
heard  with  perfect  distinctness  all  that  was  said  on  the 
lower  floor. 

When  he  heard  the  officer  give  the  order  to  inspect 
his  domicile,  Joseph  Picaut  hecame  decidedly  uneasy; 
he  had  a  stock  of  powder  stowed  away  there,  the  posses- 
sion of  which  was  very  emharrassing  just  then. 

Disregarding  his  companion's  remonstrances,  he  left 
his  hiding-place  and  hegan  to  watch  the  movements  of  the 
troops  through  the  chinks  hetween  the  timhers  of  the 
xoof  and  those  of  the  wall.  In  this  way  he  loosened 
the  hit  of  masonry  which  fell  upon  the  officer  and  attracted 
his  attention ;  so  that  he  saw  Joseph  pull  away  the  hand 
upon  which  he  had  heen  leaning  to  look  into  the  yard. 

When  he  heard  the  officer's  loud  exclamation,  and 
realized  that  he  and  his  companion  were  discovered, 
Bonneville  jumped  upon  the  trap-door,  and  fastened  it, 
hitterly  reproaching  the  Vendean  for  his  imprudence, 
which  had  ruined  them. 

That  was  the  talk  which  was  heard  in  the  widow's 
room. 
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Ficaiit  burst  out  laughing;  but  in  the  midat  of  his 
fiendish  gayety,  a  blow  from  Boimeville's  fist  sent  him 
reeling  to  the  end  of  the  attic. 

He  fell,  and  let  his  gun  drop;  but  oa  he  fell  he  noticed 
that  he  was  opposite  a  windoir  coveted  with  a  wooden 
shutter.  Thereupon  It  flashed  into  his  brain  tliat  he 
might  let  the  young  man  give  himself  up,  and  take 
advantage  of  the  diveision  to  make  his  own  escape. 

So  be  pretended  to  submit  to  Bonneville's  dictation ; 
but  while  the  latter  was  unfastening  the  trap-door,  he 
bunt  open  the  shutter  with  a  blow  of  his  hand,  and 
picked  up  bia  gun;  and  just  as  the  comte,  having  opened 
the  trap,  bad  his  feet  on  the  upper  rounds  of  the  ladder, 
ciying,  "  Don't  fire !  we  surrender  I  "  the  Vendeou  leaned 
over  him,  fired  throi^h  the  opening  at  the  group  of 
soldiers,  turned  away,  took  a  flying  leap  through  the 
window  into  the  garden,  and  made  his  escape  into  the 
forest,  having  successfully  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  guns 
of  two  or  three  sentinels. 

A  soldier  fell,  severely  wounded  by  the  shot  from  the 
attic ;  instantly  ten  guna  were  turned  upon  Bonneville, 
and  before  the  mistress  of  the  house,  mehing  forward 
to  make  a  rampart  of  her  body,  could  reach  him,  the 
unfortunate  youth  rolled  down  the  ladder,  with  t«n 
bullets  in  his  body,  and  fell  at  the  widow's  feet, 
crying,— 

"  Viva  Henri  V!  " 

To  this  dying  cry  of  Bonneville  a  shriek  d  pain  and 
despair  made  answer. 

The  confusion  which  followed  the  volley  prevented 
the  soldiers  noticing  that  ^ia  shriek  same  from  the  bed 
where  Pascal  Picaut  lay,  and  that  it  seemed  to  have 
iaaued  from  the  lips  of  the  body,  which  alone  waa  calm 
and  impassive  in  the  midst  of  that  awful  scene. 
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The  aoldieia  nuhed  np  into  the  attic,  to  seise  &» 
murderer,  anaware  that  he  had  escaped  by  wa;  of  the 
window. 

Throngb  the  thick  smoke  the  ofBcer  espied  the  widow 
kneeling  and  pressing  Bonnerille's  head  against  her 
breast. 

"  Is  he  dead  1 "  he  asked. 

"  Yes, "    replied   Marianne,  in  a  voice  choked   with 


"  But  yon  're  wounded  yonrsell !  " 

In  truth,  great  drops  of  blood  were  falling  bst  from 
her  face  upon  the  comte'a  breast. 

"11"  she  asked. 

"  Yes ;  your  head  is  bleeding. " 

"  What  matters  mj  blood, "  retorted  the  widow, 
"  when  there  is  not  a  drop  left  in  his  body,  for  whom 
I  failed  to  give  my  own  life,  as  I  swore  to  dol  " 

At  this  moment  n  soldier  appeared  at  the  trap-door. 

"  Captain,"  said  he,  "  the  other  got  away  through  the 
window;  they  fired  at  him  but  missed  him." 

"  It 's  the  other  that  we  must  have ! "  cried  the 
officer,  nsturnlly  assuming  that  the  other  must  have 
been  Petit-Pierte ;  "  unless  he  finds  another  guide,  we 
shall  soon  have  him.  Gome,  be  off  after  himl  —  But 
first,  my  good  woman,  just  move  away,  will  you  I' 
said  he,  after  reflection.     "  Here  yon,  search  the  dead 
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'^  Yes,  do  what  you  please  with  it;  but  thank  God  at 
the  same  time  that  yon  were  useful  to  us  last  evening; 
for  except  for  that  I  should  have  sent  you  to  Nantes, 
where  you  would  have  learned  what  it  costs  to  harbor 
rebels. " 

With  this  parting  shot  the  captain  got  his  little  band 
together  and  set  out  in  the  direction  the  fogitive  was 
seen  to  take. 

As  soon  as  they  were  out  of  sight,  the  widow  ran  to 
the  bed,  and  raising  the  mattress,  lifted  out  the  princesse, 
who  had  fainted  away. 

Ten  minutes  later  Bonneville's  body  had  been  placed 
beside  that  of  Pascal  Ficaut,  and  the  two  women,  the 
pretended  Eegent  and  the  lowly  peasant,  were  kneeling 
side  by  side  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  praying  for  these 
first  victims  of  the  uprising  of  1832. 


TEI  ^^-WSLTIa  C*  KlCBSCOCl> 


LE  ::m  Tt>r.i.;i-ii  ^7  ituiu  v«  hkTc  dMcribed  w«n 
:  :_;i   n.  iat   ii.iu»  v^>e»  Jmh  OuIlieT  had  left 

1  (lib  ffdiuemui  er>uld  not  aoatadn  himwH  for  jaj. 
:ti  im-ii'  Bc  iiitic  ftwaiied  had  mt  last  AiriTed.  Ha 
■'■•/'.^i.  i 'c  tu:^  t;-!  rm(-  eo^some  die  least  worn  of  the 
iiT-r-'ib^  itt  i>^  succeeded  in  finr^ing  in  hn  vud- 
ftiid.  r'.^jftl  iiC'- 1  pnuciKl  of  diriaioii,  wilh  a  vhite 
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consisted  of  a  tight-fitting  jacket  of  green  velvet,  open 
at  the  chest  so  as  to  show  a  frilled  Taist  of  dacding 
whiteneas;  it  was  trimmed  vith  lace  and  black  silk. 
The  coatmne  was  completed  by  flowing  trousers  of  gray 
cloth,  which  fell  over  hussar  boots  reaching  to  the  knee. 

She  wore  no  sash  around  her  waist,  for  that,  among 
the  Vendeans,  designated  the  commanding  officer ;  but  it 
was  attached  to  her  left  arm  with  a  red  ribbon. 

This  garb  aet  off  Bertha's  supple  and  graceful  form 
to  great  advantage;  and  bor  gray  felt  hat  with  a  white 
feather  suited  marvellously  the  masculine  cast  of  her 
features.     Thus  arrayed.  Bertha  was  charming. 

It  should  be  said  that,  although  by  reason  of  her  manly 
ways,  Bertha  was  far  from  being  a  coquette,  she  could 
bat  notice  with  satisfaction  in  her  then  stat«  of  mind,  or 
of  heart,  the  additional  value  which  that  equipment  gave 
to  her  physical  charma;  and  having  observed,  as  abe 
thought,  that  a  profound  impression  had  been  produced 
upon  Michel,  she  became  as  expansively  joyous  as  her 
&ther. 

The  feet  ia,  that  Michel,  whoae  brain  was  also  in  a 
state  of  exaltation,  was  unable  to  gaze  upon  the  noble, 
knightly  bearing  of  Bertha  in  her  new  garb,  without  feel- 
ing a  degree  of  admiration  which  he  took  no  pains  to 
conceal;  but  this  admiration,  let  us  hasten  to  say,  was 
largely  due  to  the  thought  of  the  graceful  loveliness  of 
his  beloved  Mary,  when  she  should  have  donned  a  similar 
costume,  —  for  he  had  no  manner  of  doubt  that  the  two 

to  leaia  if 


ned  so  cold 
tietoweiilu 
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had  60  carefully  avoided  speaking  to  him,  that  the  young 
man's  natural  bashfulness  was  largely  reinforced,  and 
he  no  longer  dared  to  venture  upon  anything  more  than 
the  supplicating,  questioning  look  we  have  mentioned. 

It  was  Bertha,  therefore,  not  Michel,  who  at  last  eag* 
gested  to  Mary  to  hurry  and  put  on  her  knightly  toggeiy. 
Mary  said  nothing ;  since  the  morning,  her  sadness  and 
her  melancholy  expression  had  cast  a  shadow  upon  the 
general  light-heartedness.  She  oheyed  Bertha,  howeveri 
and  went  up  to  her  room. 

The  garments  she  was  to  assume  were  laid  out  upon  a 
chair;  she  looked  at  them  with  a  faint  smile,  but  did  not 
move  a  finger  to  lift  them  up.  She  sat  down  upon  her 
little  maple-wood  bed,  and  great  tears  rolled  down  her 
cheeks. 

Mary,  pious  and  innocent,  was  perfectly  sincere  and 
straightforward  in  the  impulse  which  had  led  her  to 
adopt  the  course  of  abnegation  and  self-sacrifice  suggested 
to  her  by  her  sisterly  affection ;  but  she  presumed  too 
much,  perhaps,  upon  her  strength. 

At  the  very  outset  of  the  struggle  she  was  about  to 
enter  into  against  herself,  she  felt  no  weakening  of  her 
resolution, — for  that  was  always  the  same,  —  but  a 
lessened  confidence  in  the  result  of  her  efforts. 

Since  morning  she  had  been  saying  to  herself,  over 
and  over  again,  ''  You  must  not,  you  cannot  love  him ;  * 
and  all  the  time  the  voice  of  her  heart  had  replied, 
"You  do  love  him." 

At  every  step  she  took  under  the  empire  of  these 
feelings,  Mary  left  farther  behind  all  that  had  hitherto 
been  her  hope  and  her  delight.  The  animation  and 
bustle,  and  the  virile  avocations  which  had  been  her 
never*failing  resource  throughout  her  childhood  and 
youth,   became  insupportable  to  her.     Even  political 
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excitement  lost  its  power  before  the  one  absorbing 
subject  of  ber  tbougbts.  Everything  which  could  pos- 
sibly distract  her  heart  from  the  thoughts  which  she 
longed  to  banish  evaded  her  grasp  and  flew  away,  as 
a  group  of  song-birds  scatters  when  a  hawk  swoops  down 
on  them. 

Every  moment  she  realized  more  fully  how  entirely 
apart  and  alone  she  would  be  in  her  approaching  conflict 
with  herself,  —  without  other  support  than  that  of  her 
own  will,  without  other  consolation  than  such  as  she 
could  derive  from  her  devotion;  and  she  wept  as  much 
from  grief  as  from  dread,  as  much  from  regret  as  from 
apprehension. 

By  her  present  sufifering  she  gauged  the  suffering  that 
was  to  come. 

For  a  half-hour  she  had  been  sitting  thus,  —  sad, 
pensive,  wrapped  in  gloomy  forebodings,  drifting  about 
helplessly  in  the  chaos  of  her  own  grief,  —  when  she 
heard  at  the  door  of  her  room,  which  she  had  left  ajar, 
the  voice  of  Jean  Oullier,  saying  to  her  in  the  tone 
which  he  kept  in  reserve  for  the  two  girls,  whose  second 
father  he  had  constituted  himself,  as  we  have  seen, — 

"  What 's  the  trouble,  dear  Mademoiselle  Mary  ? " 

Mary  started,  as  if  awaking  from  a  dream;  and  in 
much  confusion  she  replied,  with  a  faint  attempt  at  a 
smile, — 

"Nothing's  the  trouble,  my  poor  Jean;  upon  my 
honor. " 

Meanwhile  Jean  Oullier  had  looked  at  her  more 
carefully.  He  walked  a  few  steps  toward  her,  and 
said,  in  a  tone  of  very  mild  and  respectful  reproof, 
shaking  his  head  the  while, — 

"  Why  say  so,  little  Mary  1  Do  you  doubt  my 
friendship! '' 
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*'.  I   tim.'^  sft^BHteBd  you,  Jean;   upon  my 


untTt^  I  uja*    ' 


"^    tx.  v^is^    T'za  ^  xftinstaDd  me  very  well,  little 
XiT^'     Y-Afw  TTTa  ^1*  SB«n«  as  I  haTe,  what  is  hap- 


TiHLj'X'     laoEiwi-  wou  wwLid  Bo4  SCO  it,  moti  IHeu! 
Ina  3L>&sc  M  ":rTi;  3i?«  %>  «•  il^  lor  ahe  scarcely  pietenda 


a/  rmiMuL  :^"* 


*  I:r   K^m-^a^s  %ibw«  vkat  an  yon  talking  about, 
nT'iiia  *     r^L  3x»i.     IVa*i  T«?a  see  that  you  're  killing 

*  ^~ias  :a:r  I  ^  alkistg  abovft,  pnyi  except  Hade- 


avi^^llof  Ferilm  • ' 


'^T*s<  pnir  sLs&fr,  wib(>  puts  berself  on  ezhibitioQ 
wi^  ;a2iB  KvoT,  wa«^  pp.^fuaas  fco  drag  him  into  our 
ntfTTj  ix  ^r  v^ik<*:  wb»  aeeiss,  meanwhile,  to  have 
tb<!C  >:a  V  ^»  ^::ii:«MJl,  for  lear  that  he  may  run  away; 
aoii  «xr:tc«$  b^in  »  ber  cooqiMsl  to  eTciyhody,  heedless 
of  12^  cccrsfc.^  w^ZLicIi  may  be  made  by  the  servants 
az«i  111.  Ir*  Xir^-iiis^s  fnei>ds»  —  to  aay  nothing  of  that 
WT«scbed  s>:cjLrT«  wbo  is  on  hand,  taking  it  all  in  with 
Lis  Iinl<*  ^T^^is;,  4z.d  looking  as  if  he  were  already  getting 
his  W2;$  Ti?*^T  W"  draw  op  the  mamage  contract. " 

*  But  sappi^se  yoa  *re  nght,*  aaid  Mazy,  whose  pallor 
had  giren  pisce  to  a  deep  fiosh,  and  whose  heart 
beating  as  if  it  would  bresik.     '  Su|^oee  you  'rs 
what  harm  is  there  in  it!" 

'What!  Whatharmt  Why,  my  Uood  £uriy  boiled 
just  now  when  I  saw  Mademoiselle  de  Souday  —  But, 
no,  no;  doQ*t  talk  to  me  about  it!  ** 

'  I  say,  yes,  yes;  let 's  talk  about  itt  *  Maiy  inaistsd. 
"What  was  Bertha  doing  just  now,  good  Jeanl*  she 
added,  hanging  upon  the  old  keeper's  worda. 

"Well,  Mademoiselle  Bertha  de  Souday  was  tying 
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the  white  sash  on  M.  MichePs  arm.  The  colors  which 
Charette  wore  on  the  arm  of  the  son  of  the  man  who  — 
Ah,  little  Mary,  don't!  You  make  me  say  more  things 
than  I  want  to  say !  It 's  a  good  thing  for  Mademoiselle 
Bertha  that  your  father  is  put  out  with  me  at  this 
moment!  '^ 

"  My  father!  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  spoke  to 
him  —  " 

Mary  left  the  question  unfinished,  but  Jean  supplied 
the  words  left  unsaid. 

'*  To  be  sure,  I  spoke  to  him,"  toid  he. 

«  When  I " 

"  This  morning,  —  in  the  first  place,  when  I  handed 
him  Petit-Pierre's  letter;  and  again,  when  I  gave  him  the 
list  of  the  men  of  his  division  who  will  march  with  us. 
I  know  it  wasn't  so  long  a  list  as  might  have  been 
expected;  but,  after  all,  he  who  does  what  he  can,  does 
what  he  ought.  Do  you  know  what  reply  he  made 
when  I  asked  him  if  the  young  gentleman  was  really 
one  of  us  ?    Do  you  know  1 " 

"No,"  said  Mary. 

"  ^Mart  Dieu  / '  he  replied, '  you  recruit  so  badly  that 
I  am  compelled  to  give  you  some  assistants!  Yes, 
M.  Michel  is  one  of  us;  and  if  you  don't  like  it,  blame 
Mademoiselle  Bertha  for  it  — '  " 

•Did  he  say  that,  my  poor  Jean!" 

"Yes.  So  I  propose  to  speak  to  Mademoiselle 
Bertha." 

'*  Jean,  my  friend,  take  care! " 

"  Take  care  of  what  f  " 

"That  you  don't  wound  Bertha!  —  that  you  don't 
make  her  suffer!  She  loves  him,  you  see,"  said  Maiy, 
in  a  scarcely  audible  voice. 

VOL.  z.  ^-  SO 
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*  Ah,  you  confess  that  she  loves  him!"  exclaimed 
J<Min  Oullier. 

*  I  am  forced  to,"  said  Mary. 

**  To  think  of  her  loving  a  little  doll  whom  a  hreath 
trould  overtxim !  "  pursued  Jean.  "  To  think  that  Made- 
iu.>i$elle  Bertha  could  dream  of  exchanging  one  of  the 
nuvi^  iiixistrious  and  oldest  names  in  the  province  — 
iNue  of  the  njimes  irhich  are  the  glory  of  us  peasants,  as 
Y^^II  a$  of  thv\^  vho  bear  them  —  for  the  name  of  a 
3r*::or  Ar.i  a  cv>xr«vi!  '^ 

Matt  f^fli  as  if  her  he4ut  were  bursting. 

"•^  *?cNdir.,  !r:T  fr:er.vi,*  said  she,  "  you  go  too  far!     Don't 

*  Oi.  TTfts:^  i5  *«  Terr  £ne;  but  it  shall  not  be"  con- 
^i'x-JKvi  ^fa:x  iC^k.i~^  ui*  ani  d>wn  the  room  without 
V'^v,^x  w>jk5  t:.^  T.v.11.^  cirl  siii.  *Xo;  it  shall  not 
Sf*  Vf  *^rrxx:r  el?*^  U  i::ii5eT>tnt  to  tout  honor,  I 
'•^  I  c^a::'^  :<;  i:r.-i  it  rrfof^sirr.  riiher  than  see  iLe 
c  '^""^    .*i  *  ""f   JLTf  '/.T  I   «rr*   il:3  ttmished,   wbv,  I 

.''XT  >^V.:fr  3Li«i»*  a  irrftiTeriz^  cesr:ire.  which 


u 


"•  >,\  ."'tj.  T»-    Tr,-it  v:c"4  5.*  ill:!*  cri*"!  Mirr.  in 

^  mm  A. 

*^>\-  ^iv.  /';  i\  k'  c  "?  1   n  *::  n»*  v  i:i.:?a-. 


*   j^  . »    f'>i^     *  ».\     •►"*-•»%    -^  •♦* 


WHAT  JEAN  OULLIEB  THINKS  OF  BARON  MICHEL.     467 

be  heaid  Bertha's  voice  commanding  Michel  to  wait  foi 
her  in  the  garden,  and  not  to  go  away. 

The  next  moment  she  opened  the  door. 

"Well,"  said  she  to  her  sister,  "aren't  you  ready 
yet! 

" But  what 's  the  matter! "  she  continued,  looking  at 
Mary  more  closely.  "One  would  say  that  you  were 
weeping.  And  you,  too,  Jean  Oullier;  your  face  is  by 
no  means  cheerful.  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  is 
going  on  here  1 " 

"I  will  tell  you  what  is  going  on,  Mademoiselle 
Bertha,"  replied  the  Vendean. 

"No,  no,"  cried  Mary.  "Don't,  Jean,  I  implore 
you!     Be  quiet!  be  quiet!" 

"  Oh,  but  you  frighten  me,  do  you  know,  with  all 
this  mystery  I  And  Jean's  inquisitorial  way  of  looking 
at  me  has  all  the  appearance  of  covering  a  charge  of 
some  great  crime.  Come,  come;  speak,  my  Jean.  I 
feel  disposed  to  be  very  indulgent  and  kind  to-day.  I 
am  so  happy  to  see  my  fondest  dream  realized,  and 
to  share  with  you  the  noblest  of  men's  privileges,  — 
war!" 

"  Be  frank,  Mademoiselle  Bertha, "  said  the  Vendean. 
"  Is  it  really  that  which  makes  you  so  happy  ?  " 

"Ah,  I  see  where  the  trouble  is!  "  replied  the  girl, 
frankly  meeting  the  question.  "M.  le  Major-General 
Oullier  is  pleased  to  scold  me  for  encroaching  upon  his 
functions. 

"  I  '11  wager,  Mary/'  said  she,  "  that  this  is  all  about 
my  poor  Michel. " 

"  Precisely,  mademoiselle, "  interposed  Jean  Oullier, 
without  giving  Mary  time  to  reply. 

"  Well,  what  have  you  to  say,  Jean  f  My  father  is 
very  glad  to  have  one  more  volunteer;  and  I  don't  see 
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that  U17  tin  hu  been  committed  which  calls  for  nidi 

frowtu  as  yon  're  indulgiiig  in  now! " 

"  It 's  very  possible  that  that  may  be  Moiuieni  yont 

father's  way  of  looking  at  it,"  retorted  the  old  keeper; 

*  but  we  have  a  different  idea." 

'  May  I  venture  to  inquire  what  it  is)  " 

'  It  is  that  erery  one  had  best  stay   in    hia  own 

"  Well  1 " 

"Well  —  " 

"What  then!     Goon!" 

"  Why,  M.  Hichel  is  out  of  place  in  our  camp.* 

*  Why  aoT  Is  not  M.  Uicbel  a  royalist  1  I  ahonld 
say  that  he  had  given  sofficieot  proofs  of  hia  deTotion 
in  the  last  two  days." 

"That  may  be;  but  what  does  that  mattert  We 
peasants,  Mistress  Bertha,  have  a  way  of  saying,  '  Lik* 
father,  like  son;'  and,  therefore,  we  cannot  put  moeb 
faith  in  Ji.  Michel's  royalist  ardor." 

"  All  right,  he  will  compel  yon  to  beliere  in  it!  " 

'  It  may  be  so;  but  meanwhile  —  " 

The  Vendean  checked  himself,  and  frowned  darkly. 

"  Meanwhile  what  I  "  said  Bertha. 

"  Well,  I  '11  tell  you.  It  will  he  very  hard  for  old 
soldiers  like  me  to  inarch  elbow  to  elbow  with  a  min 
whom  we  don't  esteem." 

"  Just  tell  me  what  yon  have  against  him, " 
Bertha,  in  a  tone  which  began  to  be  slightly  a 

"  Everything," 

"  Everything  means  nothing,  when  you  don't  specify.* 

"Well,  his  father, 

"His  father!  his 
Just  mark  this,  Ms 
frowning  in  her  turn 
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and  his  birth  —  for  those  identical  reasons — that  I  have 
become  interested  in  this  young  man. " 
*•  How  do  you  mean  ? " 

*  I  mean  what  I  say.  My  heart  took  fire  at  the 
unjust  reproaches  which  have  been  heaped  upon  the 
poor  fellow  by  all  our  neighbors,  as  well  as  in  this 
house.  I  am  tired  and  sick  to  death  of  hearing  him 
blamed  for  a  birth  which  he  didn't  choose,  a  father 
whom  he  never  knew,  sins  which  he  did  not  commit , 
and  which  his  father  may  not  have  committed.  All 
that  makes  me  indignant,  Jean;  it  disgusts  me.  In 
short,  it  makes  me  think  that  it  would  be  a  truly 
noble  and  generous  and  praiseworthy  act  to  give  him 
some  encouragement,  —  to  assist  him  to  make  reparation 
for  the  past,  if  reparation  is  due,  and  to  show  himself 
so  valiant  and  devoted  that  slander  never  again  will 
dare  attack  his  name." 

*  I  tell  you  once  for  all,"  retorted  OuUier,  "  that  he  *11 
have  a  hard  task  to  make  me  respect  his  wretched  name. " 

"Nevertheless,  you  will  find  that  you  will  have  to 
respect  it.  Master  Jean, "  said  Bertha,  firmly,  '^  when  it 
has  become  mine,  as  I  hope  it  will." 

^  Oh,  I  can't  believe  yet  that  you  dream  of  such  a 
thing,  although  I  hear  you  say  it!  "  cried  Jean. 

"  Ask  Mary,"  said  Bertha,  turning  to  her  sister,  who 
was  listening,  pale  and  breathless,  to  this  discussion,  as 
if  her  life  were  at  stake ;  *  ask  my  sister,  to  whom  I 
have  laid  bare  my  heart,  and  who  is  able  to  judge  of 
my  suffering  and  my  hope.  Look  you,  Jean,  anything 
like  deceit  or  constraint  is  repugnant  to  me ;  and  with 
you,  especially,  I  am  very  happy  to  have  thrown  aside 
all  concealment,  and  to  speak  with  absolute  frankness, 
and  so  I  tell  you  honestly,  as  I  am  in  the  habit  of  tell' 
ing  you  all  my  thoughts,  Jean  OuUier,  I  love  him  I  " 


47'>  TEL  EEI-iri.T2B  ot  XiiHiirr-n, 

"'^■i.  tfi:  O'l-'i  fKT  s^j,  I  iii.;Cr»  tii.  MvieiBoiselle 
a^rtim'  I  itm  'j:„r  a  jwjr  j^asLii:  but  in  ihe  old 
dnj-B,  w}.^D  rva  w«re  s  Ln^s  tl:r^  to  be  eure.  joa 
tpivt  um  111*:  ngLl  to  c&Il  T^3  i£T  cLiM,  &nd  I  hare 
•Iwny*  I'lTifi]  T'ju  Mid  Kl:Il  li.ve  T^ii  W.h  ts  no  father 
ev()r  1'«vm1  liia  ovm  daiigliUrn.  And  tb«  old  fellow  who 
wiiU.Kim]  oTer  your  cliildhood.  who  held  yon  on  bis  kneea 
wlinn  you  were  a  little  girl,  and  rocked  jon  to  sleep, — 
tlia  nlil  man  whose  only  joy  on  earth  yon  are,  thiowi 
liliiiM'lf  at  your  feet  to  aay,  '  Don't  gire  your  heart  to 
Hint  iiinn,  Afademoisolle  Bertbal'" 

■  Why  notl  "  she  asked,  testily. 

"  ItocauKi^,  —  and  I  say  it  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart, 
«)|tiiii  my  wiul  and  my  conscience,  —  because  an  allitOM 
ttctwppti  you  and  him  would  be  a  wicked,  monstroni, 
\iiil*.»«iMp  tliingl" 

*  V^«)T  attachment  to  us  makes  you  exaggerate  eveTr- 
l)iii\>;,  my  )v»«r  Jntn.  M.  Michel  lovea  me,  I  beliere; 
1  DiH  \vr>  Hiiro  th:\t  I  loYe  him.  And  if  he  goes  mis- 
(\-.''t  t1iT<>n);h  with  his  self-imposed  task  of  rehabi]i< 
Hrr.i;  hinitflf,  1  shall  be  Tery  glad  to  become  kit 
»   -^  " 

*  In  ibfil  (wsft."  said  Jfl»n  Oullier,  in  «  tone  of  nti« 
,\  ^-.--i.rsj.'.  Tt;cr,<,  '  it  will  be  nocessatr  for  me  in  my  o'A 
Hiv  »,"  iv^X.  .M>■^T  rti».M*rs  *i.i  a^oil'.er  bome," 

*  W  \>    B.-  *  ' 

*  '^.si.  ii«f  ,''(u.T.  Chi'.'.iM-,  Tvvc  v:ji  b;'=tt"e»  ■*  be  it. 
.K    ^.-..v   -.-v.,  •    ,t   ;M  s/ii.  ;;:  a  ?t3i!9iiin  ki:£a  l;»:w«-* 
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the  name  you  aze  in  such  a  huriy  to  take  instead  of 
your  own." 

"  Not  a  word  more,  Jean  Oullier/'  interposed  Bertha, 
almost  threateningly.  "  Look  you,  at  this  moment  I 
may  say  to  you  that  I  have  often  questioned  my  heart 
to  know  whether  it  cared  more  for  my  father  or  for  you; 
but  one  insult  more,  one  insult  more  to  Michel,  and 
you  will  be  nothing  more  to  me  —  ** 

"Than  a  valet?"  interrupted  Jean,  "Very  good; 
but  a  valet  who  remains  honest  and  true,  and  who  has 
done  his  duty  as  a  valet  all  his  life  without  ever  failing 
in  it,  has  the  right  to  cry, '  Shame  to  the  son  of  the  man 
who  sold  Gharette,  as  Judas  sold  Christ,  for  a  sum  of 
money!' " 

"Pshaw!  What  matters  it  to  me  what  happened 
thirty-six  years  ago,  —  eighteen  years  before  I  was  bom  f 
I  know  the  living  man,  not  the  dead  one,  —  the  son,  not 
the  father.  I  love  him,  Jean,  do  you  hearf — as  you 
yourself  taught  me  to  love  and  to  hate.  Suppose  his 
father  did  do  that,  which  I  don't  choose  to  believe, 
why,  we  will  make  the  name  of  Michel  —  the  name  of 
the  accursed  traitor — so  glorious  that  every  one  will  bow 
as  he  passes  the  one  who  bears  it.  And  you  will  help 
me  yourself;  yes,  you  will  help  me,  Jean.  For  I  tell 
you  again,  I  love  him;  and  nothing,  nothing  but  death, 
can  dry  up  the  spring  of  affection  which  is  bubbling  up 
in  my  heart." 

Mary  could  not  restrain  a  slight  moan ;  but  weak  as 
it  was,  Jean  Oullier  heard  it,  and  turned  to  look  at  her. 

Then,  as  if  at  his  wit's  end  between  the  lament  of 
one  and  the  resolute  eloquence  of  the  other,  he  threw 
himself  back  in  his  chair  and  hid  his  face  in  his  hands. 
The  old  man  was  weeping,  and  sought  to  hide  his 
tears. 


472         TKi  nB-«OLT^  or  musboocl. 
B«n&«  sBidattwi  ^e  coiflict  tbat  wa>  ta^ng  in  tint 

Si^  vent  to  tim  aivd  kaelt  iB  front  of  Mm. 

*  SokIt,'  Hii  cb«, '  joQ  am  MtunBte  th«  foirn  of  my 
allKtion  for  this  Tosng  aan,  emn't  700!  —  since  it  al- 
moat  mada  ma  fot^v*  nj  true  and  deep  ftttachmeat 
for  yon,' 

Jean  shook  his  head  adly. 

"I  can  ondentaBd  your  dislike  of  him  and  yoni 
rapognance  to  snch  an  anangement,"  she  ooDtinaedi 
"and  I  was  prepared  to  beu  yoa  gire  expression  to 
them.  Bnt  have  patience,  mj  old  friend, — patienea 
and  resignation  I  God  only  can  take  fiom  my  heart  wbst 
he  put  in  it;  and  ho  will  not  be  so  cmel  as  to  do  it,  for 
it  would  kill  me.  Give  na  time  to  satisfy  yon  that  your 
prejudice  makes  yon  unjust,  and  that  the  man  of  my 
choice  is  abundantly  worthy  of  me." 

At  this  moment  the  marquis's  voice  was  heard  calling 
Jean  OuUier,  in  tones  which  implied  that  something 
new  and  important  had  happened. 

Jean  rose  and  moved  toward  the  door. 

*  Well, "  asked  Bertha,  stopping  him,  "  are  yon  going 
without  another  wordt " 

"M.  le  Marquis  is  calling  me,  mademoiaelle,"  said 
the  Vendean,  coldly. 

'  Mademouelle  /  "  cried  Bertha;  "  MadtrmoiMtiUt 
Ah,  my  prayers  do  not  soften  you,  then  1  Veiy  well ; 
hut  remember  this,— ~ that  I  forbid  yon,  do  you  heail 
—  to  put  any  slight  upon  M.  Midiel;  that  I  desire 
that  his  life  should  be  sacred  in  your  eyes;  and  that  if 
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Jean  Oullier  looked  at  Bertha  fixedly,  and  grasped 
her  arm. 

*  Perhaps  even  that  would  he  preferahle  to  your 
hecoming  that  man's  wife, "  said  he. 

As  the  marquis  was  repeating  his  summons  impa- 
tiently, Jean  rushed  from  the  room,  leaving  Bertha 
hewildered  hy  his  ohstinacy  and  Mary  bowed  down 
by  the  terror  which  the  violence  of  Bertha's  passion 
inspired  in  her. 


4n         Tss.  sn-vKiB  or  kachboocl. 


Tut  inr  3iiDii  npm  ker  fiUier's  arm. 
"*  itf  ffTria.-Tngd^  *  ■  tlus  the  way  I  am  to  be 
i^x-**i  n  3L''  twn  !h:aa* »    Wliat  can  I  expect  from  othen 
±  n"  rwn  !%?•  riii  >»^:ii  bf  »9t  doing  as  I  ordert  " 

"^  Y  ur  ^.  uuBoif^i  are  SBtKd,  fahefy**  said  Bertha, 
**  «^r«^n2Ll7  5:r  y  izr  tiinshfens ;  but  your  devotion  is 
rmn.nc  it^*^  w^j:^,  j':nr  pxd  sense.  Let  us  not  foiget 
^33iC  :i:hi^.  wiiciiL  w?  ir»  »  anxwos  abont^  are,  in  other 
ivK-xiif  s  i  '^frs^  junnltf  ^TmnftT  Now  if  the  Marquis  de 
Scuiia^  x*'«»  rcarng  ahiMxfi  on  hocseback  in  person, 
inu  nrnic  iJ«?uc  Tv?  niiwaiifu  hm  at  onoe  betrays  their 
3n7\*raao;  3i  iJ3»  ^t^m^.  stti  daws  the  attention  of  our 


«XlMnIl!«^  x>:a.  ^tHO^"^ 


L«*cs«!vle  Fifrtha  is  r^ht^*  aaid  OullieTy  "and  I 
"*  It  '5  3u  >*caer  5.Y  yoa  to  go  Aan  for  my  falhen.  * 

*  F«M!US»  j^nt  wcitLl  ran  too  gnat  a  nsk.* 
'*'  I  v:»  «iitfr»  siis  mocningr  hovsTery  and  I  ran  that 

r2^«  j*i2$c  ^^  s««  vhtU  90ft  ol  shot  my  poor  Patand 
k:J'*^  wi:h.:   I  shfnh  I  m^t  well  3o  as  modi  to 
^i;  5i%  .£  M.  ^^  BoniKTille  and  Petit-Piene.* 

*  Bii  I  v^i:  T-.a.  Jaiiw''  rejotzMd  Bertha,  ""that  aftei 
all  i^AJ*  hsrwmid  ]asi  ir%ti(»  yoa  mist  not  ahow  yonneli 
wa.«*ce  ^«*i«  Aie  soldiers :  we  need,  for  soch  a  duty,  some 
oiM  wbo  B  in  no  way  com.promised»  who  can  go  to  ths 
wrr  heiiTt  of  the  place  withoat  exciting  sospicion,  fiad 
ocis  wbja  i&  ^^ic^  OQ,  and,  if  possible^  what  is  likely  to 

*^  WlLit  a  pity  that  that  animal  Loriot  wns  so  detei^ 
mined  to  reCxim  to  ^Tacheeool!  *  said  the  maiqnia.  *  I 
bev:^:ed  him  hard  enoogh  to  stay*  however;  I  think  I 
miL>t  baTe  had  a  presentiment  of  something  of  this  soi^ 
I  was  so  anxioas  to  attadi  him  to  my  dii 
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"  Well,  but  you  have  M.  Michel  left^  have  n't  you  t  " 
said  Jean  Oullier,  ironically.  "  You  can  send  him  to  the 
Picaut  house,  or  wherever  else  you  wish.  If  there  were  ten 
thousand  men  around  the  house,  they  would  let  him  go 
in  with  never  a  suspicion  that  he  was  there  in  your 
interest. " 

**  Yes,  and  that 's  just  what  we  must  do, "  said  Bertha, 
accepting  Jean's  adhesion  to  the  secret  object  of  her  sug- 
gestion, no  matter  what  his  intentions  might  be ;  ''  is  n't 
it,  father?" 

"  By  the  Lord,  I  believe  it  is  I  "  cried  the  marquis. 
"  For  all  his  somewhat  effeminate  appearance,  this  young 
man  will  be  decidedly  useful  to  us. " 

At  the  first  mention  of  his  name  Michel  had  drawn 
near,  respectfully  awaiting  the  commands  of  the  marquis; 
and  when  he  saw  that  he  was  inclined  to  accept  Bertha's 
proposal,  his  face  beamed  with  joy. 

Bertha  was  radiant  also. 

"Are  you  ready  to  do  what  Petit-Pierre's  welfare 
demands  f  "   she  asked  the  baron. 

"  I  am  ready  to  do  whatever  you  please,  mademoiselle, 
to  prove  to  M.  le  Marquis  how  grateful  I  am  for  the 
gracious  welcome  he  has  given  me." 

"  Good  I  Take  a  horse,  then, —  not  mine,  for  it  would 
be  recognized, —  and  gallop  there  as  fast  as  you  can.  Go 
into  the  house  without  weapons,  as  if  curiosity  were  your 
only  motive,  and  if  our  friends  are  in  danger  —  " 

The  marquis  stopped  to  think ;  he  was  neither  quick 
nor  clever  at  planning. 

''  If  our  friends  are  in  danger,"  Bertha  went  on  for  him, 
"light  a  bon-fire  on  the  hill-top.  Meanwhile,  Jean 
Oullier  will  have  got  his  men  together;  and  then,  in  a 
body,  and  well  armed,  we  will  fly  to  the  assistance  of 
those  who  are  so  dear  to  us." 
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"  I  should  think  sol  "  cried  Michel;  "  it  'h  on  the  road 
to  Souday. " 

Michel  knew  every  oak  on  that  road. 

"Goodl"  said  the  maiden;  "we  will  be  in  hiding 
near  by.  You  will  give  the  signal, — the  cry  of  the 
screech-owl  thrice,  and  of  the  brown  owl  once, — >and  we 
will  join  you.     Now  go,  dear  Monsieur  Michel  I  " 

Michel  saluted  the  maiquis  and  the  two  girls,  and 
bowing  to  his  horse's  neck,  galloped  oS. 

He  was  an  excellent  horseman,  by  the  way;  and 
Bertha  noticed  that  ho  very  skilfully  made  his  horse 
change  feet,  as  he  turned  short  at  the  porto-coekire. 

"  It 's  incredible  how  easy  it  is  to  make  a  proper  fel- 
low out  of  a  rustic  1 "  said  the  marquis,  ent«ring  the 
chftteau.  "  To  be  sure,  women  have  to  h&ve  a  hand  in  it. 
This  young  fellow  is  really  not  so  bad." 

"  Oh,  yes, "  retortod  Jean  OuUier,  "  it 's  easy  enough 
to  make  as  many  proper  fellows,  as  you  call  them,  aa 
you  choose ;  it 's  men  of  spirit  and  heart  that  ara  not  so 
easily  manufactured." 

"Jean  Oullier,"  said  Bertha,  "you  have  already  for- 
gotten what  I  said;  beware !  " 

"Ton  are  mistaken,  mademoiselle,"  replied  Oullier; 
"  it  *s  just  because  I  forgot  nothing  that  you  see  me 
suffering  so  at  present.  I  did  look  upon  my  aversion 
for  this  youth  as  remorse ;  but  now  I  begin  to  fear  that 
it's  a  presentiment." 

"Eemorse,  Jean  Oullier  t" 

"  Ah,  did  you  heart  " 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  I  won't  take  it  backl  ** 

"  What  have  you  to  reproach  yourself  with,  as  t^inst 
himi" 

n  a  mel- 


480  THE  SHS-WOLYES  Or  MACHEGOUL. 

"  Against  his  father! "  Bertha  repeated,  shuddering  in 
spite  of  herself. 

"Yes,"  said  Jean;  ''there  was  a  day  when,  on  his 
account,  I  changed  my  name;  that  day  my  name  was  not 
Jean  Oullier." 

"  What  was  it,  pray  ?  " 

"Retribution." 

"  For  his  father  1 "  said  Bertha. 

Suddenly  there  recurred  to  her  mind  all  the  ttoriet 
current  in  the  province  concerning  the  death  of  Baron 
Michel. 

"  For  his  father  who  was  found  dead  on  a  hunting- 
party  1    Ah,  what  have  you  said,  wretched  man  1 " 

"  That  the  sou  may  very  well  avenge  the  father  by 
returning  sorrow  for  sorrow." 

"  What  do  you  mean  I " 

"  You  love  him  madly.* 

"What  then!" 

"  Why,  I  can  take  my  oath  to  one  thing—-  * 

"And  that  is!" 

"  That,  on  Jean  OuUier's  word,  he  doesn't  love  you." 

Bertha  shrugged  her  shoulders  disdainfully;  but  none 
the  less  the  blow  struck  home. 

She  almost  hated  the  old  Yendean. 

"  Look  to  getting  your  men  together,  my  poor  Jean,* 
said  she. 

"I  obey  you,  mademoiselle,"  the  Chouan  repUed^ 
moving  toward  the  door. 

Bertha  left  him  without  deigning  to  glance  at  him 
again. 

Before  leaving  the  chftteau,  OuUier  called  the  peasant 
who  had  brought  the  news. 

"  Did  you  see  any  one  go  into  the  Picaut  house  befora 
the  soldiers  I "  he  asked  him. 
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"  Joseph's  house  or  Pascal's  T  " 

•Pascal's." 

"  Yes,  Master  Jean  Onllier." 

"  And  who  was  the  peraon  t " 

"  The  mayor  of  La  Logerie." 

"  Toa  eaj  that  he  went  into  Pascal's  honae  t  * 

"  I  am  sure  of  it" 

"  Did  you  see  him  1 " 

"  As  plainly  as  I  see  jou." 

"  Which  way  did  he  go  when  he  came  out  t " 

"  He  took  the  Machecoul  path." 

"  By  which  the  soldiers  arrived  a  moment  later,  did 
they  notl " 

"  Exactly  1  Therfl  was  n't  a  quarter  of  an  hour  between 
his  going  away  and  their  coming. " 

"  Very  well,"  said  Jean. 

"  Oh,  Courtin  I  Couitin  I "  he  continued,  nh*lri"g  his 
clinched  fist  in  the  direction  of  La  Logetie,  "yon  are 
tempting  FroTidanee.  My  dog  shot  yesterday  and  this 
treachery  to-dayl    My  patience  is  exhausted  1  * 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 


MABTER  JTACQUZS'  BABBITS. 


To  tbe  scmthwmzd  of  Macheeool  ttwn  were  tbree  foresU 
which  formed  a  triangk  ftbont  the  Tillage  of  L^^ 
Tbej  were  called  the  foieolB  el  ToaToia,  Grandes-Lande^ 
iDdLa  Boehe-Serri^n. 

The  territorial  importance  of  these  forests,  oonsideied 
aepaiatelj,  is  rery  small;  bat,  ^ju^  barely  three  kilo- 
metres apart,  they  are  eoBBacfted  by  hedges  and  fields  of 
fane  and  broom  which  are  Bioie  plentifol  thereabouts 
tiiatt  in  any  other  part  ol  La  Voideey  and  thos  form  a 
Tsry  eoDsiderable  aggiomeimtion  of  hearily  wooded  land. 

The  ineTitaUe  remit  ol  tliis  topof[raphical  dispensatkMi 
was  that  these  foresto  were  polect  hot-beds  of  rebeUkm, 
where,  in  periods  of  civil  commotion,  all  the  unruly  and 
insarrectionary  elements  fermented  before  overflowing 
into  the  neighboring  districts. 

The  Tillage  of  L^g^  was  not  only  the  native  place  of 
the  &mous  physician  Jolly,  but  was  almost  constantly 
the  headquarters  of  Charette  during  the  great  war;  it 
was  to  L^g^,  lying  in  the  midst  of  this  girdle  of  woods, 
that  he  would  come  for  shelter  after  a  reverse,  to  recruit 
his  decimated  forces,  and  prepare  for  fresh  conflicta. 

In  1832,  although  the  road  from  Nantes  to  Sables 
d'Olonne,  which  passed  through  L^g^  had  somewhat 
modified  its  strategical  position,  its  lully  and  wooded 
environs  were  again  one  of  the  most  ardent  centres  ol  the 
projected  movement. 
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The  impenetrable  thickets  of  holly  and  bmke  whidi 
grew  in  the  shade  of  the  three  surrounding  forests,  shel- 
tered many  hands  of  rebels,  whose  ranks  were  filling  up 
day  by  day,  and  which  served  as  a  nucleus  for  the  fo^ 
mation  of  the  leyolutionaTy  divisions  of  the  Betz  country. 

The  overhauling  of  these  woods  which  the  authorities 
bad  ordered,  and  the  battues  which  they  had  resorted  to^ 
produced  no  result.  Common  report  had  it  that  the 
insurgents  had  made  underground  caverns  like  those 
which  the  first  Chouans  dug  in  the  forests  of  Gralla,  and 
safely  hidden  there,  defied  all  the  attempts  to  hunt  them 
down. 

On  this  occasion  common  report  was  not  at  fault. 

Toward  the  close  of  the  day  when  we  left  Michd 
setting  out  from  the  Chftteau  de  Souday  on  the  marquis's 
horse  for  the  Picaut  abode,  the  person  who  had  happened 
to  be  standing  behind  one  of  the  primeval  beeches  which 
surround  the  glade  of  FoUeron  in  the  forest  of  Touvois^ 
would  have  witnessed  a  strange  spectacle. 

Just  as  the  sun,  sinking  below  the  horizon,  was  giving 
place  to  a  sort  of  twilight;  just  when  the  thickets  were 
enveloped  in  a  shadow  which  seemed  to  rise  from  the 
earth,  and  the  last  dying  ray  of  the  sun  was  lighting  up 
the  tree-tops,  such  a  person  would  have  seen  approach 
him  an  individual  whom,  by  a  slight  exertion  of  the 
imagination,  he  might  have  taken  for  a  supernatural 
being ;  and  who  advanced  very  slowly,  looking  cautiously 
about  him  on  all  sides,  —  a  process  which  seemed,  at 
first  sight,  to  .be  made  much  more  easy  for  him  by  the 
possession  of  two  heads,  to  keep  a  double  watch  upon  hk 
security. 

This  individual,  clad  in  filthy  rags,  with  a  coat  and  an 
apology  for  a  pair  of  trousers  of  which  the  ongfaud 
material  had  completely  disappeared  tinder  the  thousand 
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and  one  pieces  of  all  colors  with  which  he  had  tried  to 
repair  dilapidations,  seemed,  as  we  have  said,  to  belong 
to  a  race  of  bicephalous  monsters,  which  should  oocupj 
a  distinguished  place  among  the  freaks  which  Nature 
delights  to  create  in  her  wayward  hours. 

The  two  heads  were  quite  distinct^  and  although 
apparently  joined  to  the  same  trunk,  were  very  far  from 
having  a  famUy  resemblance  to  each  other. 

Beside  a  huge,  brick-red  face,  pitted  with  small-poz, 
and  almost  wholly  covered  by  an  unkempt  baud, 
appeared  another  less  repulsive  visage,  astute  and  mis- 
chievous in  its  ugliness,  while  the  first  expressed  nothing 
but  idiocy,  capable  sometimes  of  becoming  brutish 
ferocity. 

These  two  distinctive  physiognomies  belonged  to  two 
former  acquaintances  of  ours  whom  we  first  met  at  Mon- 
taigu  fair, — to  Aubin  Gourte^oie,  the  Montaigu  inn- 
keeper, and  to  (we  ask  the  reader's  pardon  for  writing 
the  somewhat  too  expressive  name,  which  we  do  not 
think  that  we  ought  to  change)  Trigaud  the  Vermin, 
the  beggar  of  herculean  strength,  who,  as  will  doubtless 
be  remembered,  played  a  prominent  part  in  the  imevte 
at  Montaigu,  by  gliding  under  the  general's  horse  and 
pulling  the  general  himself  out  of  his  saddle. 

Following  out  a  very  clever  idea,  of  which  we  have 
already  said  a  word,  Aubin  Gourte-Joie  had  completed 
his  physical  equipment  with  the  help  of  this  beast  ol 
burden  whom  he  had  fallen  in  with  by  chance.  In  ex- 
change for  the  two  legs  he  had  left  on  the  Anoenis  road, 
the  cripple  adopted  two  legs  of  steel,  which  knew  not 
what  weariness  was,  which  shrank  from  no  task,  which 
served  him  as  his  own  legs  never  had  done,  which  exe- 
cuted his  will  without  a  murmur,  and  which  had  arrived 
at  the  pointy  after  the  partnership  had  lasted  some  little 
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time,  of  divining  Aubin's  veiy  thoughts,  —  though  they 
"vrere  indicated  only  by  a  single  word,  or  gesture,  or  a 
simple  pressure  of  the  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  or  of  the 
knee  upon  his  flank. 

The  most  extraordinary  part  of  it  was  that  Trigaud  the 
Vermin  was  by  no  means  the  least  contented  member  of 
the  oorpomtion;  quite  the  contrary.  His  dull  intellect 
was  equal  to  the  task  of  understanding  that  Courte-Joie's 
efforts  were  all  directed  toward  the  end  which  had  his 
entire  sympathy;  the  few  words  about  ''Whites"  and 
"  Blues  "  which  came  to  his  enormous  ears,  which  were 
always  pricked  up  and  wide  open,  proved  to  him  that^ 
in  acting  as  locomotive  to  the  inn-keeper,  he  was  helping 
on  a  cause,  devotion  to  which  was  the  only  emotion  that 
had  survived  the  loss  of  his  brain  power.  He  was  proud 
of  it;  his  confidence  in  Aubin  CourtenToie  was  unlimited; 
he  was  proud  of  being  bound  body  and  soul  to  a  mind 
whose  superiority  he  recognized,  and  he  had  attached 
himself  to  the  man  who  might  be  called  his  master  with 
the  self-abnegation  which  characterizes  all  attachments  in 
which  instinct  is  the  moving  power. 

Trigaud  carried  Aubin  sometimes  on  his  back,  some- 
times on  his  shoulders,  as  tenderly  as  a  mother  carries 
her  child;  he  was  extremely  careful  of  him,  and  lavished 
attentions  upon  him  which  seemed  inconsistent  with  the 
idiotic  mind  of  the  poor  devil,  who  never  looked  to  see 
whether  he  was  tearing  his  own  feet  to  pieces  on  thorns 
and  sharp  stones,  but  was  careful  to  thrust  aside  every 
little  twig  which  might  bruise  the  body  or  scratch  the 
hcB  of  his  rider. 

When  they  were  nearly  a  third  of  the  way  across  the 
clearing,  Gourte-Joie  touched  Trigaud's  shoulder  with 
his  finger,  and  the  giant  stopped  short.  Thereupon 
the  inn-keeper,  without  speaking,  pointed  to  a  great 
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stone  at  the  foot  of  an  enonaoua  beech  in  a  eomer  of  thtt 
olearing. 

The  giant  went  to  the  tree,  picked  up  Hue  8lone»  and 
awaited  farther  orders. 

'*  Now  strike  thcee  blows, "  said  Aubin. 

Trigaud  did  as  he  was  told,  striking  the  seooiid  blow 
immediately  after  the  first,  and  the  third  alter  a  oeitaia 
interval. 

At  this  signal,  which  echoed  dully  on  the  tnmk  of  t]i» 
tree,  a  little  square  of  tutf  and  moss  was  raised^  and  m 
head  emerged  from  the  ground. 

"  Ah,  you  're  on  duty  yourself  at  the  mouth  of  tho 
caye  to-day,  are  you,  Master  Jacques  t "  said  Aubin,  evir 
dently  pleased  to  find  an  intimate  aoquaintanoe  m^ 
readily. 

**  Dame !  gan  Gourte-Joie,  it 's  time  to  be  going  t» 
work,  you  see,  and  I  always  prefer  to  make  sure  far 
myself  that  the  neighborhood  is  clear  of  hunten  beioie 
I  let  my  BAbbits  out." 

"  You  do  well,  Master  Jaoquea,  yon  do  well« "  r^oined 
Aubin,  — ''  to^y  particularly ;  for  these  are  plenljy  of 
guns  about  in  the  open. " 

«  Ah,  tell  me  about  itl  " 

"WUlingly." 

"Will  you  come  in  1" 

"  Oh,  no,  Jacques,  not  mucht  We  are  waim  eaoogh 
already,  my  boy,  —  is  it  not,  Trigand  1 " 

The  giant  gave  a  grunt  whichy  taking  &  good  deal  for 
granted,  might  have  passed  for  an  affinna^ye  reply. 

''Hat  so  he  speaks  now,  does  hel**  said  Maate 
Jacques.  ''They  used  to  say  be  was  dumb.  Do  you 
know  you  're  mighty  lucky,  gars  Ttigaud^  that  oiv 
Aubin  has  taken  such  a  fiincy  to  yout  Here  you  are 
now,  afanost  a  man,  — to  say  nothing  of  being  sure  of 
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your  porridge^  wbidi  all  ilia  dogs  can't  say,  eYeii  fhoee  of 
tlw  CMteau  de  Souday." 

The  beggar  opened  hia  huge  mouth  and  set  np  a 
hoazae,  cackling  laugh,  frhieh  he  did  not  finiah,  however; 
for  a  geatnie  from  Aubin  relegated  to  the  eavitiea  of  the 
larynx  that  outburst  of  hilarity,  whkh  hia  mighty  lung 
power  rendered  dangerous. 

"  Not  80  loud,  not  so  loud,  Trigaud!  "  said  he,  roughly. 

"  He  always  acta  as  if  he  were  in  the  public  square  of 
Montaigu,  the  poor  fool, "  he  said  to  Maeter  Jacques. 

"  Well,  if  you  won't  come  in,  I  'U  turn  the  boys,  out 
Tou  were  right,  my  Gourte^oie,  it  is  infernally  hot  in* 
side !  Some  of  them  were  saying  that  they  were  roasted ; 
but,  you  know,  the  scamps  are  forever  complaining. " 

^  They  're  not  like  Tngaud, "  remarked  Aubin,  dealr 
ing  the  elephant^  on  whose  shoulders  he  was  perched,  a 
hearty  fisticuff  on  the  head,  by  way  of  caress. 

Trigaud  accompanied  hia  loud  gu£Eiftw  with  a  nod  of 
the  head,  overflowing  with  gratitude  ion  the  marks  of 
esteem  with  which  Court&Joie  honored  him. 

Master  Jacques,  whom  we  have  thus  presented  to  our 
readers,  but  whose  acquaintance  they  have  still  to  make, 
was  a  man  of  from  fifty  to  fifty-five  years,  with  all  the 
exterior  appearance  ol  a  well-to-do  fanner  ol  the  Bets 
ooontry. 

His  hair  was  long,  and  fell  upon  his  shoulders;  but  hia 
beard,  by  way  of  reprisal,  was  cut  close,  and  trimmed 
with  the  greatest  care.  He  wore  a  very  decent  cloth  coat» 
almost  modem  in  cut  when  compared  with  those  which 
are  sttU  to  this  day  fsahionable  im  Vend^ ;  a  waisteoat^ 
also  of  ck>th,  with  broad  stripes,  every  alternate  one 
being  of  chamois;  trousers  of  dark  brown  canvas  and 
blue  ehecked  gaiters  were  the  only  potions  of  his  costume 
which  resembled  that  of  his  compaitoiots. 
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A  pair  of  pistols,  whose  shining  buts  projected  hem 
his  coat-pockets,  were  the  only  war-like  ornaments  be 
was  wearing  at  that  moment. 

With  all  his  calm  and  innocent  physiognomy,  Master 
Jacques  was  nothing  less  than  the  leader  of  one  of  the 
most  audacious  bands  of  rebels  in  the  country,  and  the 
most  determined  Chouan  within  a  circuit  of  ten  leagues, 
where  he  enjoyed  a  formidable  reputation. 

Master  Jacques  had  neyer  seriously  laid  down  his 
arms  during  the  fifteen  years  of  Napoleon's  actual 
reign.  With  two  or  three  men,  even  more  frequently 
entirely  alone,  he  had  defied  whole  brigades.  His  cour- 
age and  his  good  luck  seemed  almost  supernatural,  and 
gave  rise,  among  the  superstitious  population  of  the 
Socage,  to  the  idea  that  he  was  invulnerable,  and  that 
the  bullets  of  the  Blues  were  powerless  to  harm  him. 
Thus  it  was  that,  after  the  Eevolution  of  July,  when 
Master  Jacques  announced,  in  the  early  days  of  Augusty 
1830,  that  he  proposed  to  take  the  field,  all  the  rebc^  in 
the  neighborhood  flocked  to  his  standard,  and  speedily 
formed  a  troop,  with  which  he  at  once  inaugurated  the 
second  series  of  his  exploits  as  a  partisan. 

After  talking  a  few  moments  with  Aubin  Courte-Joie, 
Master  Jacques,  who,  in  order  to  converse  with  the  new- 
comer, had  put  first  his  head  and  then  his  shoulders  out 
of  the  hole,  stooped  down  and  emitted  a  low,  curiously 
modulated  whistle. 

At  this  signal  there  was  a  sort  of  buuing,  like  that 
which  comes  from  a  bee-hive,  in  the  bowels  of  the  earUi ; 
at  once  a  sort  of  skylight,  of  considerable  size,  covered 
like  the  smaller  opening  with  turf  and  moss  and  dead 
leaves,  so  as  to  be  indistinguishable  from  its  surround- 
ings, rose  into  the  air,  between  two  bushes,  supported  by 
posts  at  the  four  comers. 
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exBTXi.mSi  and  thit  in  tlds  vmj  jou  will  panlyze  the 
^jifoiu  iipnsiiic  in  Bdvanoe^  br  imilnng  it  more  difficult." 

^I>ftTrnRTiaii!  why  dozi\  itkej  begin  this  uprising  of 
thfib^  sooner  tben  ?  God  knows  wc  *Te  been  waiting  long 
finoiuTL !  A>  far  as  I  am  oanoczned,  I  haTe  waited  erer 
sin»  lilt  3itiii  Jnh*.* 

^-Tuen.  xof. —  * 

•  'Wna: !  »  x'x  thtJ  aZ  ?  * 
*X:*,  bf  arSfss  Ton — * 

*^  '^iJ;  a  mmntoii !  Y:»t  cbh  Db»T  bia  or  not»  as  you 
iu*«?*f  .  bin  b*  nroifi?  vnt — * 

Itf  xr*^<^  nK^  I  Tswear  v  aat  xLinr  in  adTaaoe." 

•  Tr  di>.«SrT  i.ttl     ^.'^.  irt  runj;  I  aa  listening!  * 

•  '^t*T"  ▼>-!  bt  nra?s^  ym:  v  JE'TUkT.  qnirllj  in  toot 
riar<i/^:^  ci.iL  xr»  i^zi,.  an£  ftswrnkZly  1*^4  to  stc»p  any 
ii  :-^•r.*!«s^  rtr  tn'^uttcs  m,  TJht  i-iri-raai,  ai  toq  bare 

T'^v.w    *  ^^•*i^''  "iitf    *^"::^   ic^    T*H»ni.   ▼"ii:*   ^^^^   frra 

x.^  «-^-:.;vc    ^»^    TiKt  ^ir'n^ri.  tlj   l,MZi2il     Ai  for 

'*^\;fc  *- -A  s.:^  si**^  i^c^  rcTf  J.-ixz^fr-Jros,  aai  tb«i 
*  >t    »a    X  *    i.a.   v-K\.:^"r*»   ^wi^iS^  -rut 

*  » •        '^  _a»    '  •       «.•-*"•* 

*  \   * «.,  .         >        •»  ■«•     — ■  I »   -      *»-    -  "^if       •  * 


«  ^~«A   ^    &   i.\r« 
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''Foasiblj;  but  I  will  piove  to  that  old  aristocrat 
that  I  propose  that  myself  and  my  men  shall  remain 
entirely  outside  of  his  division,  and  that  his  orders  will 
never  he  executed  here.  And,  now  that  you  have  done 
with  the  '  orders '  of  the  Marquis  de  Souday,  go  on  to 
the  commission  of  Jean  Oullier." 

**  All  right !  I  met  him  just  at  the  Servi^res  bridge. 
He  asked  me  where  I  was  going;  and  when  he  found  out 
that  I  was  on  my  way  here,  he  said,  'Farbleu/  that 
will  be  just  what  we  want!  Ask  Master  Jacques  if  he 
has  any  objection  to  vacating  for  a  few  days,  and 
leaving  his  burrow  at  some  one's  disposal.'" 

"  Aha  I  Did  he  give  you  the  name  of  that  some  one, 
my  Courte-Joie  t " 

"No." 

"  Kever  mind !  Whoever  it  may  be,  if  he  comes  in 
the  name  of  Jean  Oullier,  he  will  be  welcome,  for  I  am 
sure  that  Jean  would  not  disturb  my  housekeeping  if 
it  wasn't  worth  while.  He's  not  like  that  parcel  of 
lazy,  do-nothing  gentlemerif  who  make  all  the  noise, 
and  leave  us  all  the  hard  work  to  do." 

"There  are  good  men  among  them,  and  bad  ones 
too, "  said  Aubin,  philosophically. 

"  When  will  this  person  come  that  he  wishes  to  stow 
away  f  "  asked  Master  Jacques. 

"To-night." 

"  How  shall  I  recognize  him  f " 

"  Jean  Oullier  himself  will  bring  him." 

"  Good  I  Is  that  all  he  asksf " 

"No;  he  wishes  you,  in  addition,  to  be  very  careful 
to  keep  all  suspicious  people  away  from  the  forest  to- 
night)  and  to  keep  watch  in  the  whole  neighborhood, 
especially  the  Grand-Lieu  path." 

"There  you  seel    the  divisional  commander  orders 
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'  JoMph  Vkxat,'  *T— *T-  JwqMs  ictactcd,  m  k  nM 
esatridcBt  and  ■rtafKf  la  tbe  *mec  of  ■  tmmpet,  't*)* 
left  f  om  paiiah  U>  join  m  j  famd.  Ton  eaiae  <rf  joor  <nm 
aeend;  I  didn't  aak  joo.  Xov,  joat  icnember  oae 
thing;  tint  at  Hm  fint  void  <rf  argomtn^  I  stnkej  and 
at  the  fiiit  gmmhle,  I  kOL' 

As  be  fpoke,  Maata  Jacqnea  drev  <Hte  of  hia  [nstd^ 
giaaped  it  \ij  tfae  laml,  aod  dmlt  tb«  peaaanift  powu- 
fnl  Mow  on  the  be^  wiUi  the  bot«nd. 

The  coDcoHion  was  ao  ncAeat  tint  Picaat  waa  half- 
atanned,  and  fell  apmi  aoa  knee;  except  for  the 
tiiickneaa  of  his  felt  hat,  his  aknll  woold  have  heca 
fnctored,  in  all  likelihood. 

"  Saw  go !  "  aaid  Master  Jacqnea,  lookiog  ainHj  to 
■ee  if  the  shock  had  knocked  the  powder  off  the  pan. 

Ficaat,  without  a  woid  rose,  shook  himself,  and 
bnrried  away. 

Conrte'Joie  followed  him  wi^i  hia  ejea  ontfl  he 
disappeared. 

"  So  you  hare  that  fallow  in  your  hand,  hav«  yoal' 
be  asked. 

"  Yes,  don't  say  anything  to  me  abont  him." 

"  Have  you  had  him  longt  " 

"Onl^  a  few  hours." 

"  An  undesirable  acqaisition,  he  is.* 

"  I  don't  altogether  agree  to  that;  the  fellow  is  tHKTS 
as  was  his  late  father,  whom  I  knew ;  only  he  needs  to 
learn  the  ways  of  my  Babbits,  and  accommodate  himself 
to  the  burrow.  That  will  come  I  that  will  come  in 
Umel" 

"  Oh,  I  don't  doubt  it.  You  bare  a  marreUouB  talent 
for  bringing  them  uound." 

"Damef  I  didnt  begin  yeeteiday.     But  it's  time 
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Joie.  It's  understood,  then,  is  it^  that  Jean  Oullier's 
friends  can  make  themselves  at  home  here  I  As  for  the 
diyisional  commander,  he  shall  have  my  reply  to-night. 
Have  yon  told  me  all  that  gars  Oullier  said  1 " 

"Yes." 

"  Bummage  in  your  memory." 

"That'salL" 

''Enough  said,  then.  If  the  harrow  suits,  we  will 
give  it  up  to  him  and  his  people.  I  am  not  troubled 
about  my  boys;  rabbits  are  like  mice, —  they  have  more 
than  one  hole.  I  '11  see  you  very  soon  again,  gars 
Aubin;  and  meanwhile,  have  some  supper.  Look,  I 
can  see  them  getting  ready  to  serve  it  up  down  there." 

Master  Jacques  went  down  into  what  he  called  his 
burrow,  and  came  back  a  moment  later,  armed  with  a 
carbine,  the  priming  of  which  he  examined  with  the 
greatest  care. 

Then  he  disappeared  among  the  trees. 

Meanwhile  the  clearing  presented  a  most  animated 
and  picturesque  appearance. 

A  great  fire  had  been  lighted  in  the  cavern,  and  its 
reflection  through  the  aperture  lighted  up  the  bushes  in 

most  fantastic  and  curious  fashion. 

« 

At  this  fire  was  cooking  the  evening  meal  of  the  insur- 
gents, who  were  scattered  about  over  the  clearing.  Some 
were  kneeling,  telling  their  beads;  others  were  seated, 
and  singing  in  a  half-voice  those  national  ditties  whose 
plaintive  and  touching  harmonies  accorded  perfectly  with 
the  general  character  of  the  surroundings.  Two  Bretons, 
lying  on  the  ground  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  full  in  the 
l^are  of  the  fire,  were  disputing  the  possession  of  divers 
coins  of  the  realm  by  the  agency  of  two  huckle-bones, 
each  face  of  which  was  painted  a  different  color;  while  a 
youth,  with  the  sickly  yellow  complexion  of  an  inhabi' 
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4Jl  TT  ga-»':i.r»  ir  k&^xkoci. 

^cc    (f  iie   PvtsncK.  vw   ma-^rxhs,  «ith   do  gnat 
Kc;;;*   ti    yBoii'^  ^;iit  tL3^  '■-■•'— g  of  ract  frcHQ  the 

X-Lrcr.  u-^nr.-rrwntf  31  ^Kiis  :£  iLif  dcMiiption,  paid 
lu  u:^^~i:it  V.  X.  T~ir*^'  ^i>i  fkilixitd  ■  sort  of 
=.iu-^  5x  T  TT  -w-::^.  jfKi^*:  he  maUiI  himself  Umimmi, 
Kui  VDt  Biii:ic=ii£  !:»  :c«  m  inar-^uIlT  u  if  he  had  been 

Siiiiiii^Lj  jif  JLTi-rtni  i>t  taud  ia  tbe  distance  a  crj  of 
fciti^Tii  —  ;;:i*  ST  ^  ^ciF  Kc«ecb4>vl,  proloaged,  howerai, 

C:<rrv-4:a±  st^^ied  Kfilj,  to  enjoin  eilenee  npon  the 
n'^fc^:  el=ajet  ml  iLe  Mae  inftant  a  |M5tol-ebot  lang  out 
mat  cii«e  :^^u  a  iLDisaDd  fe«t  awa^. 

Is  »:«  tr-'r''~2  (d  an  ere,  buckets  of  water,  kept  at 
hacd  t\ir  the  expteea  parpoee,  vere  thrown  npoo  the  fin ; 
the  '  Ekr-L^t, '  was  k>wend,  tbe  tnp  doeed,  and  Haatei 
J»eqi^  rabbits,  Anbin  Coait^JtM,  upon  his  eompMi 
flhooidera,  included,  bad  acattend  in  all  diieetioiu  awut- 
iii2  their  leader's  «igi»t  {q^  ^fi^Joit. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

TKEAT8   OF  THB  POSSIBLE  DANOEB  OF   TBATELLINO 
IN   THB  WOODS   IN   BAD   COMPANY. 

It  was  nearly  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  when  Petit- 
Pierre,  accompanied  by  Baron  Michel,  who  had  become 
his  guide  in  place  of  poor  Bonneville,  left  the  hut  where 
he  had  incurred  such  deadly  peril. 

It  was  not,  as  we  can  well  understand,  without  deep 
and  intense  emotion  that  he  crossed  the  threshold  of  that 
room  where  lay  the  cold  and  lifeless  body  of  the  gallant 
youth  whom  he  had  known  but  a  few  days,  but  whom 
he  had  learned  to  love,  as  one  loves  friends  of  many 
years'  standing. 

His  valiant  heart  almost  failed  him  as  he  thought  that 
he  must  thenceforth  face  alone  the  perils  which  poor 
Bonneville  had  shared  with  him  for  four  days  past ;  the 
royal  cause  had  lost  but  one  soldier,  and  yet  Petit-Pierre 
felt  as  if  he  had  lost  a  whole  army. 

It  was  the  first  grain  of  the  bloody  seed  which  was 
once  more  to  be  sown  in  Yendean  soil ;  and  Petit-Pierre 
asked  himself  with  anguish  at  his  heart,  if  it  was  likely 
to  produce,  this  time,  aught  but  sorrow  and  regret. 

He  did  not  insult  Marianne  by  commending  his  com- 
rade's body  to  her  care.  Strange  as  the  woman's  ideas 
seemed  to  him,  he  was  at  no  loss  to  appreciate  the  eleva- 
tion of  her  sentiments,  and  to  discern  how  much  there 
was  of  true  kindness  of  hearty  and  profound  religious  con- 
viction, beneath  her  rough  exterior. 
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When  Michel  had  brought  the  horse  to  the  door,  he 
reminded  Petit-Pierre  that  moments  were  precious^  and 
that  their  friends  were  awaiting  them ;  the  young  peasant 
thereupon  turned  to  the  widow. 

"  How  can  I  ever  thank  joa  for  what  yon  have  done 
for  me  t  "  he  said,  giving  her  his  hand. 

"  I  have  done  nothing  for  you,"  replied  Marianne;  "  I 
have  paid  a  debt,  fulfilled  an  oath,  —  that  'a  all. " 

"  So  you  don't  even  care  for  n  '^  gratitude  1 "  asked 
Petit-Pierre,  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

"  If  you  insist  that  you  owe  me  anything, "  said  the 
widow,  **  when  you  pray  for  those  who  die  for  you, 
add  a  few  words  in  behalf  of  those  who  die  because  of 
you." 

"Do  you  think,  then,  that  Grod  will  listen  to  my 
prayers  ?  "  said  Petit-Pierre,  as  a  slight  smile  stole  acrosi 
his  features. 

"  Yes,  hecause  I  think  you  are  destined  to  suffer.  * 

''At  least  accept  this/'  rejoined  Petit-Pierre,  taking 
from  his  neck  a  medallion  attached  to  a  slender  cord  of 
black  silk;  "it  is  only  silver,  but  the  Holy  Father 
blosacd  it,  and  told  me  as  he  gave  it  to  me  that  God 
would  grant  the  prayers  offered  upon  it^  if  they  were  just 
and  pious. " 

Marianne  took  the  medallion. 

**  Thanks, "  said  she.  "  I  will  pray  to  God  upon  this 
medallion  to  avert  civil  war  from  our  land,  and  to  main- 
tain our  grandeur  and  our  liberty. " 

*•  Good !  "  rejoined  Petit-Pierre ;  "  the  last  part  of  your 
prayer  coincides  entirely  with  mine." 

With  that  he  bestrode  the  horse  with  the  assistance  of 
Michel,  who  held  his  stirrup;  and  after  a  last  &rewell  to 
the  widow,  Uiey  both  disappeared  behind  the  hedge. 

For  some  time  Petit-Pierre,  with  hia  head  bent  lor 
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ward  upon  his  chest,  heedless  of  his  surroundings, 
seemed  a  prey  to  deep  and  gloomy  reflection. 

At  last  he  made  a  mighty  effort,  and  shaking  off  his 
depression,  he  turned  to  Michel,  who  was  walking  heside 
him. 

"Monsieur,"  said  he,  "I  already  know  two  things 
about  you  which  entitle  you  to  my  full  confidence :  the 
first  is  that  we  were  indebted  to  you  last  evening  for  the 
timely  warning  that  the  troops  were  marching  upon 
the  Ch&teau  de  Souday;  the  second,  that  you  came 
to-day  to  help  me  in  the  name  of  the  marquis  and  his 
charming  daughters.  There  is  a  third  fact  which  I  have 
still  to  learn :  who  are  you  f  My  friends  are  so  rare,  in 
my  present  plight,  that  I  desire  to  know  their  names, 
and  can  promise  not  to  forget  them." 

''I  am  Baron  Michel  de  la  Logerie,"  replied  the 
youth. 

"De  la  Logerie f  Wait  a  moment,  monsieur;  I  am 
sure  that  I  have  heard  that  name  before." 

''  True,  madame,  poor  Bonneville  was  conducting  your 
Highness  to  my  mother's  house  when  •—  " 

"  Here,  here !  what 's  that  you  say  ?  Your  Highness  / 
Whom  are  you  talking  to  t  I  see  no  <  Highness '  here ; 
I  see  only  a  poor  peasant  called  Fetit-Pierre. " 

"  Of  course ;  if  Madame  will  forgive  me  —  " 

"AgainI" 

"  I  '11  try  once  more :  poor  Bonneville  was  conducting 
you  to  my  mother's  house,  when  I  had  the  honor  of 
meeting  you,  and  guiding  you  to  the  Gh&teau  de 
Souday." 

"  So  that  I  already  have  a  threefold  cause  for  gratitude 
to  you.  Oh,  that  doesn't  frighten  me;  and  however 
great  the  services  you  have  rendered,  I  hope  that  the 
day  will  come  when  I  can  square  it  all  up  with  you." 
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Michel  stammered  some  words  which  did  not  reach 
companion's  ear,  hut  the  words  of  the  latter  seemed 
none  the  less  to  have  produced  a  deep  impression  upon 
him ;  for,  from  that  momeiit,  while  conforming  so  faris 
possihle  to  the  injunction  laid  upon  him,  he  redoubled 
his  attentions  and  respect. 

''But  I  have  an  impression,"  resumed  Petit-Pierre, 
after  a  moment's  thought,  "  that,  judging  from  what 
M.  de  Bonneville  told  me,  your  family  is  not  supposed 
to  be  precisely  devoted  to  the  Boyalist  cause.  ** 

"  In  fact,  mad  —  mon  —  " 

**  Call  me  Petit-Pierre,  or  else  don't  call  me  anything; 
it 's  the  only  way  to  avoid  embarrassment.  In  that  case, 
I  must  owe  the  honor  of  having  you  for  my  knight  to 
recent  conversion  ? " 

"  Conversion  easy  to  make  I  At  my  age,  opinions  have 
not  become  convictions, — they  are  simple  sentiments.* 

"  You  are  very  young  1 "  said  Petit-Pierre,  looking 
attentively  at  bis  guide. 

"  I  am  just  in  my  twenty-first  year." 

Petit-Pierre  sighed. 

**  That 's  just  the  right  age, "  said  he,  **  to  love  and  to 
fight." 

The  baron  heaved  a  tremendous  sigh,  and  Petit-Pierre 
smiled  imperceptibly,  as  he  heard  it. 

"Well,  well! "  he  exclaimed,  ''that  sigh  went  a  long 
way  toward  disclosing  the  cause  of  the  political  conver- 
sion we  were  just  discussing.  My  life  oti  it,  that  there 's 
a  pair  of  lovely  eyes  somewhere  which  are  no  strangen 
to  you,  and  that  if  Louis  Philippe's  soldiers  should  search 
you  at  this  moment,  they  would  find  on  you  a  scaif 
which  is  more  precious  because  of  the  hands  which 
embroidered  it  than  of  the  principles  of  which  its  odor 
is  the  emblem." 


f 
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''I  can  assure  you,  madame,"  stammered  Michel, 
**  that  my  determination  is  not  due  to  that  cause." 

"  Come,  come,  don't  try  to  deny  the  impeachment. 
It 's  true  chivalry,  Monsieur  Michel.  We  do  not  forget, 
either  hecause  we  are  descended  from  them  or  because 
we  wish  to  resemble  them,  that  the  knights  of  old 
placed  women  almost  on  a  level  with  God  and  quite 
on  a  level  with  kings,  mingling  all  three  in  the  same 
devise.  You  don't  propose  to  be  ashamed  of  falling  in 
love,  I  trust  ?  Why,  it 's  your  very  strongest  claim  to 
my  sympathy.  Ventre-saifU-gria  /  as  Henry  IV.  used 
to  say,  with  an  army  of  twenty  thousand  lovers  I  would 
undertake  to  conquer,  not  France  alone,  but  the  world! 
Qive  us  the  name  of  your  fair  one,  Monsieur  le  Baron 
de  la  Logerie." 

"Oh,"  said  Michel,  evidently  tremendously  scan- 
dalized. 

**  Ah,  you  *re  very  discreet,  my  young  friend  I  I  con- 
gratulate you.  It 's  a  quality  so  much  the  more  precious 
because  it  becomes  more  rare  day  by  day.  But,  then, 
to  a  travelling  companion,  if  you  make  him  swear  to 
keep  the  secret,  you  may  venture  to  tell  it,  baron, 
believe  me.  Come,  do  you  want  me  to  help  youf 
Suppose  we  say  that  at  this  moment  we  are  journeying 
toward  the  lady  of  your  thoughts?" 

**  You  are  right, "  said  Michel. 

"  Suppose  we  say  that  it  is  neither  more  nor  less  than 
one  of  our  lovely  Amazons  of  Souday  t " 

^  Oh,  mon  ZHeu  /  who  can  have  told  you  that  ? " 

''  Well,  I  congratulate  you,  my  young  comrade.  'She- 
wolves '  though  they  call  them,  I  look  upon  them  aa 
noble  and  trusty  hearts,  abundantly  capable  of  bestow- 
ing perfect  happiness  upon  those  whom  they  choose. 
You  are  wealthy,  Monsieur  de  la  Logerie  f " 
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''  Alas,  yes  I "  replied  Michel. 

"  All  the  better,  man ,  —  not  alaa ;  for  you  can  enrich 
your  wife,  which  is  in  my  opinion  a  great  advantage. 
However,  as  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  rough  sailing 
to  be  got  through  with  in  every  love  afiEair,  if  Petit* 
Pierre  can  help  you  in  any  way,  you  have  but  to  call 
upon  him ;  he  will  be  only  too  happy  to  show  his  grati- 
tude in  that  way  for  the  service  you  have  rendered  him. 
But  some  one  is  coming,  or  I  'm  very  much  mistaken. 
Listen!" 

Footsteps  were  indeed  audible  at  some  distance,  but 
approaching. 

"  I  'm  inclined  to  think  that  it 's  only  one  man,"  said 
Petit-Pierre. 

"  Very  true.  But  we  ought  to  be  on  our  guard,  none 
the  less,"  replied  the  baron;  ''and  I  am  going  to  ask 
you  to  let  me  mount  behind  you." 

"  Willingly ;  but  are  you  tired  already !  " 

"  No,  indeed,  I  'm  not.  But  I  am  well  known  in  the 
neighborhood,  you  see ;  and  if  any  one  meets  me  on  foo^ 
walking  beside  a  mounted  peasant  and  leading  his  horse 
by  the  head,  as  Haman  led  Mordecai,  it  will  certainly 
set  him  thinking." 

"  Bravo !  What  you  say  is  as  true  as  Grospel,  and  I 
begin  to  think  that  something  may  be  made  of  you. " 

Petit-Pierre  alighted;  and  as  Michel  leaped  lightly 
into  the  saddle,  he  mounted  modestly  behind  him. 

The  person  who  was  approaching  them  had  got  within 
hailing  distance  before  they  were  fairly  settled  in  their 
new  positions,  and  they  heard  him  stop. 

"  Oho ! "  said  Petit-Pierre;  "  it  seems  that  this  trav- 
eller is  as  much  afraid  of  us  as  we  are  of  all  travellers." 

"  Who  goes  there  1 "  said  Michel,  in  a  gruff  voice. 

"  Why,  it 's  Monsieur  le  Baron  I "  the  man  replied 
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adyancing.  "  Deuce  take  me  if  I  expected  to  meet  you 
on  the  road  at  such  an  hour ! " 

**  You  were  quite  right  when  you  said  that  you  were 
well  known, "  whispered  Petit-Pierre,  laughing. 

"  Yes,  unluckily,  **  said  Michel,  in  a  tone  which  gave 
his  companion  to  understand  that  they  were  in  a  dangerous 
situation. 

"  Why,  who  is  the  man  9 "  Petit-Pierre  asked. 

"Gourtin,  my  tenant-farmer,  —  the  same  whom  we 
Buapect  of  having  given  information  of  your  presence  at 
Marianne  Picaut's.  Get  out  of  sight  behind  mel"  he 
continued,  in  a  sharp,  imperative  tone,  which  sufficiently 
expressed  the  urgency  of  the  crisis. 

Petit-Pierre  made  haste  to  follow  that  counsel. 

"  Is  it  you,  Courtin  ? "  Michel  said,  while  Petit-Piene 
was  doing  his  best  to  efface  himself. 

"  Yes,  it 's  me,"  the  farmer  replied. 

"  Where  are  you  &om,  yourself  1 " 

'^  Prom  Machecoul.     I  went  there  to  buy  an  ox." 

*  Well,  where  's  your  ox  t    I  don't  see  him. " 

*  I  could  n't  make  a  trade.  With  all  this  damned 
politics,  business  is  at  a  stand-still  and  there  's  nothing 
at  all  in  the  market, "  said  Courtin,  who,  as  he  spoke, 
was  scrutinizing,  as  closely  as  the  darkness  would  permit, 
the  horse  ridden  by  Michel. 

As  the  latter  seemed  disposed  to  let  the  conversation 
drop,  Courtin  continued,  — 

"How's  this,  Monsieur  le  Baron f  Your  back  still 
seems  to  be  turned  upon  La  Logerie. " 

'^  There  's  nothing  wonderful  about  that;  I  am  going 
to  Souday." 

''May  I  be  permitted  to  remark  that  you  are  not 
altogether  on  the  right  roadf " 

"  Ohf  I  know  that  well  enough;  but  I  am  afraid  of 
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finding  the  direct  road  guarded,  bo  I  am  making  a 
ditour." 

"  In  that  case,  and  if  you  are  really  going  to  Sondaj," 
aaid  Courtin,  "  I  think  I  ought  to  give  yon  a  bit  o{ 
advice." 

"  What  is  it  I  Advice,  if  sincerely  ofiered,  is  always 
welcome. " 

"  You  will  find  the  cage  empty." 

"  Nonsenee !  " 

*  It 's  true;  and  that  'a  not  where  yon  most  go,  Mon- 
sieur le  Baron ,  if  you  want  to  find  the  bird  that  keeps 
you  running  around  the  country," 

"  Who  told  you  bo,  Courtin  I "  said  Michel,  gaiding 
his  horse  all  the  while  in  such  fashion  as  to  keep  con- 
stantly face  to  face  with  his  interlocutor,  and  thos  hide 
Petit-Pierre. 

"  Who  told  me  1 "  exclaimed  Courtin.  "  Fardieu  I  my 
eyeal  I  saw  them  all  come  out,  — the  devil  take  themt 
They  passed  me  on  the  road  to  Grandee-Landea." 

"  Are  there  soldiers  in  that  direction  I "  asked  tbe 
baron. 

Petit-Pierre  thought  the  last  question  ill-advised, 
and  pinched  his  arm. 

"  Soldiera  I  "  Courtin  repeated ;  "  so  you  'n  afraid  of 
the  soldiera,  tool  Well,  if  that  'a  so,  I  advise  you  not 
to  venture  in  the  open  country  to-night;  for  you  can't 
go  a  leag\ie  in  any  direction  without  spying  bayonets. 
Do  better  than  that.  Monsieur  Michel  —  " 

"What  do  you  want  me  to  dot  Tell  me;  and  if  it's 
really  betUr.  I '11  do  it" 

'  Come  hsek  with  me  to  La  Logerio.  Too  will  maka 
your  mother  very  happy ;  and  she  's  in  a  sad  state  now. 
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"  Master  Gourtin,"  said  Michel,  "  let  me  give  you  a 
little  advice,  in  my  turn." 

"  What  is  it,  Monsieur  le  Baron  t " 

*  To  hold  your  tongue. " 

"  No,  I  will  not  hold  my  tongue,"  replied  the  farmer, 
with  an  affectation  of  great  sorrow.  "  No ;  it 's  too  hard 
to  see  my  young  master  exposed  to  a  thousand  dangers, 
and  all  for  one  —  " 

"Bequiet,  Courtinl" 

'^  For  one  of  those  cursed  She-wolves,  whom  the  son 
of  a  mere  peasant,  as  I  am,  would  have  none  of  !  ** 

"Wretch I  Will  you  hold  your  peace)"  cried  the 
youth,  threatening  Gourtin,  with  hunting-whip  uplifted. 

This  movement,  which  Gourtin  douhtless  intended  to 
provoke,  caused  Michel's  horse  to  take  a  step  forward; 
and  the  mayor  thus  found  himself  abreast  of  the  two 
cavaliers. 

'^  Pardon  me,  if  I  offend  you.  Monsieur  le  Baron," 
said  he,  in  the  tone  of  a  crying  child;  "  but  I  have  n't 
slept  for  two  nights,  thinking  about  it." 

Petit-Pierre  shuddered  as  he  recognized  the  same 
wheedling,  hypocritical  inflection  in  the  mayor's  voice 
which  he  had  already  heard  in  the  Widow  Picaut's 
cottage,  and  which  had  been  followed,  as  soon  as  he 
took  his  departure,  by  such  melancholy  events.  He 
made  a  second  silent  appeal  to  Michel,  which  was 
intended  to  mean,  "  Let  us  get  rid  of  this  man  at  any 
price. " 

**  Very  well,"  said  Michel.  "  Go  your  way,  and  let 
us  go  ours. " 

Gourtin  started,  as  if  he  then  noticed  for  the  first  time 
that  the  baron  had  some  one  behind  him. 

"Ah,  mon  Dieu/"  said  he;  "you  are  not  alone t 
Ah,  I  understand,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  why  what  I  said 
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Id  ynt  wra3ii*tl  ym!  Gnse,  flKxiaeiiry  whoeTer  you 
iL&T  t*!^,  fc'TtcIfs  Till  vill  ^aiv  mofe  eommon-aenaB 
ihiis.  j-.rz:  T'-'^^  fri«cii.  Jcia  ise  in  impreasing  npon 
iizr  i^ifcS  bf  ^ift$  =f:52i:=.£  v  silsi  in  deljing  the  laws  and 
ihtt  ixct  viiadk  ib^  Gov^KCjaent  has  at  its  disposal,  as 
be  seas  izidiacd  %:  -S:  j^^  u>  please  tlioae  She-wolvea.'' 

^Once  Bore.  Cc^ni:!.^  said  Michel,  in  tones  full  of 
mezAoe,  *  g«t  o::t  of  ihit  vaj!  I  act  as  aeems  good  to 
me,  and  I  cocsiier  roa  dianed  impertinent  to  under- 
take to  jsi^  mj  ooisdDei.* 

But  Couitin,  vboae  soft-^nken  persistenee  we  have 
aeen  many  inslanees  of,  seemed  disposed  to  hold  his 
groond  until  he  had  seen  the  features  of  the  mysterious 
parsonage  whom  his  young  master  had  on  hehind,  and 
who  kept  his  hack  turned  to  him  as  well  as  he  oould. 

*  Cooie,  now,"  said  he,  trying  to  impart  to  his  words 
an  accent  of  most  perfect  good  &ith,  "  to-morrow  you 
shall  do  as  you  please;  hut  for  to-night,  at  least,  come 
and  have  a  good  night's  sleep  at  your  farmhouse,  and 
bring  along  the  person,  man  or  woman,  who  is  with 
you.  I  swear  to  you,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  that  it's 
dangerous  to  be  abroad  to-night." 

"  There  can  be  no  danger  for  my  companion  or  myself, 
for  we  don't  meddle  in  politics.  Look  here !  what  are 
you  doing  to  my  saddle,  Courtint"  exclaimed  the 
youth,  as  he  noticed  his  tenant  going  through  some 
inexplicable  performance. 

**  Nothing,  Monsieur  Michel;  nothing  at  all,"  replied 
Gourtin,  with  perfect  suavity.  **  Tou  won't  listen  to 
my  advice  or  my  entreaties,  then  t " 

''No;  go  your  own  way,  and  let  me  continue  my 
journey." 

*  Go  on,  then! "  said  the  farmer,  in  his  crafty  way; 
'*and  Qod  be  with  you  I    Bemember,  please,  thnt  your 
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poor  Courtin  did  everything  that  lay  in  his  power  to 
prevent  the  evil  that  is  likely  to  ensue." 

As  he  spoke,  Courtin  at  last  made  up  his  mind  to 
stand  aside.  Michel  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  galloped 
away. 

"  Faster !  faster !  "  said  Petit-Pierre.  "  Yes,  I  reeog- 
nixed  in  him  the  man  who  is  lesponsihle  for  poor 
Bonneville's  death!  Let  us  get  away  as  fast  as  pos- 
sible.    That  man  brings  ill-luck  with  him  I " 

The  young  baron  urged  his  horse  to  his  utmost 
speed.  But  he  had  gone  scarcely  a  dozen  rods  when  the 
saddle  turned,  and  the  two  riders  fell  heavily  upon  the 
stones. 

Petit-Pierre  was  the  first  to  regain  his  feet. 

"  Are  you  hurt)  "  he  asked  Michel,  as  he,  too,  rose* 

" No;  but  I  am  wondering  how  —  " 

"  How  we  came  to  fall  t  That 's  not  the  important 
question.  We  did  fall,  and  tbat  's  all  there  is  to  it. 
Tighten  up  the  girths  again,  as  quickly  as  you  possibly 
can!" 

**  The  devil ! "  ejaculated  Michel,  who  had  already 
put  the  saddle  in  place  on  the  animal's  back;  ''both 
girths  are  broken  at  the  same  height." 

"  Say  rather  that  they  are  cut ! "  exclaimed  Petit- 
Pierre.  "  It 's  one  of  your  infernal  Courtin 's  tricks, 
and  it 's  not  of  good  omen.     Hold  I  look  over  there  —  " 

Michel,  as  Petit-Pierre  seized  his  arm,  turned  his 
eyes  in  the  direction  indicated;  and  not  an  eighth  of 
a  league  away,  in  the  valley,  he  saw  three  or  four  fires 
glimmering  in  the  darkness. 

"  It 's  a  bivouac,"  said  Petit-Pierre.  "  If  the  villain 
has  his  suspicions,  and  he  doubtless  has,  as  his  road 
takes  him  directly  by  those  fires,  he  will  put  the  Bed 
Breeches  on  my  trail  a  second  time." 
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"  Why,  do  you  suppose  that,  knowing  that  I  am  with 
you ,  —  I ,  his  master,  —  he  will  dare  —  " 

**  It 's  my  duty  to  suppose  eyerything.  Monsieur 
Michel." 

"  You  are  right;  and  we  must  leave  nothing  to 
chance. " 

^  We  shall  do  well  to  leave  the  travelled  path,  then." 

« I  think  so." 

''  How  much  time  do  we  need  to  reach  the  place  where 
the  marquis  awaits  us,  if  we  are  ohliged  to  go  on  foott  * 

"  An  hour,  at  least;  so  we  have  no  time  to  lose.  Bat 
what  shall  we  do  with  the  horse  t  We  can't  make  him 
climb  fences." 

"Throw  the  reins  on  his  neck;  he  will  go  back  to 
his  stable.  And  if  our  friends  come  across  him  on  the 
way,  they  will  understand  that  something  must  have 
happened  to  us  and  will  hunt  us  up.     But  hush  1 " 

"What  is  it?" 

"  Do  you  hear  nothing  f "  asked  Petit-Pierre. 

"  I  believe  I  do,  —  the  step  of  horses  in  the  direction 
of  the  bivouac. " 

"  You  see,  it  was  not  without  an  ulterior  design  that 
your  worthy  farmer  cut  our  girths !  Let 's  be  off,  my 
poor  baron ! " 

"But  if  we  leave  the  horse  here,  our  pursuers  will 
find  him  and  will  easily  guess  that  the  riders  are  nol 
far  away." 

"Wait,"  said  Petit-Pierre,  "I  have  an  idea, —the 
races  of  the  barheri  in  Italy ;  yes,  that 's  the  very  thing. 
Do  as  I  do.  Monsieur  Michel." 

"  Command,  and  I  obey." 

Petit-Pierre  at  once  set  to  work.  With  his  delicate 
hands,  at  the  risk  of  tearing  his  fingers  to  bits,  he  broke 
off  branches  of  thorn  and  holly  in  the  hedge  by  the 
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loadside.  With  these  he  formed  a  bundle  of  some  size; 
and  as  Michel  had  done  as  he  saw  Petit-Pierre  do,  thej 
soon  had  two  bundles. 

*  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  them  ?  ^  queried 
Michel. 

"  Tear  the  mark  off  your  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
give  me  the  rest  of  it." 

Michel  obeyed  to  the  letter. 

Petit-Pierre  tore  two  strips  off  the  handkerchief  and 
tied  the  sticks  together  in  two  bundles,  one  of  which 
he  fastened  under  the  horse's  mane,  which  was  long 
and  silky,  the  other  he  tied  under  his  tail. 

The  poor  animal,  as  he  felt  .the  sharp  points  in  his 
flesh,  began  to  prance  and  rear,  while  the  object  of  the 
operation  began  to  dawn  upon  the  baron's  brain. 

*^  Kow  take  off  his  bridle,  so  that  he  won't  break  his 
neck,''  said  Petit-Pierre,  *^  and  let  him  go." 

The  horse  was  no  sooner  freed  from  the  detaining 
rein  than  he  snorted,  shook  his  mane  and  tail  angrily, 
and  flew  away  like  a  shot  from  a  catapult,  leaving  a  long 
trail  of  sparks  behind  him. 

"Bravo!"  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre.  "Now  pick  up 
the  saddle,  and  let 's  hurry  to  get  out  of  sight. " 

They  crawled  through  the  hedge,  Michel  dragging 
saddle  and  bridle  behind  him.  On  the  other  side,  they 
crouched  down  and  listened. 

They  could  still  hear  the  horse  clattering  over  the 
stones,  in  his  mad  gallop. 

**  Do  you  hear  that  1 "  said  the  baron,  with  satis&ction* 

"Yes;  but  we  are  not  the  only  ones  to  hear  it, 
Monsieur  le  Baron/' said  Petit-Pierre.  ''Here's  the 
echo!" 
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CHAPTER  XLVI. 

IK  WHICH  MASTBB  JACQT71ES   KEEPS   HIS   OAXH 
TO  AUBIK  COUBTB'JOIB. 

Ik  a  moment  the  sounds  which  Baron  Michel  and 
Petit-Pierre  heard  from  the  quarter  where  Courtin  had 
vanished  from  sight  changed  to  a  confused  uproar,  which 
grew  louder  and  louder.  And  in  two  minutes  more  a 
score  of  chasseurs  —  hot  on  the  tracks,  or,  more  accu- 
rately, on  the  noise  which  the  Marquis  de  Souday's 
horse  made  as  he  fled,  accompanied  hy  furious  neigh* 
ing  — *  passed  like  a  cyclone  within  ten  feet  of  our  fugi- 
tives, who  rose  to  their  feet  as  the  horsemen  went  hy, 
and  followed  them  with  their  eyes  in  their  mad  race. 

**  They  go  at  a  fair  pace,'*  said  Petit-Pierre;  "  but,  all 
the  same,  I  doubt  if  they  overtake  him.'' 

"  Especially,"  suggested  the  baron,  ''as  they  will  pas 
the  very  spot  where  our  friends  are  waiting  for  us;  and 
I  have  an  idea  that  the  marquis  will  be  in  just  the 
frame  of  mind  to  make  them  slacken  their  pursuit.'' 

Tighting,  in  that  case!"  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre. 
''Yesterday  in  the  water,  to-day  under  fire.  I  like 
the  last  better." 

He  tried  to  lead  Michel  in  the  direction  in  which  the 
battle  was  likely  to  come  off. 

"  Oh,  no,  no ! "  said  Michel,  holding  back.  *  Ko^  I 
beg  you ;  don't  go  there ! " 

"  Are  n't  you  anxious  for  an  opportunity  to  fight  undn 
the  eyes  of  your  fair  one,  baron  t  She  will  be  theie, 
you  know ! " 
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•  I  fancy  so,"  said  the  jonth,  ndlj.  *  But,  joa 
the  soldiers  are  scattered  about  eTcrjwham  Huoagli  tlie 
fields;  if  they  hear  firing,  they  will  haaten  towaid  it. 
We  may  fall  in  with  one  of  tiieir  parties;  and  if  I  wen 
to  make  such  a  mess  as  that  of  the  misraon  intnuled  to 
me,  I  should  never  dare  to  show  my  hee  hdan  the 
marquis  —  " 

"  Before  his  daughter,  you  mean." 

"Well,  yes." 

**  In  that  case,  I  promise  to  do  as  yoa  aay ;  so  as  not  to 
make  trouble  between  you  and  your  loTely  friend." 

"  Thanks,  thanks !  "  said  Michel,  eagerly,  aeixing  Petit- 
Pierre's  hands;  but  the  next  moment  he  mtimd  t» 
realize  the  impropriety  of  such  a  peiiofmaiiee. 

•  Oh,  forgive  me,  forgive  me ! "  he  exclaimed,  falling 
back  a  step. 

"It's  all  right,"  said  Petit-Pierre;  'don't  worry 
about  that.  Where  did  the  Marquis  de  Sooday  propoae 
to  stow  me  away  t " 

"  In  a  farmhouse  of  mine." 

•  Not  Friend  Courtin's,  I  trust" 

"  Oh,  no !  In  another  one  which  stands  oitirely  alone 
in  the  woods  on  the  otiier  side  of  lAg^s  Do  you  know 
the  village  where  Tinguy  used  to  livef  " 

**  Yes;  but  do  you  know  the  way  to  get  there  t " 

"Perfectly." 

"  I  'm  a  little  suspicious  of  that  adverb  here  in  Fraaeeu 
My  poor  Bonneville  also  knew  his  way  perfectly^  and 
yet  he  went  astray." 

He  sighed  at  the  remembrance,  and  murmured,^ 

*Poor  Bonneville!  Alas,  that  mistake  of  his  was 
very  likely  the  cause  of  his  death!" 

This  retrospect  naturally  carried  hia  mind  back  to 
the  melancholy  thoughts  with  which  it  was  filled  when 
VOL.  I.  —  33 
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he  left  the  house  where  the  caiaetiophe  which  ooat  his 
earlier  companion  his  life  had  occurred.  He  relapsed 
into  silence,  and  with  a  consenting  gesture,  followed  in 
the  wake  of  his  new  guide,  replying  only  by  monosylla- 
hles  to  the  rare  questions  he  addressed  to  him. 

Michel  acquitted  himself  of  his  newly  assumed  func- 
tions with  infinitely  more  address  and  sucoeas  than 
would  have  been  expected.  He  bore  away  to  the  left 
across  a  piece  of  open  country,  and  reached  a  brook 
which  he  was  familiar  with  from  having  many  a  time 
caught  crawfish  there  in  his  childhood.  This  brook 
flowed  through  the  valley  of  La  Benaste  from  end  to 
end, «> from  south  to  north, -—and  emptied  into  the 
Boulogne  near  Saint  Colombin. 

The  banks,  with  meadows  on  either  hand,  afforded 
a  safe  and  convenient  road. 

Leaving  the  brook,  after  following  it  for  about  a 
kilometre,  he  bore  ag^dn  to  the  left,  climbed  a  small 
hill,  and  pointed  out  to  Petit-Pierre  the  black  mi  mm 
of  the  forest  of  Touvois,  which  towered  up  in  the  dark- 
ness at  the  foot  of  the  bill  cm  which  they  were  standing. 

"  Is  that  your  farm,  so  soon  t "  Petit-Pierre  asked. 

*  No,  we  shall  have  to  cross  Touvois  forest;  bat  we 
shall  be  there  in  three  quarters  of  an  hour." 

*  Is  Touvois  forest  safe!  * 

*  Probably.  The  soldiers  know  well  enough  that  it 's 
not  healthy  for  theaa  U>  venture  in  our  forests  in  the 

*  Anvl  Tou  Ve  not  afraid  ol  losing  your  way  there  f  * 

*  No :  for  we  shall  nol  raally  go  into  the  forest  until 
w%  ;itrtk«  the  road  fNOi  Macheeoul  to  L^g^  which 
wi»  mx%$i  niesawaily  dd  if  wo  skiii  the  forest  to  the 
ea*iwwt* 
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*  Whjy  then  we  have  only  to  follow  the  load." 

"  Gome  on,  then/'  aaid  Petit-Piene.  *  I  shall  have 
a  good  account  to  give  of  yon,  my  yonng  guide;  and  it 
ahall  not  he  Petit-Piene's  &uU,  I  piomiae  you,  if  your 
courageous  devotion  ibils  to  obtain  the  reward  it  aspires 
to.  But  here  's  a  road  which  seems  quite  passable.  Is 
it  not  the  one  we  're  looking  for  t  ** 

*  It 's  very  easy  to  ascertain.  There  should  he  a  post 
on  the  right.  — Ah,  look,  here  it  is  I  This  is  the  road. 
And  now,  Petit-Pierre,  I  venture  to  promise  you  a 
comfortable  night." 

*"  Indeed,  I  ahaU  he  glad  of  it,"  said  Petit-Piene, 
drawing  a  long  breath;  *for  I  won't  pretend  to  deny 
that  the  fearful  excitement  and  emotion  of  the  day  have 
but  ill  repaired  the  fatigue  of  last  night." 

He  had  barely  ceased  speaking  when  a  dark  shadow 
fcae  on  the  other  side  of  the  ditch,  leaped  across  into 
the  road,  and  a  man,  seising  him  roughly  by  the  collar, 
cried,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  — 

"  Halt,  or  you  're  a  dead  manl " 

Michel  rushed  to  the  rescue  of  his  comrade,  dealing 
his  assailant  a  heavy  blow  on  the  head  with  the  leaden 
handle  of  his  whip. 

But  he  was  within  an  ace  of  paying  dear  for  his 
generous  intervention. 

The  man,  without  releasing  Petit-Pierre,  whom  he 
held  with  his  left  hand,  pulled  a  pistol  from  inside  his 
coat,  and  fired  at  Michel. 

Luckily  for  the  poor  fellow,  however  weak  Petit- 
Pierre  was,  he  was  not  simple  enough  to  remain  so 
quiescent  as  the  man  with  the  pistol  would  have  liked. 
He  saw  the  murderous  movement;  and  with  still  greater 
promptitude,  he  knocked  up  the  arm  which  held  the 
weapon  so  opportunely  that  the  bullet,  which  but  for 
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his  moyement  would  inevitably  have  pierced  the  baron's 
breast,  simply  grazed  his  shoulder. 

Michel  returned  to  the  charge ;  and  the  assailant  was 
drawing  a  second  pistol  from  his  belt,  when  two  other 
persons  leaped  out  of  the  bushes  and  seized  Michel  from 
behind. 

Thereupon  the  first  comer,  seeing  that  Michel  was  no 
longer  able  to  do  any  harm,  contented  himself  with 
saying  to  his  assistants, — 

"Just  shoot  that  fellow;  and  when  you  have  dons 
with  him,  you  can  put  this  one  out  of  the  way,  too."* 

''Pray,  by  what  right  do  you  stop  us  in  this  wayf  * 
Petit-Pierre  ventured  to  inquire. 

^  By  right  of  this,''  the  man  replied,  pointing  to  his 
carbine,  which  was  slung  over  his  shoulder.  ''Why! 
Tou  shall  know  very  soon.  Bind  the  fellow  with  the 
whip  tight.  As  for  this  one,"  he  added,  with  a  con- 
temptuous wave  of  his  hand  toward  Petit-Pierre,  "  it 's 
not  worth  while ;  I  don't  think  we  shall  have  any  grett 
difficulty  in  making  him  follow  us." 

"  But  tell  me  where  you  are  going  to  take  us,**  Petit- 
Pierre  insisted. 

"Oho,  you're  very  inquisitive,  my  young  friend!" 
the  man  replied. 

"  But  still  —  " 

"  Pardieu !  Be  moving,  if  you  're  so  anxious  to 
know.     Tou  will  see  very  soon  with  your  own  eyes." 

Taking  Petit-Pierre's  hand  in  his  own,  his  captor 
drew  him  into  the  dense  woods;  while  Michel,  still 
struggling  sturdily,  followed  behind,  under  the  impnl* 
sion  of  the  two  acolytes. 

They  went  on  thus  for  ten  minutes,  when  thej 
reached  the  clearing  with  which  we  are  already  se* 
quainted  as  the  abode   of  Master  Jacques,  the  master 
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of  the  Babbits;  for  he  it  was  who,  to  fulfil  his  promise 
to  Courte-Joie  literally,  had  held  up  the  first  two  trav- 
ellers whom  chance  had  thrown  in  his  way.  And  it 
was  the  report  of  his  pistol  which  sent  all  the  insurgents 
under  cover,  as  related  at  the  end  of  a  former  chapter* 


cIS  IME  SHB-WQLTB  OF  MACHSOOUL. 


CHAPTER  XLVn. 

rr  IS   DKMOSSTKATBD  THAT  ALL  THB  JBW8 
SV>T  FK03i  OSKUSALKIC,  NOR  ALL  THB  TXTRK8 


.o  ibM%  Babbits!  *  shoated  Master  JacqueSi  on 
aEn.T::^c  as  ibe  cleazing. 

Al  «c.Tfir  !R»der*s  T\>ice  the  obedient  Babbits  started  op 
trMxi  V>hi=si  the  boshes  tnlls  of  fane  and  of  broom, 
^  wtiica  theT  kftd  flown  at  the  first  alarm,  and  crowded 
isx>  th#  cI<aftR=g»  where  thej  proceeded  to  examine  the 
rn^xxiec^  *»  doeelr  as  the  darioieeB  permitted*  It  seemed, 
^^w^T^NT^  tbiU  a  mote  earefol  acmtinj  was  deemed  adris- 
abl«:  for  ooii*  of  them  went  down  into  the  borrow,  lit 
two  rt^*c««  oif  spnio^  and  held  them  nnder  the  noses  of 
l:\d«>l^rte  and  hs  companion 

M^isser  Jjcqoiee  meanwhile  had  resomed  his  former 
;3«at  on  th«  tNe-tnmk,  and  was  talking  tranqniUy  with 
Aubin  Couite^oie,  to  whom  he  was  describing  the  ind- 
dents  of  the  capture  he  had  made,  with  no  more  excite- 
meat  than  that  with  whidi  a  TiUager  tells  his  wife  of  the 
laie  Nugain  he  made  at  the  maxket. 

Michel^  who  was  natmallj  exdted  bj  this,  his  firrt 
dl&aT«  and  the  woond  be  had  leceiTed,  was  seated,  or 
Wing^  in  the  grass;  Petit-Pierxe,  standing  beside  him,  was 
g&uug  with  curioeitT,  not  ine  from  diqgost^  at  the  faeee 
of  the  bandits,  who,  haTing  satisfied  their  coriositj,  had 
reeumed  their  interrupted  occapations,  ^  their  psalmody, 
that  is  to  say,  and  their  games^  their  sfaimbera^  and  the 
of  their 
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Ifevertheless,  while  playing  and  drinking  and  singing 
and  cleaning  their  guns,  carbines,  and  pistols,  they  never 
for  an  instant  lost  sight  of  their  prisoners,  who  had  been 
placed  for  greater  security,  in  the  centre  of  the  clearing. 

At  last,  as  his  glance  wandered  from  the  bandits  to  his 
comrade,  Petit-Pierre  noticed  for  the  first  time  that 
Michel  was  wounded. 

"Oh,  man  JXeuf"  he  cried,  as  he  saw  the  blood 
which  had  rolled  down  his  arm  to  his  hand;  ''you  are 
wounded  ?  " 

"  I  believe  so,  mad  —  mons  —  " 

''Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake,  say  Petit^Pierre^  until 
further  orders,  and  now  more  than  ever!  Are  you  in 
much  pain  t " 

"  Ko;  it  felt  as  if  I  received  a  blow  on  my  shoulder, 
but  my  arm  is  all  stiff.'' 

"Try  to  move  it." 

"  Oh,  I  'm  sure  there 's  nothing  broken.     See! " 

He  seemed  to  have  no  difficulty  about  moving  the 
arm,  as  he  said. 

"Gh)odI  I'm  glad  of  that  I  The  woimd  will  be  a  great 
assistance  in  carrying  by  storm  the  heart  of  your  beloved ; 
and  if  your  gallant  conduct  does  not  suffice,  I  promise 
you  that  I  will  intervene.  I  have  abundant  reason  for 
believing  that  my  intervention  will  be  effective." 

"  How  kind  (bonne)*  you  are!  " 

"How  kind!  kind  I  kind!  (bon!  boni  bon!) 
Don't  forget  again,  you  wretched  boy!" 

"Ko,  I  won't,  Petit-Pierre;  after  such  a  promise  as 
that,  if  you  should  order  me  to  storm  a  battery  of  a 
hundred  pieces  of  cannon,  unaided,  I  would  rush  at  the 

^  By  ai^lying  to  Fetit-PiezTe  the  adjectiye  bonne  (feminine),  the 
incognito  of  coune  was  endangered.  He  entzeats  him  to  say  htm, 
the  maflcnlme  fonn. 
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t;  with  mj  head  down.  Ah,  if  yoa  would  speak 
to  the  MoiquiB  de  Souday,  I  should  be  the  happietf 
of  mea! " 

"  Don't  gaeticulate  so  vigorously ;  you  will  prereat 
the  flow  of  blood  from  stopping.  Aba  !  so  it  seems  that 
it  'b  tbe  marquis  whom  you  particularly  dread.  Yeiy 
well ;  I  will  speak  to  this  awe-inspiring  marquis,  on  Um 
honor  of — Petit-Fierre.  But  while  they  leave  ns  ia 
peace, "  he  continued,  with  a  hasty  glance  around,  "  1st 
us  talk  of  our  present  situation.  Where  are  we,  and 
who  are  these  fellows  t" 

"  Why,  they  have  eveiy  appearance  of  being  Chooan^' 
said  MicheL 

"  Ghouans  holding  up  inoffensive  tnvellen  1  It  'a  not 
poasible! " 

"  Such  things  have  been  known,  however. " 

"Ob,  it  can't  be." 

"Even  if  they  have  never  been  known  before^  I 
greatly  fear  that  to-day  they  have  been." 

"  But  what  are  they  going  to  do  with  nal " 

"Wb  shall  know  very  soon;  for  you  see  they  an 
moving  about,  and  no  doubt  it  'a  with  a  view  of  doing  na 
the  honor  of  deciding  our  fate. " 

"  Oh,  the  idea !  "  said  Petit-Pieire,  "  it  would  be  veiy 
intere.'iting  if  we  should  be  in  danger  from  my  own  ad- 
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who  found  some  difficulty  in  standing  up,  on  account  of 
his  wound  and  his  bound  wrists,  was  not  so  quick  to 
obey;  whereupon  Aubin  Courte-Joie  made  a  sign  to 
Trigaud,  who  seised  the  young  man  by  the  waist,  took 
him  up  as  easily  as  another  would  have  done  with  a 
child  of  three  years,  and  deposited  him  on  the  ground 
in  front  of  Master  Jacques,  taking  great  care  to  place 
him  in  exactly  the  same  position  he  was  lying  in  when 
he  picked  him  up, — an  operation  which  Trigaud  the 
Vermin  performed  very  cleverly  by  throwing  Michel's 
lower  extremities  forward,  and  then  upsetting  his  centre 
of  gravity,  instead  of  dropping  him  on  the  ground  in  a 
heap. 

"  Blockhead  I "  muttered  Michel,  losing  his  wonted 
timidity  under  the  stress  of  physical  pain. 

''You  are  not  polite,"  said  Master  Jacques;  "no,  I 
say  again,  you  are  not  polite,  Monsieur  le  Baron  Michel 
de  la  Logerie  I  and  this  good  fellow's  attentions  deserve 
more  courteous  acknowledgment.  But  a  truce  to  these 
trifles  I     Let  us  come  to  our  little  matters." 

Gazing  more  attentively  at  the  young  man,  he  con- 
tinued :  — 

"I  am  not  mistaken;  you  are  really  M.  le  Baron 
Michel  de  la  Logerie  ?  *' 

**  Yes, "  replied  Michel,  briefly. 

**  So  far,  so  good !  Now  be  good  enough  to  tell  me 
what  you  were  doing  in  the  heart  of  Touvois  forest  at 
this  time  of  night. " 

'*  I  might  well  reply  that  I  am  not  accountable  to  you, 
and  that  the  roads  are  free  to  all. " 

''But  you  won't  make  any  such  reply,  Monsieur  le 
Baron." 

"Why  should  I  not  r* 

"  Because,  saving  your  presence,  you  would  be  talking 
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noiuense,  and  70a  haTe  too  much  eonmian-wiMB  te 
that.'' 

«  How  sot" 

**  Why,  becauBe  yon  must  see  that  y<m  ai«  aooountaUa 
to  me,  since  I  call  upon  yon  to  giTe  an  aoeoont  of  yonr- 
aolf ;  and  because  you  must  see,  alao^  that  the  roads  aie 
not  fn^e,  since  you  were  prevented  from  going  where  yoQ 
wished  to  go. " 

^  All  right;  I  won't  argue  with  you.  I  was  going  to 
my  fsrmhou^  the  Banlosuvre,  which,  as  you  know,  it 
at  on^  o.nd  of  Touvois  forest,  in  which  we  now  are.** 

*  That 's  right,  Monsieur  le  BarcMi;  do  me  the  honor 
to  answer  m  all  the  time,  and  we  shall  get  along  iiua- 
1^n^\y,  Xow«  how  does  it  happen  that  Monsieur  le  Baron 
A^  U  l^^^rifs  who  has  so  many  fine  hoises  in  his  stahlss, 
11^  Yn^ny  handsome  vehicles  in  his  cairiage-house,  is 
tTAxV.V.nc  on  foot^   as  simple  peasants   like  ouiselvei 

^  W>  >)^.)  a  h^TM^  l«Qt  he  fell  with  us,  and  got  away, 

aT>^?  ^-ii*  <vv.;^a  r.^t  witch  him." 

'*'  i>.vv,  j^r%:n !  Now,  Monsieur  le  Baron,  I  trust  you 
%  //.  >v  c^wi  <>sj>.v,;^b  lo  t*ll  US  the  news." 


^^  \  .t^      AX  'h^i  ^$  Cv^iiic  en  orer  there^   Moosieiir  fe 

♦  »  >»».•  "iT  v*^w4  )ttt^  t*.-^  in  wikit  is  going  on  in  oar 
>*»u*^  \%->>  vvl  *  *  ^•nik:r>5^i  Msrixi  wSc*,  Wine  still  some- 
>»  i»*<    SI    ;  w  iik-^  a^  x-  w-*j.tir  be  wa$  ^aalirx  with,  diJ 

^  *  • 
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Mioliel  looked  at  Petit-Pierre  in  some  embarrassment. 
If  aster  Jacques  intercepted  the  look,  and  ordered  Trigaud 
the  Vermin  to  station  himself  between  the  two  prisoners 
like  *•  WaU  "  in  the  "  Mid-Summer  Night's  Dream.  ** 

**  Well, "  said  Michel,  ^  we  met  what  one  meets  at  all 
hotrrs  and  on  all  the  roads  about  Macheooul  these  three 
days, — soldiers. " 

"  Of  course  they  spoke  to  yout  " 

"No." 

"  No  f  Do  you  mean  to  say  they  let  you  pass  without 
speaking  to  you  f  " 

"  We  avoided  them. " 

"  Nonsense !  "  remarked  Master  Jacques,  incredulously. 

"We  were  travelling  on  our  own  business,  and  it 
did  n't  suit  us  to  be  forced  to  meddle  with  what  in  no 
way  concerned  us." 

"  And  who  is  the  youth  with  you." 

Petit-Pierre  made  haste  to  reply  before  Michel  had 
time  to  do  so. 

"  I  am  Monsieur  le  Baron's  servant, "  said  he. 

"  In  that  case,  my  friend, "  retorted  Master  Jacques, 
*  allow  me  to  suggest  that  you  are  a  very  poor  servant; 
and,  upon  my  word,  peasant  as  I  am,  it  disgusts  me  to 
hear  a  servant  reply  for  his  master,  especially  when  he 
is  not  spoken  to. 

"  So  this  youth  is  your  servant^  is  he  t  "  he  continued, 
addressing  Michel  again.     "  He 's  a  very  proper  fellow ! " 

The  master  of  the  Babbits  examined  Petit-Pierre  with 
the  greatest  care,  while  one  of  his  men  held  the  torch  in 
the  youth's  face,  to  enable  him  to  scrutinise  him  more 
satisfactorily. 

"  Just  tell  us  what  you  want,  will  you  1 "  demanded 
Michel.  "  If  it 's  my  purse,  I  don't  propose  to  defend  it; 
take  it^  and  let  us  go  about  our  business." 
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''  Oh,  <U  I   for  shame!  ** 


''if  I  w«ro  a  ge&tlemAii  like  jou»  MoHBear  Mk^ei.  I 
woultl  itk  your  pardon  for  aiicii  an  iasalt.  Look  too! 
do  you  take  ut  for  bighwaymeaf  Tbai's  not  as  all 
flntU^ring,  do  you  know;  and  ezeept  tliai  I  lear  to 
dtuplcttMit  you,  I  would  reveal  myself  to  yoa  in  my  tnie 
(^olorN.  Hut  you  don't  mix  in  polities.  Monaeiir  your 
futlktir,  liowovor,  whom  I  had  the  privilege  of  knowing 
ii)i|{))Uy,  did  go  into  politics  considerably,  and  he  didn't 
fail  to  find  his  profit  in  so  doing.  I  eonfeaa  thsi  I 
<^x)>t>ottHi  to  And  in  you  a  sealous  adherent  of  hia  Ifj^jesfey 
Umtn  Philipim." 

^  You  w«r«  greatly  mistaken,  then,  my  dear  sir,"  inter- 
)\ivmhI  IVUt" Pierre,  unceremoniously;  ''M.  le  Baron  ii^ 
\\i\  \i\^  otmUary,  a  very  sealous  partisan  of  Henri  V." 

*"  Ki^ll^Vt  t)ty  young  friend  t  '*  cried  Master  Jacques. 

^  \\ni  h«^r»  Slonsieur  le  Baron,''  he  continued,  tuin- 
ii\|i  V  Mioh«^)«  **  what  your  companion — no,  I  am  wrong 
'.—  Y>nu  M^txiM^I  «iy» ;  is  it  true ! " 

"^  U  ^  iW  0xaol  truth,**  replied  Michel 

"^  Ak  Uwil  t)lU  my  cup  with  joy!  And  just  fanqr! 
1  ihvn^hi  I  h^kd  K>  do  with  wretched  dogs  of  patriots! 
.M^.%  ;v^.^  hv^w  a^^ham^Ml  I  am  to  have  treated  you  in 
«\kH  t^^vS^v"^  and  what  humble  apologies  I  owe  yoa! 
Aswi"!  thv'kvs,  Mv^x^t^ur  le  Baron ;  and  do  yoa  take  your 
«]1a^^  \^'  ^hiMNw  aiiy  yvHin^  friewk,  and  give  me  your  hands 
v"^  W  K.'^^  N>t  Y\Hk— Mrraal  as  well  aa  master.    I  am 

-  ^>  u  v^;  ^  ^xciftima  MieheL  whose  ill4iiDDMr  wis 
Itc:  tKvML  W^  cft^'^^iMitMd  by  lli#  ironkai  eowiesjof  Maitor 
i)  ^^j!i^\  **^\tvHj^  b^Yt^  a  TiKT  wmpfe  way  ef  showing  yoar 
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"  No,  no,  no !  I  can't  allow  you  to  leave  me  in  any 
snch  way ;  besides,  two  partisans  of  the  legitimist  cause 
like  ourselves,  Monsieur  le  Baron  Michel,  ought  to  dis- 
cuss together  the  burning  question  of  an  appeal  to  arms. 
Don't  you  think  so.  Monsieur  le  Baron)  " 

''  Very  good;  but  the  best  interests  of  that  same  cause 
demand  that  we — my  servant,  that  is,  and  myself —  shoidd 
at  once  bestow  ourselves  in  security  at  Bauloeuvre." 

"  Monsieur  le  Baron,  no  place  of  refuge,  I  give  you 
my  word,  is  safer  than  that  where  you  now  are,  in  our* 
midst;  nor  can  I  suffer  you  to  quit  us  before  I  have 
given  you  a  proof  of  my  deep  interest  in  you." 

"  Humph  I "  muttered  Petit-Pierre,  "  this  is  getting 
decidedly  tiresome." 

"  Bring  on  your  proof,  '^  said  MicheL 

"  You  are  devoted  to  Henri  V.  f "  . 

«Yes." 

*Very  devoted  t 

"Yes." 

"  Enormously  t " 

"  I  have  told  you  so.** 

"You  have,  and  I  don't  doubt  it.  Very  well;  I 
propose  to  furnish  you  with  the  means  of  manifesting 
your  devotion  in  a  most  striking  manner." 

"  Go  ahead." 

"  You  see  all  these  fine  fellows, "  said  Master  Jacques, 
pointing  to  the  members  of  his  band, — "  there  are  forty 
or  more  of  them,  and  they  look  more  like  the  bandits  of 
CaUot  than  honest  peasants;  they  ask  nothing  better 
than  to  give  their  lives  for  our  young  king  and  his 
heroic  mother,  but  they  lack  everything  essential  to 
enable  them  to  attain  that  object, —  weapons  to  fight 
with,  clothes  in  which  to  fitly  array  themselves  for 
the  fight^  money  to  ameliorate  the  hardships  of  camp 
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SU.  I  u>  Ktre,  ywMfgr  k  Bboo,  Oai  joa  «ill 
■tiudder  at  the  tbon^t  tlut  all  thoe  vonhj  letuaan 
aboold  be  ezpoaed,  in  the  pezioranec  «f  vbU  joa  j««r- 
■elf  cMuidei  «  MOcd  duty,  to  kU  the  diiBM«i  vhid 
reaolt  from  couatant  exporan  in  all  vtatinam, — coMa  m 
the  bead,  riMmmatuB,  and  uilamMtioB  of  the  Im^.' 

"When  in  the  deril  do  700  aappoM  I  can  find 
clothe*  and  we^KOu  for  joor  meat"  Rfdied  MidtcL 
"Am  I  a  walking  atorebonae  aadaaMalt  " 

"Ah,  Honaianr  le  Baron,"  nid  HmUi  JacqoB^ 
"  do  jrou  think  that  I  kncFir  m>  little  <d  the  worid  u  t» 
have  dreamed  of  wearying  a  man  like  joa  with  mattcn  ai 
detail t  Ho;  I  have  a  wondeifollj  cleTerfoUowar  ken,' 
pointing  to  Anlnn  Conrte-Joie,  "who  will  spare  yoa 
all  the  trouble.  All  yon  hav*  to  do  ia  to  find  the  where- 
withal, and  he  will  pat  it  to  the  beet  poasiUe  nae,  and 
be  economical  with  it  too. " 

"If  that 'a  all  yon  want,"  stud  Uichel,  with  the 
thoughtleu  laviBhnesa  of  youth,  and  the  eothasiaan  at 
now-l>om  political  ardor,  "you  aball  have  it,  with  all 
my  hnart  1     How  much  do  yon  wontl  " 

"fiottor  and  batter  I  "  exclaimed  Jocquea,  oooaider- 
ably  omaied  at  this  unlooked  for  readiness.  "  Let  'a  aea; 
would  it  seem  exorbitant  to  yon  if  I  were  to  oak  yoa 
for  five  hundred  francs  per  man  I  You  understand 
that  I  should  like  them  to  have  besides  their  unifoima 
—green,  like  those  of  M.  de  Cboratte's  ohaseeuis  —  weQ- 
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^  If  I  beliered  that  yon  weie  mUj  what  joa  preiend 
to  be,  I  should  treat  yon  as  one  treats  impudent  lackeys; 
but  it  seems  to  me  that  yon  have  some  title  to  the 
respect  due  to  womankind,  and  I  shall  be  careful  not 
to  compromise  my  reputation  by  being  rough  with  yoo. 
I  will  confine  myself  for  the  present,  then,  to  entreating 
you  not  to  meddle  in  what  doesn't  concern  you.** 

''It  does  deeply  concern  me,  monsieur,  on  the  con- 
trary/' returned  Petit-Pierre,  with  majestic  dignity; 
**  for  it  is  of  the  utmost  importance  that  you  should  not 
use  the  name  of  Henri  Y.  as  a  cloak  for  acts  of 
brigandage." 

**  Oho  I  it  seems  to  me  you  are  extremely  solicitous 
about  his  Majesty's  affairs,  my  young  friend.  You  will 
be  kind  enough  to  tell  me  by  what  right,  will  you 
nott" 

**  Send  your  men  away  and  I  will  tell  you,  monsieur." 

^  Aha !  **  said  Master  Jacques.  ''  Move  away  a  little. 
Rabbits,  **  he  continued,  turning  to  his  foUowers,  who  at 

caice  obeyed. 

^  It  wH;»  n*t  necessary,**  said  he,  **  for  I  haye  no  secrets 
fn^m  the  ^'arl«'t;s ;  but  then,  there  's  nothing  I  would  n't 
do  U>  \i\^siis^  you,  as  you  see.     Now  we  are  alone;  so 

^  MvHt^i^tur,**  said  Petit-Pierre,  taking  a  step  toward 
M4^<e>r  J«ci)ues,  **I  command  you  to  set  that  young 
)tt.jai  at  liS^^rtY ;  I  wish  you  to  furnish  us  with  an  esooiii 
aitvt  ^va!  u«  »t  vH\ce  to  our  destination ;  also  to  send  and 
hxi*t5  ui*  th^  frwiwi*  w<»  are  expecting.** 

•*  You  wl^*  Tou  command !  On  my  soul,  my  tuitfe- 
%k^Y^  Y\'u  :j^(vak  like  the  king  on  his  throne.  And  if  I 
Tvrvi*^  wKtS  *botiAl  Tv>a  say  I  * 

*  If  y,\i  wf^jfeWi  I  wiU  baT«  you  shot  within  twenty 


ALL  JEW8  ARE  KOT  FROM  JERUSALEM.         529 

"Will  jou  hear  thatf  Is  it  to  Madame  la  Regent, 
then,  that  I  have  the  honor  of  speaking  ? " 

"To  herself,  monsieur/' 

Thereupon  Master  Jacques  was  seized  with  a  fit  of 
convulsive  laughter,  and  his  Bahbits  at  once  drew  near 
to  have  their  share  in  the  hilarity. 

"  Oh,  Lord !  "  said  he,  when  they  had  all  returned  to 
their  former  stations,  "I  can't  hold  it  in  any  longer. 
My  poor  Babbits,  you  were  amazed  just  now,  were  n't 
you,  when  M.  le  Baron  de  la  Logerie,  son  of  the  Michel 
whom  you  know  of,  announced  to  us  that  Henri  Y.  has 
no  better  friend  than  he ;  but  that  is  nothing  compared 
to  what  I  have  to  tell  you  now.  Here 's  something 
which  goes  beyond  what  the  moat  riotous  imagination 
can  conceive  for  downright^  incredible  cheek.  Do  you 
know  who  this  pretty  little  peasant  is,  whom  you  were 
at  liberty  to  take  for  what  you  chose,  but  whom  I 
looked  upon  as  neither  more  nor  lees  than  M.  le  Baron's 
mistress  ?  Well,  my  little  Rabbits,  you  were  wrong,  and 
80  was  I,  —  we  were  all  wrong ;  this  young  unknown  is, 
if  you  please,  the  mother  of  our  king !  ** 

A  murmur  of  incredulity  ran  through  the  ranks  of 
the  insurgents. 

"  And  I  swear  to  you, "  cried  Michel,  "  that  what  she 
has  told  you  is  the  truth. " 

**  Oh,  a  valuable  piece  of  evidence,  on  my  word  I  " 
retorted  Master  Jacques. 

"  I  assure  you  —  "  Petit-Pifflse  interposed. 

"  No, "  returned  Master  Jacques,  "  /  assure  you  that 
if  within  ten  minutes,  which  I  give  you  for  reflection, 
your  squire,  my  lovely  errant  dame,  does  not  take  the 
course  I  have  pointed  out  to  him  as  his  only  salvation, 
he  will  go  to  join  the  acorns  which  hang  above  our 
heads.     Let  him  choose  quickly  between  the  bag  of 
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gold  and  the  rope ;  if  I  don't  leoeive  the  one,  he  shall 
not  lack  the  other." 

"  Why,  this  is  infamous! "  cried  Petit-Pierre,  beside 
himself. 

**  Seize  him  I  **  said  Jacques. 

Four  of  the  band  came  forward  to  execute  the  order. 

"Let's  see,"  said  Petit-Pierre,  "which  of  you  will 
dare  to  lay  his  hand  on  me!" 

As  Trigaud,  heeding  little  the  majesty  of  words  or 
bearing,  continued  to  advance,  Petit-Pierre,  recoiling 
from  the  touch  of  his  grimy  hand,  tore  off  her  hat  and 
wig  t<^Uier. 

**  What !  **  he  exclaimed,  *  among  all  these  bandits,  is 
ih^'T^  not  one  soldier  who  recognizes  met  Will  God 
l<Mv>e'  mo^  helpless,  at  the  mercy  of  such  cut-throats  f  * 

^  Oh^  nv\^  said  a  voice  behind  Master  Jacques;  *  and 
b^i^  i$  ono  who  dares  say  to  Monsieur  that  his  canduci 
i$  \^^Wi^rthy  <il  a  man  wearing  a  cockade  which  is 
>ii>.;)^  \y;lT  bec*u$e  it  is  without  stain." 

Xas^ut  jAcqx)^  turned,  quick  as  lightning,  and 
^'.^Nt.lx  ^^i  a  pi;>t^Al  covering  the  new-comer.  All  the 
K^^.;.;$  U\j;xv\i  to  th^ir  weapons;  and  it  was  beneath  an 
<^rv>.  ci  V:>^Z;nK  netjj  that  Bertha  —  for  it  was  she  — 
<f^^H*^^^  tlv  c:rvl*  which  sanounded  the  priscHiera^ 

*  r^*  5^N#-^vl:!  th*  Sbe-wolf!*  muttered  acnne  of 
>l^v^>?^  «*io<;]i^^    sscrs«   who    knew    Mademoisellfl  da 

^  XX  \i:  V  v,\;:r  Kfi^rMSS  Wi«f  *  cried  the  Iradcr  of 
i>v  >vi>Ci  .5*-  '^  IVa  1  vca  b&>w  ihat  I  xiiteilT  denr  the 
ji .  Vv  ;<  >•  )  vTi  vv.^  tujacr  azrvaies  over  mj  band, 
4»Txi    \i;  X  :?i»i^2»  X"  vex  ki*  ciTisont* 

^•.\,     i  ivV    >  -V  ^^    X    XL. 
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*  I  ask  your  pardon,"  she  said,  "  in  the  name  of  these 
men  who  have  insulted  and  threatened  you,  —  you  who 
have  such  abundant  claim  to  their  respect." 

"  'Pon  my  soul,"  said  Petit-Pierre,  gayly, "  you  arrive 
most  opportunely  I  The  situation  was  just  becoming 
decidedly  unpleasant;  and  yonder 's  a  poor  fellow  who 
owes  you  something  very  like  his  life,  for  these  gentry 
were  talking  of  nothing  less  than  hanging  him  and 
sending  me  to  bear  him  company." 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  yes,"  said  Michel,  whom  Aubin  Courte- 
Joie,  seeing  the  turn  affairs  had  taken,  made  haste  to 
set  free. 

''  The  saddest  part  of  such  a  catastrophe,"  added  Petit- 
Pierre,  smiling  benignly,  '*  would  have  been  that  this 
youth  is  altogether  worthy  of  the  interest  of  a  good 
Boyalist  like  you." 

Bertha  smiled  at  this,  and  cast  down  her  eyes. 

^  It  is  for  you,  therefore,  to  pay  my  debt  to  him," 
continued  Petit-Pierre.  ^  And  you  won't  take  it  ill  of 
me,  will  you,  if  I  fulfil  the  promise  I  have  made  him 
by  saying  a  word  or  two  to  your  father?" 

Bertha  leaned  over  to  kiss  Petit-Pierre's  hand,  thus 
hiding  the  blush  which  rose  to  her  cheeks. 

Meanwhile  Master  Jacques,  thoroughly  abashed  by 
his  mistake,  had  approached,  and  was  stammering  out 
apologies. 

In  spite  of  the  profound  repulsion  the  man  inspired 
in  her,  Petit-Pierre  realized  that  it  would  be  impolitic 
to  exhibit  anything  more  than  a  natural  amount  of 
resentment. 

**  Your  intentions  may  have  been  of  the  best,  mon** 
sieur,"  said  he,  **  but  your  manners  are  deplorable,  and 
are  likely  to  have  no  other  effect  than  to  bring  upon 
you  all  the  fate  of  highwaymen,  like  the  companions 
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CHAPTER  XLVnL 


Ov  the  day  marked  bj  the  diren  oceanenees  in  the 
htniMe  of  the  Widuw  Picaut,  at  the  Ch&tean  de  Soudaj, 
111  Touvoia  foreHt,  and  at  the  fannhooae  of  BanlceiiTTe, 
wUtoh  have  oooupiod  our  attention  in  reeent  chapters, 
th«i  door  of  Number  ITi  Rue  du  ChAtean,  Nantes,  opened 
aWut  ilv^  in  the  aftenioon  to  give  egress  to  two  persons, 
iu  \M\K^  at  whom  might  have  been  recognised  the  civil 
s\vu^mi«Mry  INi^soal,  whose  acquaintance  our  readers  have 
i^lir^vly  luade  at  the  ChAteau  de  Souday,  and  who  had 
iv^\u^)  hi»  domicile  without  interference  during  the 

W  v^$hv^t«  who  i$  now  to  occupy  our  attenticMi  for  a 
^s^j:«  lr.u<^^  >idk^ ;»  mdtt  of  dome  forty  years,  with  a  bright, 
xvv''  ^^*iH  <?v^^  hvvk^  ttoee,  white  teeth,  and  lips  thick 
ji;^  >«^;ivxv;:xi\  ^uch  :k^  iiud^iuative  people  generally  hsve. 
H  <^^  V^K^  «,\^iS»  w'r:;^  cnvt^t,  and  ribbon  of  the  Legion 
^<  Hak^v  ^^tJ.ciiCvvi  ^  6ir  a» appearances  could  indicate, 
\W  W  >w\H*^\i  x/  :a^  ma^ii>teicT  of  the  coontzj.  This 
N^^^'vtv^'t^  >«ti^  *u  taoc«  one  of  the  most  distingmshed 
K*v^v»  v*K  .^'  -^w  Wi*  1^.  woo  bad  roeriied  Xantes  die 
,  ^>«    V»<^^«  ^ivi  :*^<  ^^^  ^  ^he  booae  of  his  con/rh 

"%   4tv  *w,.  ^:>«  >ov^-?ulAfy  oe  Vita  thss  name  of 
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He  pressed  his  host's  hand  cordially,  and  entered  the 
vehicle ;  while  the  driver,  as  if  he  knew  the  traveller's 
ignorance  as  to  his  destination,  leaned  over  to  the 
commissary,  and  asked  him, — 

^  Where  shall  I  drive,  monsieur  1 " 

"  Do  yoa  see  that  peasant  at  the  end  of  the  street^  on 
a  dapple-gray  horse  t " 

**  Yes,"  replied  the  driver. 

"  Very  well ;  all  you  have  to  do  is  follow  him. " 

This  direction  had  hardly  left  his  lips  when  the 
man  on  the  dapple-gray  horse  at  once  put  his  steed  in 
motion,  as  if  he  had  heard  the  words  of  the  legitimist 
agent,  went  down  Hue  du  Gh&teau,  and  turned  to  the 
right,  so  as  to  follow  the  river,  which  flowed  at  his 
left. 

At  the  same  time  the  driver  stirred  up  his  heast  with 
a  blow  of  the  whip,  and  the  creaking  vehicle,  to  which 
we  have  given  the  somewhat  ambitious  name  of  cabriolet, 
began  to  dance  over  the  rough  pavements  of  the  capital 
of  the  Department  of  Loire-Inf^rieure,  following  blindly 
the  mysterious  guide. 

When  the  cabriolet  reached  the  comer  of  Bue  du 
Gh&teau  and  turned  in  the  direction  indicated,  the 
traveller  again  caught  sight  of  the  horseman,  who, 
without  once  looking  behind,  crossed  the  Loire  by  the 
Pont  Rousseau,  which  leads  to  the  Saint  Philbert-de* 
Grand-Lieu  road. 

The  traveller  also  crossed  the  bridge  and  took  the 
Saint  Philbert  load  in  the  wake  of  the  peasant^  who  had 
put  his  horse  into  a  trot,  —  not  so  fast,  however,  that  the 
cabriolet  could  not  easily  follow  him. 

Meanwhile  the  peasant  did  not  even  turn  his  head, 
and  seemed  not  only  so  indifferent  to  what  was  going 
on  behind  him,  but  so  ignorant,  too,  of  the  service  he 
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was  expected  to  pexform  at  guide,  that  there  were 
momentfi  when  the  traveller  helieved  himself  to  be 
the  victim  of  some  trick. 

The  coachman,  not  being  in  the  secret,  ooold,  of 
course,  yield  no  information  calculated  to  quiet  Master 
Marc's  uneasiness;  and  as  he  had  been  told,  when  be 
asked  where  he  should  go,  to  follow  the  man  on  the 
dapple-gray  horse,  he  followed  the  man  on  the  dapple- 
gray  horse,  apparently  thinking  no  more  of  his  guide 
than  his  guide  thought  of  him* 

After  two  hours  of  travelling  in  this  fashion,  as  night 
was  beginning  to  fall,  they  arrived  at  Saint  Philbert-de- 
Orand-Lieu. 

The  man  on  the  gray  horse  stopped  before  the  Cygne 
de  la  Croix  inn,  got  down  from  his  horse,  which  be 
tamed  over  to  a  hostler,  and  entered  the  inn. 

The  traveller  arrived  some  minutes  later,  and  alighted 
at  the  same  inn. 

In  the  kitchen  he  encountered  the  peasant,  who,  as 
be  passed  him,  without  any  sign  of  recognition,  slipped 
a  piece  of  paper  into  his  hand  unperceived. 

The  traveller  went  into  the  common  room,  unoeeupied 
at  the  moment,  and  ordered  a  bottle  of  wine  and  li|^ts, 
which  were  brought  to  bim. 

He  left  the  wine  untested,  but  unfolded  the  paper, 
which  contained  these  words:  — 

**  I  will  wait  for  yon  on  the  main  road  to  L^g^ ;  follow  me 
without  trying  to  overtake  me,  or  speak  with  me.  The  driver 
will  remain  at  the  inn  with  the  cab.** 


The  traveller  burned  the  note,  poured  out  a  glass  of 
wine,  in  which  he  barely  moistened  his  lips,  made  an 
appointment  with  the  driver  for  the  following  evening, 
and  left  the  inn  without  attracting  the  attention  of  the 
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landloidy  —  or,  at  least,  without  the  landlord's  giving 
any  sign  of  noticing  him. 

When  he  reached  the  outskirts  of  the  yillage,,  he  spied 
his  man  cutting  a  cane  in  a  hawthorn  hedge.  Having 
cut  it,  he  walked  along  the  road,  trimming  off  the 
branches. 

Master  Marc  followed  him  for  about  half  a  league. 
By  that  time  it  was  quite  dark.  The  peasant  entered 
a  house,  which  stood  alone  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the 
road. 

The  traveller,  having  quickened  his  pace,  entered  the 
house  almost  at  the  same  moment.  When  he  looked  in 
the  door,  there  was  nobody  but  one  woman  in  the  room 
looking  upon  the  road. 

The  peasant  was  standing  before  her,  apparently 
awaiting  his  arrival. 

As  soon  as  he  appeared,  — 

''Here  is  a  gentleman  to  be  taken, — you  know 
where,"  said  the  peasant. 

Thereupon  he  left  the  house  without  giving  the 
tzaveller  time  to  thank  him  with  words  or  with  money. 

He  followed  his  guide  of  few  words  with  his  eyes, 
until  he  disappeared ;  then  his  wondering  gaee  returned 
to  the  mistress  of  the  house.  She  motioned  to  him  to 
take  a  seat,  and  regardless  of  his  presence,  continued  to 
perform  her  household  duties  without  a  word. 

A  silence  of  more  than  half  an  hour's  duration  suc- 
ceeded ;  and  the  traveller  was  beginning  to  lose  patience, 
when  the  master  of  the  house  came  in  and  saluted  his 
guest,  without  the  least  token  of  surprise  or  curiosity. 

He  gazed  inquiringly  at  his  wife,  who  repeated  to 
him,  word  for  word,  the  guide's  phrase:  — 

"  Here 's  a  gentleman  to  be  taken , — you  know  where. " 

The  master  of  the  house  thereupon  oast  upon  the 
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stranger  one  of  those  uneasy,  keen,  swift  glances,  which 
lie  within  the  capabilities  of  none  buta  Vendean  peasant; 
but  almost  immediately  his  countenance  resumed  its 
habitual  expression  of  good-humored  innocence,  and  he 
walked  toward  his  guest,  hat  in  hand. 

"  Monsieur  desires  to  travel  in  the  province  t " 

''Yes,  my  friend,"  replied  Master  Marc,  ''I  should 
like  to  go  somewhat  farther. " 

**  Monsieur  has  papers,  of  course  t " 

"Certainly." 

"  In  due  form  t  " 

"Absolutely." 

''  Under  his  nom  de  guerre^  ot  his  real  name  t " 

**  Under  my  real  name. " 

'^  I  am  compelled,  to  avoid  all  possibility  of  eirory  to 
beg  Monsieur  to  show  them  to  me. " 

"  Is  it  absolutely  necessary  t " 

''Oh,  yes;  for  until  I  have  seen  them,  I  can't  tell 
Monsieur  whether  he  can  travel  safely  through  the 
province." 

The  traveller  produced  his  passport,  dated  the  28th 
February. 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  he. 

The  peasant  took  it  and  glanced  it  over,  to  see  if  the 
description  corresponded  with  the  face  before  him.  He 
then  folded  it  again  and  returned  it  to  the  traveller. 
Baying,  — 

"  It  is  all  right.  Monsieur  can  go  anywhere  with 
this  paper." 

"  And  you  will  undertake  to  furnish  me  with  a 
guide  t " 

"  Yes,  monsieur. " 

"  I  should  like  very  much  to  go  as  quickly  aa  possible.* 

"  I  will  go  and  saddle  the  horses." 
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He  went  out  and  returned  in  ten  minutes. 

**  The  horses  are  ready,"  said  he. 

"  And  the  guide  1 " 

"  He  is  waiting. " 

The  traveller  left  the  house,  and  found  a  farm-laborer 
at  the  door,  already  in  the  saddle,  and  holding  another 
by  the  rein.  Master  Marc  understood  that  the  second 
horse  was  for  him,  and  the  laborer  his  guide. 

Indeed,  his  foot  was  scarcely  in  the  stirrup  when  his 
new  conductor  got  under  way  no  less  silently  than  hii 
predecessor  had  done. 

It  was  nine  o'clock,  and  dark  as  Erebus. 


/ 
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CHAPTEE  XLIX 

HOW    PEOPLE    TRAVELLED    IN    THE     DEPARTMENT     OF 
LOIRE-INFiRIEUBB  IN  THE  MONTH   OF  MAY,  1832. 

After  riding  along  for  an  hour  and  a  half  without 
exchanging  a  single  word,  the  traveller  and  his  guide 
arrived  hefoie  one  of  those  buildings  peculiar  to  the 
country,  which  are  half  farmhouse,  half  chAteau. 

The  guide  halted,  and  motioned  to  the  traveller  to  do 
likewise.  Then  he  alighted  and  knocked  at  the  door, 
which  was  opened  by  a  servant. 

**  Here  's  a  gentleman  who  must  speak  with  Monsieur," 
said  the  farm-hand. 

**  It  *s  not  possible,  **  the  servant  replied.  *  Monsieur 
has  retired.** 

**  Alroady  t  **  the  traveller  asked. 

*  Monsieur  passed  last  night  at  a  meeting,  and  a  great 
part  of  the  day  on  horseback,"  said  the  servant. 

^  Never  mind,**  said  the  guide ;  "  this  gentleman  must 
speak  with  him.  He  oomes  from  M.  Pascal,  and  is  on 
his  way  to  join  Petit-Pierre.** 

*  That  makes  a  difference.*  said  the  servants  *  I  will 
go  and  wake  Monsieur.** 

*  Ask  him,**  said  the  tiavdler,  *  if  he  can  give  me  a 
reliable  guide.     I  ask  nothing  more.  ** 

*  I  don't  think  Monsieur  will  do  that.*  tlie  serraDt 
replied. 

«  What  will  he  do,  then! ** 

*  He  will  guide  Monsieur  himself.** 
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He  re-entered  the  house,  and  appeared  again,  very 
shortly. 

"  Monsieur  desires  to  know  if  Monsieur  needs  any 
refreshment,  or  if  he  prefers  to  push  right  on  without 
stopping.  ** 

"1  dined  at  Nantes,  and  need  nothing.  I  should 
much  prefer  to  go  right  on." 

The  servant  again  disappeared,  and  in  a  f ew  momofnts 
a  young  man  approached  them,  —  the  master,  this  time. 

"  Under  any  other  circumstances,  monsieur,"  said  he, 
"I  should  insist  upon  your  doing  me  the  honor  of 
resting  a  moment  under  my  roof.  But  you  are  douht- 
lesB  the  gentleman  from  Paris  whom  Petit-Pierre  is 
expecting  ? " 

"  Just  so,  monsieur." 

*  Monsieur  Marc,  I  presume  I " 
*'  Monsieur  Marc. " 

*  That  being  so,  let  us  not  lose  a  moment;  for  you^ise 
impatiently  awaited." 

Turning  to  the  farm-hand,  he  asked,  — 

*  Is  your  horse  fresh  t " 

**  He  has  done  only  a  league  and  a  half  since  morning." 

Tn  that  case,  I  will  take  him;  mine  are  used  up. 
Stay  here  and  empty  a  bottle  with  Louis;  1  will  return 
in  two  hours.  Louis,  do  the  honors  of  the  establish- 
ment to  this  good  fellow." 

The  young  man  vaulted  into  the  saddle  as  lightly  as 
if  he,  like  his  mount,  had  travelled  no  more  than  a 
league  and  a  half  that  day. 

''Are  you  ready,  monsieur  1 "  he  asked  the  traveller. 

Upon  his  affirmative  nod,  they  set  out  together. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  absolute  stillness,  a 
shout  arose,  barely  a  hundred  feet  ahead  of  them. 

Master  Marc  started,  and  asked  the  meaning  of  it 
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'•  Zi  't  vMir  *drftB»-g3ard ,"  tepli«d  the  Vendeui  leader. 
'  Hf  u  k<^iT^,  in  his  nr,  if  the  toad  is  clear.  Listen, 
«nc  j-.-ii:  «~.i;  b**r  xht  wply." 

Hr  TCa.-«>d  hi«  bsikd  npoD  the  tnTellei'e  shoulder, 
fC.-T'Tciif  Lif  o««  bcuse,  ao  that  hia  componioo  did  the 

Alii»4  i33MC:at«lT  a  ce«wd  ahont  wu  heard  at  a 
jT««^c  i-.j-:4^K*  liuK  th«  fitsL  So  doaelj  did  it  naem- 
:•.*  i:t  cihtf  UM  ii  w«in^  like  ita  echo. 

'  Wt  sti  p.-  .-c ;  lie  iv«»d  u  clear,"  said  the  Vendean 

*  r.v^  ■**  iiRMl  abead  cil  as,  thent" 

''Tw^  usiaius  V^iad  m, — one  two  hoadred  feet 
a^^ftei.  lii  .-crf  r•■,^  iv.:^iired  f«*t  in  our  rear." 

*  r!^c3  •i-'  p(Tl;fts  v>  li*  *jTance-guardt  * 

*  T'^#  TwuiJi^K  v^'<«»  «L>iu^>^  lie  along  the  road. 
Jnsa  x.c;,-*  *>fa  t--«  |«»  oo*  of  them.  You  will  see 
«  ',r.~^t  «~.s.:.''w  t\>«s,  a  Baa's  h-^jd  ccme  out,  lemsin 
«  B-.c-.-.-lfss  K  -,i  :1  w«<  ci  «i>Bt,  and  not  disappear 
X7  T. ;  *<  tjj  .-.;;  .-i  k^i.  If  «*  »*»  soldiers  from  one 
,iS  C'*  »f  j";.  v.r.T^  eiiioca^sls,  th*  man  who  saw  ni 
tua«  '*'.'':.'.i  :::.=rrvi:.&:<lr  slip  i^-^t  •>f  a  back  door;  sitd 
if  liw^  »^T»  *^y  i£K«-:iii;  beriMrv^'jl,  thi»e  who  wen 
7«tft;r;  «-->'.- '.i  V  wst^ta!  i±  fvv>i  time  of  the  approach 
^■if  i:.<t  »;^'sfci.  vj;:;^   ci^ii   v^sberwise   take   then  bj 

.Vi  V  .*  Tv-.-i  ;i»  V«^.M3  *»il*nlT  broke  oS. 
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traveller  lolloved  HLs  ffgnnpTw.      J^ias  'bes 
steps  were  licBid,  and  die  nnn.  jfeBODOMi   il  'heir 
came  mimiiig  up  sa  he^m  his  le^  ^wniii 

At  a  fork  in  the  nad  difsr  imniL  'iist  ttn 
standing,  undeci-iei  wnfca  wrf  "O  "sicb^  ik  Jia  "ail  jm. 
met  no  response  inm.  «i^aer  iirBesibs.  3«*tiL  shu  .-sbs- 
out  at  tbe  same  rLi«e,  Ins  izis  jB&iBmiL  ■»>  i«a  ^  hUa 


•>WL 


longer  than  tbe 

After  a  hnrrieii 
the  goide,  tlie  litwcr  z 
The  Vendean  az.  i  ;2iifr  Tar^a 
ing  their  foartli 
after,  he,  also,  izZlywtA  la 

The  same  dislaijaes 
the  main  hodv  a=.i  its  ^ 

Xnree  nan-irefl  tkqs 
f Ofond  their  ttsxHL,  -wz^  na-rfirf 
with  his  hand,  en  j 
irords  mider  his  hseal^ :  — 

-Apatei!- 

Indeed,  br 


hjihe 


-u-.U- 
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SuddeDly  fche  scout  called  the  attention  of  the  Vendeaa 
chief.  By  a  fleeting  moonheam,  he  had  caught  eight  of 
the  reflection  of  bajonete,  and  his  laised  finger  pointed 
out  to  the  Vendean  and  the  traveller  the  directioii  the/ 
must  follow. 

The  soldiers  (to  avoid  the  vrater  which  geaerallj  nmB 
in  the  narrow  roads  after  heavy  rains)  instead  of  follow. 
ing  the  trodden  path  hetween  the  two  slopes,  had  climbed 
to  the  top  of  one  of  them  and  were  marching  along  on 
the  other  side  of  the  hedge  which  lay  at  the  left  hand  of 
the  travellers. 

This  course  would  take  them  ten  paces  away  from  the 
two  horsemen  and  two  pedestrians  buried  in  the  depths 
of  the  narrow  road. 

If  one  of  the  homes  neighed  it  was  all  np  with  the 
little  band;  but,  as  if  they  realized  the  danger,  tiiey 
were  as  silent  sa  their  masters,  and  the  aoldien  peaeed 
cm,  without  suspecting  who  were  in  their  neighborhood. 

When  the  sound  of  their  heavy  tread  was  lost  in  the 
distance,  the  travellers  breathed  freely  once  more,  and 
resumed  their  journey. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  they  left  the  road  and  tmr 
tared  Machecoul  forest.  Once  under  the  trees,  their 
minds  were  easy ;  it  was  not  probable  that  the  aoldieM 
would  venture  into  the  forest  at  night,  or,  if  they  did, 
that  they  would  leave  the  main  roads  by  which  it  was 
traversed;  therefore  there  was  nothing  to  fear  in  follow- 
ing one  of  the  by-paths  Imown  to  the  natives. 

They  left  their  horses  in  charge  of  one  of  the  seoats, 
while  the  other  disappeared  rapidly  in  the  darkneai, 
made  denser  by  the  foliage. 

The  Yendean  chief  and  the  traveller  took  the  same 
course  as  he. 

It  was  evident  that  they  were  approaching  the  end  of 
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their  journey;  that  was  sufficiently  proved  by  leaving 
their  horses  behind. 

In  fact  Master  Marc  and  his  guide  had  not  taken  two 
hundred  steps  when  they  heard  the  hoot  of  the  screech- 
owl. 

The  Yendean  put  his  hands  together  at  his  mouth, 
and  replied  to  the  prolonged,  mournful  hoot,  with  the 
sharp  cry  of  the  brown  owl. 

The  screech-owl's  hoot  was  repeated. 

**  That 's  our  man, "  said  the  Vendean. 

In  a  few  minutes  they  heard  footsteps  on  the  path  and 
the  scout  appeared,  accompanied  by  a  stranger. 

This  was  no  other  than  our  friend  Jean  Oullier,  only, 
and  therefore  first,  huntsman  of  the  Marquis  de  Souday, 
who  had  given  up  hunting  for  the  moment,  so  absorbed 
was  he  in  the  political  storms  which  were  brewing  about 
him. 

In  the  two  previous  presentations  of  this  sort^ 
the  traveller  had  heard  some  such  words  as  these  ex- 
changed between  his  guide  and  the  person  addressed: 
"  Here  's  a  gentleman  who  wishes  to  speak  with  Mon- 
sieur. "  This  time  the  formula  was  varied,  and  the  Ven- 
dean said  to  Jean  Oullier, — 

**  My  friend,  here 's  a  gentleman  who  must  speak  with 
Petit-Pierre." 

To  which  Jean  Oullier  replied  simply,  — 

"  Let  him  come  with  me. " 

The  traveller  extended  his  hand  to  the  Yendean,  who 
pressed  it  warmly;  then  he  put  the  same  hand  in  his 
pocket  with  the  intention  of  dividing  the  contents  of  his 
purse  between  the  two  scouts.  But  his  companion  divined 
his  purpose,  and  placing  his  hand  on  his  arm,  depre- 
cated by  signs  his  exhibiting  a  liberality  which  the 
honest  peasants  would  look  upon  as  an  insult. 
VOL.  I.  —  35 
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Master  Marc  understood,  and  a  clasp  of  the  hand  paid 
his  debt  to  the  peasants  as  it  had  done  to  their  leader. 

Thereupon  Jean  OuUier  started  back  the  way  he  had 
come,  saying  these  two  words,  which  had  the  brevity  of 
a  military  order,  but  the  accent  of  an  invitation, — 

"Follow  me." 

The  traveller  began  to  be  accustomed  to  these  briet 
mysterious  forms,  so  strange  to  him,  and  which  implied 
impending  revolt  at  least,  if  not  a  state  of  actual  war. 

Shaded  as  they  were  by  their  broad  hat-brims,  he  had 
hardly  seen  the  faces  of  the  Vendean  leader  and  the  two 
scouts.  In  the  dense  darkness  of  the  woods  he  could 
hardly  detect  the  moving  form  of  Jean  Oullier. 

Gradually,  however,  the  form  which  went  on  before 
him  slackened  its  pace  until  he  overtook  it. 

The  traveller  felt  that  his  guide  had  something  to  say 
to  him;  he  listened,  and  heard  these  words,  hardly  as 
loud  as  a  whisper. 

"  We  are  watched ;  a  man  is  following  us  in  the  woods. 
Don't  be  alarmed  if  I  disappear.  Wait  for  me  at  the  spot 
where  you  lose  sight  of  me. " 

The  traveller  answered  with  a  nod  which  signified, 
"  all  right ;  go  ahead  I  " 

Fifty  paces  farther  they  went  when  Jean  suddenly 
darted  into  the  woods. 

Twenty  or  thirty  paces  away,  in  the  dense  forest^  there 
was  a  noise  such  as  a  kid  might  make,  startled  from  its 
resting-place.  The  noise  died  away  in  the  distance  as 
rapidly  as  if  it  had  been  really  a  kid  which  caused  it, 
and  Jean  Oullier's  heavier  step  could  be  heard  in  the 
same  direction.     Finally  both  became  inaudible. 

The  traveller  leaned  against  an  oak  and  waited. 

After  some  twenty  minutes  of  suspense,  a  voice  said, 
so  close  to  his  side  that  it  made  him  jump, — 
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"Come  onl  " 

It  was  Jean  Oullier's  voice ;  but  the  old  keeper  had 
returned  so  softly  that  no  sound  betrayed  him. 

"  Well  ?  "  the  traveller  inquired. 

"  Blank  cover!  "  exclaimed  Oullier. 

"  No  one  ? " 

''Some  one, —  but  a  villain  who  knows  the  woods 
as  well  as  I." 

'*  So  that  you  could  n't  overtake  him  ?  " 

Oullier  shook  his  head,  as  if  it  would  have  cost  him 
too  much  to  say  that  a  man  had  escaped  him. 

"  Do  you  know  who  it  was  Y  "  the  traveller  continued. 

**  I  suspect^ "  replied  Jean,  shaking  his  fist  toward  the 
south;  **  but  at  all  events  it 's  a  crafty  fellow. 

**  Here  we  are, "  he  added,  as  they  reached  the  edge  of 
the  iorestf  where  Master  Marc  could  see  the  dark  out- 
lines of  the  farmhouse  of  Banloeuvre  rising  before  him. 

Jean  Oullier  looked  carefully  on  both  sides  of  the 
road ;  it  was  clear  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach. 

He  crossed  the  road  alone,  and  unlocked  the  gate  with 
a  pass-key. 

When  the  gate  was  opened  he  called  his  companion, 
who  hastened  across  and  disappeared  through  the  open 
gate,  which  closed  behind  them. 

A  white  form  appeared  on  the  stoop. 

"  Who  goes  there f "  asked  a  woman's  voice,  loud  and 
imperative. 

"I,  Mademoiselle  Bertha,"  replied  Jean  Oullier. 

*•  Are  n't  you  alone,  my  friend  1  ** 

"1  have  with  me  the  gentleman  from  Parisi  who 
desires  to  speak  with  Petit-Pierre." 

Bertha  descended  the  steps  and  went  forward  to  meet 
the  traveller. 

*  This  way,  monsieur, "  said  she. 
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Gic^bzi^Zisd  ILkster  Hare  to  a  pocffly  famished 
fKrii:r»  iht  f!:«:r  cf  which,  koveTer,  was  beaatifuUy 
vxx^i.  azfi  ib»  htn-gi^gs  as  wtiite  as  snow. 

A  ibe  was  >r%Tf-.g  cq  the  health,  and  near  the  fire 
ifictid  a  lizut  wiiji  scroer  all  anred. 

'Be  scAt^d,  Ei-:cL5£e:i7,'"  said  the  maiden,  with  perfect 
cocrbesT,  wbirh  vas  i>3C  withoat  a  masculine  flaTor,  and 
gazaied  tbei^br  in  p>^:iincT ;  '^  joa  must  he  hungry  and 
thixstr:  eas  ac»i  drink.  Petit-Pietre  is  asleep;  hut  he 
gaxe  orieis  to  he  aroosed  if  anjhodj  aniTed  from  Paris. 
Yo:i  are  from  Patis  f  " 


'  In  ten  minutes^  thai,  I  will  he  at  jour  aerTioe." 
And  Bertha  disappeared  like  a  vision. 
The  traTeller  remained  motionless  with  amazement  for 
some  instants  His  was  an  oheerying  mind,  hut  he  had 
nerer  seen  such  a  comhination  of  grace  and  fascination 
with  decision  of  wilL  One  might  have  fancied  her  the 
jonng  AchilleSi  disguised  as  a  woman,  hefore  he  had 
seen  the  gleaming  of  the  swoid  of  Uljsses. 

Deeply  ahsorhed  in  his  thoughts  the  trayeller  foigot  to 
eat  or  drink. 

Very  soon  the  maiden  returned. 

**  Petit-Pierre  is  ready  to  receive  you,  monsieur,"  said 
she. 

He  rose:  Bertha  walked  hefore  him,  holding  in  her 
hand  a  short  taper;  she  carried  it  high  to  light  the  stair* 
way,  and  it  lighted  up  her  lovely  face  at  the  same  time. 

The  traveller  gazed  admiringly  at  her  heautiful  hair 
and  her  superh  hlack  eyes;  her  hrown  skin,  hlooming 
with  youth  and  health;  and  the  firm  and  elastic  step 
which  had  a  touch  of  the  goddess. 

He  murmured  with  a  smile,  recalling  his  Yirgil,'-' 
that  man  who  himself  is  a  smile  of  antiquity, — 


TRiLVSLLINa  IK  LOIR£-INF£bI£URS  IN  1882.      549 


"  Incessu  patuit  deal  " 

Bertha  knocked  at  a  chamber  door. 

**  Gome  in!  "  said  a  woman's  voice. 

The  door  opened,  and  the  young  girl  bowed  slightly 
as  the  traveller  passed.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  humility 
was  not  her  principal  virtue. 

The  door  closed  behind  the  traveller  as  he  passed  in; 
Bertha  remained  outside. 
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CHAPTEE  L. 

A  LITTLE   HISTORY  NOW  AND  THEN  DOBS  NO 

HABM. 

The  traveller  had  been  led  by  way  of  a  wretched  stah^ 
case  built  into  the  wall,  to  the  first  floor  of  the  house.  As 
he  passed  through  the  open  door  he  saw  a  spacious  room 
of  recent  construction,  the  walls  of  which  exuded  damp- 
ness ;  and  the  natural  color  of  the  wainscoting  could  be 
seen  through  the  thin  coat  of  paint  which  covered  it. 

In  this  room,  reclining  upon  a  bed  of  roughly  dressed 
maple,  he  perceived  a  woman;  and  in  that  woman,  he 
recognized  Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berry. 

Master  Marc's  attention  was  concentrated  upon  her 
entirely. 

The  sheets  of  her  wretched  cot  were  of  veiy  fine 
batiste;  the  luxury  of  silky  white  linen  was  the  only 
thing  which  bore  any  relation  to  her  rank  in  society. 

A  shawl  of  alternate  red  and  green  squares  served  as  a 
quilt. 

A  wretched  plaster  fireplace,  with  a  light  border  of 
woodwork,  heated  the  apartment^  which  had  no  fumitore 
except  a  table  covered  with  papers,  on  which  lay  a  pair 
of  pistols,  and  two  chairs, — one  near  the  table,  on  which 
lay  a  dark  wig;  the  other  was  at  the  foot  of  the  bed» 
and  held  a  complete  peasant's  costume. 

The  princesse  wore  on  her  head  one  of  the  woollen 
head-dresses,  commonly  worn  by  the  oountiy-womeoy 
with  curls  falling  over  her  shoulders. 
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By  the  light  of  two  candles  placed  upon  a  highly 
polished  rose-wood  night-tahle,  evidently  a  relic  from  some 
old  chateau,  she  was  going  through  her  correspondonoo. 

A  considerahle  numher  of  letters  with  the  seals  still 
unhroken  lay  upon  the  same  night-table,  held  in  place  bj 
another  pair  of  pistols  doing  duty  as  paper-weights. 

Madame  was  apparently  awaiting  the  traveller's  arrival 
most  impatiently;  for  when  she  saw  him,  she  jumped 
half-way  off  the  bed  to  give  him  both  her  hands. 

He  took  them  in  his,  and  kissed  them  respectfully, 
and  the  duchease  felt  a  tear  fall  from  the  eyes  of  her  faith* 
fnl  adherent  upon  that  hand  which  he  retained  in  hi#. 

*^  A  tear,  monsieur!  ^  she  exdaimed*  ^  Do  ycm  Mug 
hadnewsT" 

"The  tear  eomes  from  my  heart,  madams, ^  yismU^ 
Mare  replied;  "it  expreasea  nought  but  ny  d«rv/j<u>n^ 
and  my  bitter  regret  to  ^sA  joa  thxM  alone  and 
abandoned  in  a  farmhouse  in  La  Vend^  ^-yoo  whona 
I  have  seen  — * 

He  stopped:  hia  rrAce  was  choked  with  UaraL 

The  dnchwy  took  up  hia  a&oteaee  wb«te  h^  ^rr/'^ 
it^  and  eontznued,  — 

•  Yea,  ai  the  TaileTKa,  yvn  BieaA,  di>  yn  a»-A  "^n  "'ca 
ateps  dL  a  fihincLi&  f  i>h,  w^II,  ^i^^ar  i^mswra^  I  -vm  «>? 
tainly  kas  proCee&sd  ami  !««  w<»II  hutt^A  :K»»?»*  •^•i.-.  *♦*"'*  • 
for  here  I  am.  ierT<»d  ami  prr,owiv*d  hy  i«»-r-r.»i'i  5,>  -r 
while  tiiere,  I  waa  aa  *iKft  nu^rtj  •->€  .»*!•:•.  ar.  -./  «*»  f 
inteveaL     B»it  let  ia  'V^mit  j»^  '^e  y.nfi.  V'-r^v   J  ti-vr* 

Newa    fcnoi    Piria,     r licit I7!       I^     j'l    V--^    /'-^-^ 

thai  I,  a  man  ^f  ■?nthiimftj»ni,  "^^  *^^^i*  7  .♦'»/•-♦'    '  •♦   \ 
am  compeiled  ^>  beenme  •In»  .•n**^-*<»«'^r  ^  ;>•'  '!.  -^^a." 
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"  Aha!  "  exclaimed  the  dachesse,  "  while  my  Vendean 
friends  are  giving  their  lives  for  me,  my  friends  in  PariB 
are  prudent^  it  seems.  You  see  that  I  was  right  when  I 
said  that  I  am  better  protected  and  better  served  here 
than  at  the  Tuileries." 

*' Better  protected  it  may  be,  madame;  bat  better 
served,  no !  There  are  moments  when  prudence  ia  the 
touchstone  of  success." 

"But,  monsieur,"  rejoined  the  impatient  dochessei 
''  I  am  as  well  posted  about  Paris  as  you,  and  I  know 
that  a  revolution  is  imminent  there." 

"Madame,"  replied  the  advocate,  in  his  firm  and 
resonant  voice,  "for  a  year  and  a  half  we  have  been 
living  in  the  midst  of  emeutes^  but  no  one  of  them  hat 
yet  risen  to  the  dignity  of  a  revolution." 

**  Louis  Philippe  is  unpopular. " 

*^  I  agree ;  but  that  is  not  to  say  that  Henri  V*  St 
popular,  you  know." 

"  HeDri  V. !  Henri  V. !  My  son's  name  is  not  Henri 
v.,  monsieur,"  said  the  duchesse.  *^  He  it  Henri  IV. 
the  second." 

"  In  that  view,  madame,"  rejoined  the  advocate,  *  be 
is  still  too  young,  permit  me  to  say,  for  us  to  know  hit 
true  name.  Then,  too,  the  more  devoted  one  it  to  hit 
chief,  the  more  is  he  in  duty  bound  to  tell  the  troth 
to  him." 

"  Oh,  yes,  the  truth !  I  demand  it;  I  must  have  it. 
But  let  it  be  the  truth  ! " 

"Very  well,  madame;  this,  then,  is  the  truth. 
Unfortunately,  the  memories  of  nations  are  confined 
within  narrow  limits.  As  to  the  French  nation,  —that 
is  to  say,  the  material,  brutal  power  which  makes 
fmeutes  and  sometimes  revolutions, — when  they  are 
breathed  upon  from  on  high,  they  remember  two  great 
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ciTBDtB,  cne  of  wLicli  |?M«  Wk  f^Mlj  -t^w^  \V^V*  *^>^  |t\^ 

— the  Tidoij  of  Uw  |)i^|4«  v>\^r  ^^\l^U^\  ,  tW  ^\N'^^^\ 
which  gaTB  the  tricoloMKl  A4^{  h\  \\\i^  \\^\\\W\  W^ 
seoond  is  the  doaUe  i«8U>mU\m  wt  tHt4  ffi\\\\  {M\\ 
the  victory  of  royalty  ovf«r  tht»  |#\^pl«»(  W\s^  \WU\\\ 
which  forced  the  white  flog  U)mu  i\\^  i^\m\\\\i\  Nh\V| 
madame,  in  great  movoiuonti  ^v^ryililti^  (h  AVHtlmhhHl. 
The  tricolored  flag  is  lil)erty.  On  It  In  wrlllMHi  IM  wmhU 
of  fire,  '  By  this  sign  thou  shalt  oaiH|unr  I '  Him  wIiIIh 
flag  is  the  standard  of  deiipotiiim.  On  ll#  (ImuMh  fn^M 
it  bears  the  words,  '  By  this  sluii  ihoti  lm4  Uhhn 
conquered ! ' " 

''Monsieur!" 

"  Ah,  but  yon  wish  fnrr  tiut  itnihf  MM/Um^  I  ^th^fti, 
fore  let  me  tell  yoo  the  iriih.*' 

•*Very  welL     But  wh«ft  y//ii  hhff»  A^ftt^f  f^m  ttrn^ 
allow  me  to  leplj.'' 

''Yes,  wiiiiMf ;  aaii  1  sh^U  h-r  f^^  ^^/  ff  i'^^ 
reply  eoaTuiees  Bie.'' 

•  Yoa  Ie&  Pviii  on  tlw»  2J^^  */  vl  /^  m^^t^.  't  ^ a-^. 
loBS  you  fciled  ^  <«  ^h<»  ftm/yw  /^i^jf.  >r''''^  ir'-**;>  r.^ 
people  QoBft  *3u*  Thit*  l!«^  in  yie^^^  vr\A  •'••imyif*^    ,-r»<j*vt^ 

•The  ia4|  >/  >>n*in  wv*  T^».'"V^.^/      7-^  /^•»'V^ 

tie  bot  "Vntwli'-o •  'h<*^  n»^»^  »/-,  /-'-y     »-♦   ,'/••"»  /  ' 

snd  r>)niji  .»'»  /        .t,     M    r'*t    •'%'>—    '*'•    /  .'  ^      / 
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xiif  sKunsL  »  T-^r  sk  dererly  call  him,  enters  Paris 
^  u.  liif  ir>_:i»  £a£:.  be  will  neTer  get  by  the  Faubouxg 
Si^i::  AT.^rr.Ttf.     F<ica«  be  reaches  ^e  Bastille  he  wiU 

"^  A:Di — 3:ltc>.^«s»  be  «iteis  under  the  tricolor  9" 

"^  r!i2iu  w^^  rie  n^cb  worse,  madame.  Before  he 
3«hsiiii^  xirt  Txi^-^fis  be  will  be  dishonored." 

r^  irnr-iiwaie  iCiss<d  i^  She  said  nothing,  however, 
as  xi>f  ixj.iiLifiii. 

"^  ITiuu  »  tbe  tr;Lib«  fwibaps,"  she  obeerved,  after  a 
«a)-nr5  <c1;cj:«  ;  '*•  bci  it  *s  twt  hard !  " 

^I  ?(!*:iZLi5«^i  w  i<eD  T%>a  the  whole  truth,  madame, 
aaii  I  b&TY  beps  slt  p:\>siise.* 

*  F^-Li  if  iori  IS  TOUT  conriction,  monsieur,  why  do 
T^t  itaizi'u^.ii  Tocr  aisscbment  to  a  party  which  has  no 
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"^  ^vci.::<i»  I  bsTv  uk«A  an  oath  of  fidelity  with  my 
lir^  a::>i  sj  bMzt  lo  thit  same  white  flag,  without 
wl::^^  s^Y  wi:b  wbieh  can  your  son  return,  and  because 
I  pcvf^:r  dfUklh  Jo  disiic^av>r.* 

A^r:  2b«  d^i.-^h^tsae  n^mained  silent  for  a  moment. 

*^  rhi$  is  nv>s  in  secoid  with  the  information  I  receired, 
aad  whicb  led  me  to  n^tum  to  France,"  she  said  at 
les^h. 

*Ncs  mjbiame;  undoubtedly  not.  But  you  must 
resiemh^r  one  thing,  —  although  the  truth  does  some- 
tim««s  get  to  the  ears  of  reigning  princes,  it  never  does 
to  th<«e  who  are  dethroned. " 

*  Allow  me  to  remark,  monsieur,  that,  as  an  advocate, 
you  might  be  suspected  of  indulging  in  paradox." 

*  Paradox,  you  know,  madame,  is  one  of  the  souroes 
of  eloquence.  But,  st  this  crisis,  what  your  royal  High* 
ness  needs  is  not  eloquence,  but  the  truth." 

*  Pardon  me;  but  you  just  said  that  the  truth  never 
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:SiB  mas  of  dethioaed  princes.     Either  joa  ir«n 
xhoLr  <3r  yoa  are  deceiving  me  now,** 
Y2&  mbroaiOt  bit  his  lips.     He  was  eaagbt  \0^w^m, 
tee  lums  of  Ills  ovn  dilftinins. 

*  ^^  i  I  aar  '  menrJ  msdame  t " 

*  Tia  ai'i  *"  mewerJ  * 
■  W*ll.  rfusn,  w»  will  soppose  that  tbere  i*  'Ajf:  •'X*^^ 

tioa,  in«£  :ili:iii  God  has  permitted  me  to  cr/:.^*';  :: 

*I  will  juDTsoae  so;  and  now  I  lA  7<^  u.  >:! 
whr  it  is  thii£  tzrzth  never  reaches  tJM;  «aft  vf  '^:..-. 
princes.* 

* Becaoae  while  reigning  priz#»«  mes;  >^  r.  -...•^    , 
be  scEi7«^aii«ied  hj  those  wh/>M;  ntx.,...  v    ^     »i'..<^.^^ 
detliroced  pcinoes  necessarilj  jui;vi;  ^t^^  ,,\   .^    ,    ^-,, 
DcKibcIes.  nadame,  there  are  «.v^nx:  >  ^    a.*-^   ,&^«*<t.r» 
Iwatrfia  wbi3B»  devotion  to  yr*  m  u:*^*  •   .  .uv  ^.-       i^^f 
there  are  iLso  many  perBons  trjuv  m^  ij    i  .'j    a.«^   **     «,. 
Kanee  a  road  prepared  by  w'la*m.  tu^*  juci'  «:  ,^.  •     «.*  ,/^ 
tali<3CLr  wvsfclnh,  and  honors*     'Vx^f^*  tit*,  ^^^e.  i.^  ^ ■..«>•»«  i.«r 
who  have- lost  their  former  p^i»,*.4<^  u  p^^x^-u^    <p.i'    •^.i 
wish,  at  one  and  the  sanu;  X:^x»y.,  k  ii;>«^tM«"  1    a       «.    *< 
revenged  on  those  who  to'A  ;t  livu    lumx       r.  •• 
these  people  take  a  distorts  r^^nr  v?  la**-    x.  j*    «^-     •• 
appieciate  the  situation.     Tl^*r;/  Ct*^  t»   **>i't.    -r.    -«^y 
and  their  hope  to  over-confid*rv>t^     7'ui-»  io;uoi    ix*^** 
ssntly  of  a  revolution  which   p«irr;jt;/»   -ii^^  *    vv»'^     ^^^ 
which  certainly  will  not  come  wL^  \t^t   **/  v^-^*    ' 
they  deceive  themselves  and  deceive  yr^.     'i^****  '^^  ^ 
ly  lying  to  themselves,  and  then  they  li*  V/   T'''     - 
even  to  you.     They  lead  you  into  dimger  wj..-  '■  ^'^n 
sie  ready  to  incur  themselves;  and  thence   cof/**-^  ''^ 
error,  the  fatal  error,  which  you  have  been  i»*^'  ^ 
share,  madame,  and  which  you  absolutely  "Oi^^  '••^^ 
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nize  to  be  an  error  in  the  light  of  the  incontestable 
truths  which  I  present  for  your  consideration,  bmtallj, 
perhaps,  but  faithfully." 

''Well,  Master  Cicero,"  said  the  duchesse,  the  more 
testily  because  these  words  confirmed  what  she  had  heard 
at  the  GhHteau  de  Souday,  "  what  have  you  brought  in 
the  folds  of  your  togaf     Is  it  peace,  or  is  it  wart  " 

"  As  it  is  agreed  that  we  are  to  abide  by  the  traditions 
of  constitutional  royalty,  I  will  make  answer  to  her 
royal  Highness  that,  as  Regent,  it  is  for  her  to  decide 
the  question." 

''Oh,  yes,  —  my  Chambers  reserving  the  right,  of 
course,  to  refuse  supplies  if  my  decision  doesn't  suit  them. 
Oh,  Master  Marc,  I  am  thoroughly  acquainted  with  all 
the  fictions  of  your  constitutional  regime^  the  principal 
inconvenience  of  which,  in  my  opinion,  is  that  most  of 
the  time  is  occupied  with  the  afiairs  of  those  who  talk 
most,  and  not  of  those  who  talk  best.  However,  yoa 
must  have  collected  the  opinions  of  my  faithful  and 
trusty  friends  as  to  the  advisability  of  an  appeal  to 
arms.  What  is  it  ?  What  do  you  think  about  it  your- 
self? We  have  talked  much  about  the  truth;  it  is 
sometimes  a  terrible  spectre.  Never  mind;  woman 
though  I  be,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  evoke  it." 

**  It  is  because  I  am  convinced  that  there  is  the 
material  for  twenty  kings  in  madame's  head  and  heart 
that  I  did  not  shrink  from  undertaking  a  mission  which 
I  regard  as  a  painful  one. " 

"Ah,  now  we  are  getting  down  to  business!  Come, 
less  diplomacy.  Master  Marc;  speak  out  boldly  and 
firmly,  as  it  is  fitting  to  speak  to  a  soldier,  which 
I  am." 

She  saw  that  the  traveller  had  taken  off  his  cravat 
and  was  trying  to  rip  it  open  to  take  out  a  paper. 


"  Give  ifc  1k>  me;  giv©  it  tK> liw!  **  ah^  h«uU  ii^jAi^vMli^jk', 
"  I  can  do  it  jwusk  mpw  (^uickl^  thiWA  y  vu.  ** 

It  was  a  letter  wrtttea  ia  ci[,>h<^i:. 

Thfi  diic^uesse  glanced  «^  ii^  ^Kv'M  tuuvW4  v^  W<A  W 
Master  Mare. 

*^  I  should  w«^  time  deci^itWvii^^  U/  m^v^  Av^  **  W 
joo  md  it  to  me;  that  stiouKl  W  4  «uu|^v^  u^aHva  tus 
70a,  as  yon  doubUeaa  know  wh^t  il  \HiiUUus«.  "^ 

Master  Marc  took  the  |>aiier  fn^m  h^r  tM^u\Ut  w^^  ^v^v^^ 
withoat  hesitation,  what  fu)luw«}  — 

''The  penoDB  to  wboae  hounr  tho  Msi^h^  Imn  tm^M  <mUm  i.  >ti 
cannot  forbear  ezpreMJng  thbir  le^ii^t.  |i*i  Ou^HiUu^  l\  \\>\ 
lowing  which  the  pre«6iit  ciiai«  Um  \Hnm  jih^MHttt-  pm  i  M<N 
advice  was  given,  no  doubt,  hy  intifi  full  hI  ^o^Iimm  »4hl.'i,  I'mI" 
who  are  unacqnainUid  with  iUt  wiinal  i:iiiMliUuM  m)  hM^Um,  ^^ 
well  as  with  the  temper  of  nM:ri*i  iiiiixU. 

'^Thej  deceive  thtrfOMtlvfc*  m  lo  lh<«  fumMiLilUy  fi|  mm  ii^i 
rising  in  Pkria.    It  wooM  b*  Jrfi{#'iiMiMis  lo  Hini  l^h\,ti  jtiMi 
died  mcBtSot  in<elii#liog  ffAujn  m^ruUi  «^bi«  n^i^^M  unMi-  I  m  14 
cmwn  or  two,  eveo  to  buUl*  a  4Mt<irU»4i^  Jn  Ibi;  filn  M,  nl  Mm* 
risk  of  eomin;/ in  eclLiK/^A  wui*  cbic  J4i.ii/i*4<i  hn't-^ii  ntol  n  imU 
fill  garruoiL. 

•*Tliey  <iacKiT<e  u^:9b»f^/^  4«  ft/^  /^  '/»*.'!/'-,  ^w./  «*»  M.  7 
wd  in.  ^h^  ?aiK  '«/  tj;..^  o*.*. 'j«.  '^^  ^^  /lj./</4y4  ■/  ,i  «./  ».>»  1/.^ 
pBoviniae  ji  ',''<st'.^  •;/  a  -.  ..^.jcr  ^--wi  tt^t^f^  ^  ...u   t. f  »* 
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''The  diacreet  friends  of  the  legitimist  canse,  who  have 
never  been  forewarned  of  intended  action,  who  have  never 
been  consulted  upon  the  hazardous  steps  that  have  been  un- 
dertaken, and  who  never  know  what  has  been  done  until  it 
Ib  all  over,  disclaim  all  responsibility  for  what  has  been  done 
in  fftvor  of  those  who  have  invented  and  advised  it;  thej 
desire  none  of  the  possible  honor,  and  refuse  to  assume  the 
blame.*' 

During  the  reading,  Madame  waa  in  a  state  of  intense 
agitation.  Her  face,  ordinarily  pale,  became  crimson. 
She  passed  her  trembling  hand  back  and  forth  through 
her  hair,  behind  the  woollen  cap  which  she  wore.  She 
did  not  once  interrupt  the  reader  by  word,  or  otherwise; 
hut  it  was  evident  that  her  tranquillity  was  the  pre- 
cursor of  a  storm.  To  avert  it.  Master  Marc  hastened 
to  say,  as  he  handed  her  the  paper  after  folding  it  up 
again,— 

"  I  was  not  the  writer  of  that  letter,  madame. " 

^  No,"  retorted  the  duchesse,  unable  to  contain  her- 
self longer;  ''  hut  he  who  consented  to  be  the  bearer  of 
it  was  quite  capable  of  writing  it." 

The  advocate  realized  that,  with  the  ardent  and 
impressionable  nature  he  had  to  deal  with,  he  would 
gain  nothing  hy  over-humility ;  so  he  drew  himself  up 
to  his  full  height. 

**  Yes,"  said  he,  ''and  he  blushes  for  his  momentary 
weakness;  and  although  he  does  not  approve  of  certain 
expressions  in  the  letter,  he  appreciates  and  shares  the 
feeling  which  dictated  it." 

"  The  feeling !  "  echoed  the  duchesse.  **  Oive  the 
feeling  its  true  name  of  selfish  egoism.  Gall  it  pm* 
dence,  which  strongly  resembles — " 

"Cowardice,  isn't  it,  madame t  Yes,  it  is  indeed  a 
cowardly  heart  which  has  abandoned  everything  to  oome 


A  LITTLE  HISTORY  DOES  VO  HAUM. 


tiVi 


and  share  the  perils  of  a  tittution  it  di4  wA  mMm, 
Selfish,  indeed,  is  he  who  has  cfitatt  \untn  Uf  my  Up  fotif 
'  You  want  the  troth,  madame,  and  }ufrts  it  h,  hnif  )/ 
it  pleases  your  loyal  Higfaneas  to  mMt^t  Up  p^fUiu  ^Umii$, 
you  will  see  me  maiehiog  to  i^  mtt»^  j^/sl  \/f  y*f*u 
side.'" 

The  ducheaae  was  s£I«&t  ifH  a  few  »uyiiM«4#^  *tX*m 
she  rejoined,  moie  el:.i-t,  *1  ULy/t^JOi^  y^r^f  U^U4\^ 
devotion,  mons:*^-^^;  vu  jvi;  ^ggit  ,,»  «»/vw..v^>^  ir,*;< 
the  conditioQ  cf  La  T«ii^,  Vwr  /a1v«««*.*^  /x  *r# 
derived  from  tL:«e  wi«-,  i»t  \f^/^i^^  w  VtJ*:  ttiv^ritttj^ttt-*  '^ 

"  Yeiy  well :  let  la  «v^n^.ii»t  -rtJtc  jtt  4J^^  •v.  >^  i«t 
suppose  tka2  La  T«ii«it  ▼  ,,  r-^  lit  vut  ititH  ^  >»n  w 
suppoee  thas  is  irll  si.:';';  ;vt  v  :\  Vfci^>».  #-^  *«y^ 
haltalioiu  Les  is  srn'V.w^  -titf:  :  v  .  vt  itK/*^^  4<};  "># 
its  blxjti  jflii  ^r^-Tj:  ::r*nL  ir»  «i«^iii*A  X^k  '  '9i/W>.  « 
not  Frmnnft.  * 
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royal  son  the  perilous  honor  of  muzzling  the  popular 
lion." 

"  And  why  not,  monsieur  1 " 

'*  Because  that  redoutable  beast  is  suspicious  of  him 
above  all  else.  Because  as  soon  as  he  spies  him  afar  off 
the  lion  will  shake  his  mane,  sharpen  his  teeth  and 
claws,  and  growl  angrily  at  him  as  he  approaches.  Oh, 
one  cannot  be  a  descendant  of  Louis  XIV.  with  impunity, 
madame  I  *' 

"  In  your  judgment,  then,  it 's  all  up  with  the  Bourbon 
dynasty  ? " 

''  God  forbid  that  such  a  thought  should  ever  enter  my 
brain,  madame!  But  I  think  that  revolutions  are  not 
to  be  turned  backward;  I  think  that  when  they  have 
once  been  allowed  to  begin,  they  must  not  be  arrested 
in  their  development.  It  is  attempting  the  impossible; 
it  is  like  trying  to  make  the  mountain  torrent  flow  back 
to  its  source.  Either  this  will  be  a  fruitful  revolu- 
tion,—  in  which  case,  madame,  I  am  sufficiently  well 
acquainted  with  your  patriotism  to  feel  sure  that  you 
will  be  reconciled  to  it,  —  or  it  will  be  barren  of  results; 
and  then  the  mistakes  of  the  de  facto  rulers  will  serve 
your  son  far  better  than  his  own  efforts  could  do." 

"  But  things  may  endure  in  that  situation  for  cen- 
turies, monsieur! " 

**  Madame,  his  Majesty  Henri  Y.  is  a  principle,  and 
principles  share  with  the  Almighty  the  privilege  of 
immortality." 

"  In  your  opinion,  then,  I  ought  to  renounce  all  my 
hopes,  abandon  my  friends  already  compromised,  and 
leave  them  to  seek  me  in  vain  among  them  when  they 
take  up  arms  three  days  hence,  and  to  send  word  to 
them  by  a  stranger,  'Marie  Caroline,  for  whom  yoa 
were   ready   to   fight,    for  whom    you    were   ready   to 
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'  T<n  ^r31  not  Ik  mlied  i^ck  bi  lajiwt.'h  ynaam^ 
tbiWi  ■■"■<-'■— ;  in  jimr  ^-m""*  irill  us  bodf  UcH^Mr 
three  dtyi  bed^' 

'  Pnj,  don't  jon  bunr  dvt  Sk  nj»i"min£  u  ^iptonled 
fortb«24tli1* 

*  Tom  fn^^  mrtiMft,  Arndd  ^bw  noHWd  owiufai- 

-WIwb!' 
-To-d^." 

*  To-daj!  '  eried  &e  limine  .  bowiaag  dsUj,  ml 
rising  to  bar  beL  "  Wbaiee  e^Be  tiie  «idei^  I  heg  to 
knowt" 

■FromNKitot* 

"Wboiwoedil!" 

■  The  mma  vhon  701  tc4d  jooi  fnenda  to  obej.' 

"  The  DUT^ebkl  T  ' 

*  He  did  but  follow  the  inatnetacxta  ct  the  P«riri— 
oommittee." 

'  In  that  cue,"  eri«d  the  daeheMe,  *  I  un  no  loDgeF 
of  any  aceonnt,  am  1 1  * 

*  On  the  eoDtiaij,  madame,"  cried  the  menenger, 
falling  apon  one  knee  and  clasping  his  bands,  "  joa  are 
of  the  utmost  aoooont;  jon  are  everything  to  oal  It 
is  for  that  reason  that  we  protect  yon ;  it  is  for  tiiat 
reason  that  we  are  nnwilling  to  allow  yon  to  prDce«d 
in  a  hopeless  movement.  It  ia  for  that  reason  that  we 
tremble  to  think  of  risking  the  loaa  of  your  popularity 
hy  a  defeat  I  " 

'  Monsieur,  monsieor,"  bi 
Theresa  bad  bad  advisen  b 
would  have  reconquered  th 
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On  the  other  hand,  tiiadame,  it  is  with  no  other 
ohject  than  that  of  assuring  the  throne  to  your  son  mon 
speedily  that  we  say  to  you,  *  Leave  France,  and  let  us 
make  of  you  the  angel  of  peace,  instead  of  the  demcm 
of  war.'" 

*'0h,  oh  I"  exclaimed  the  duchesse,  placing  her 
clinched  fists  over  her  eyes^  ''what  disgrace  I  what 
cowardice  I " 

Master  Marc  went  on  as  if  he  had  not  heard,  or  rather 
as  if  the  conclusions  which  he  had  in  charge  to  make 
known  to  the  duchesse  were  so  firmly  determined  upon 
that  nothing  could  change  them. 

"  All  arrangements  have  been  made,  so  that  Madame 
can  leave  !France  without  hindrance.  A  vessel  is  cruis- 
ing in  the  Bay  of  Bourgneuf.  In  three  hours  your 
Highness  may  he  on  board." 

"  Oh,  noble  La  Vendue!  "  cried  the  duchesse,  ^  who 
could  have  foretold  that  thou  wouldst  repulse  me,  that 
thou  wouldst  turn  me  from  thy  door  when  I  came  in 
the  name  of  thy  Ood  and  thy  king  f  Ah,  I  thought  that 
faithless  Paris  alone  was  false  and  ungrateful ;  but  thou, 
— thou  to  whom  I  came  seeking  a  throne,  refuseth  me 
a  tomb!     Oh,  no,  no;  I  could  not  have  believed  it  I  * 

"You  will  go,  madame,  will  you  nott"  said  tlia 
messenger,  still  kneeling,  with  hands  clasped. 

"Yes,  I  will  go,"  said  the  duchesse;  *  yes,  I  will 
leave  France.  But  mark  this  well:  I  will  never 
return,  for  I  do  not  choose  to  return  with  strangers. 
They  are  only  awaiting  a  favorable  moment  to  form  a 
coalition  against  Philippe,  as  you  well  know;  and  when 
the  moment  arrives,  they  will  come  and  ask  me  for  my 
son, — not  because  they  are  really  any  more  anxious 
about  his  rights  than  they  were  about  Louis  XYI.,  in 
1792,  or  Louis  XYIII. ,  in  1813,  but  as  a  pretext  to 
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ptoride  then  with  a  fkcticn  in  Puia.  TTfll,  ia  tluit 
eveiit,  they  thftll  not  hara  my  son, —  no,  tlwy  shall  n<.^t 
hare  him,  not  for  anything  in  the  world!  1  will  nurrv 
him  off  to  the  Calabrian  moontaina,  tather,  UmUr- 
stand,  monsiear,  if  he  mnat  boy  the  throne  of  Fiancw 
by  the  cmsim)  of  a  proTinoe,  a  city,  a  fortress,  a  house, 
eT«n  a  cottage  like  tiaa  which  now  ahelten  my  hcail, 
I  give  yon  my  word  aa  Beg»nt  and  as  mother  that  he 
nerer  shall  be  king!  And  now  I  have  no  more  t«i  a*,T 
to  yon.  Qo,  monsiaiiT,  and  carry  back  my  wordi  to 
thoee  who  sent  yon." 

Master  Marc  rose  and  bowed  low  to  the  duohana, 
expecting  tha^  as  he  took  his  leave,  she  would  glva  him 
one  at  least  of  the  two  hands  she  had  given  him  at  hit 
arrival;  but  she  maintained  a  threatening  attitude, — 
fiats  clinched  and  browa  contracted. 

"God  keep  your  HighnessI"  said  the  mpsiengnr, 
thinking  it  best  to  wait  no  longnr,  and  judging  rightly 
that  80  long  as  he  stood  there  not  a  muscle  of  that  framo 
would  move. 

He  was  not  mistaken.  But  the  door  had  hardly 
dosed  upon  him  when  Madame,  exhauated  by  the  long- 
continued  strain,  burst  into  convulsive  sobbing,  and  fall 
back  upon  her  bed,  murmuring,  — 

'Oh,  Bonneville,  my  poor  Bonnevillal" 


664  THE  SHS-WOLYES  OF  MAGHECOUL. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

WHEREIN  PETIT-PIEBBB  BESOLYSS  TO  MAKE   A  BEATS 
FIQHT  AGAINST  ADVBBSE  FOBTUNE. 

At  the  close  of  the  interview  we  have  just  related,  the 
traveller  at  once  left  the  farmhouse  of  Banlosuvre;  he 
was  anxious  to  return  to  Nantes  before  midday. 

A  few  moments  after  his  departure,  although  it  wm 
scarcely  dawn,  Petit-Pierre,  in  his  peasant's  dress,  came 
down  from  his  room  to  the  lower  hall, — an  enormous 
room,  the  grayish  walls  of  which  were  in  many  places 
bare  of  the  plaster  which  had  originally  covered  them, 
and  the  rafters  blackened  with  smoke.  It  contained  a 
great  wardrobe  of  polished  oak,  the  locks  and  handles 
of  which  glistened  in  the  darkness  on  the  dull,  brown 
mass.  The  remainder  of  the  furniture  of  the  apartment 
consisted  of  two  beds  with  hangings  of  greenish  serge, 
standing  side  by  side,  two  common  pitchers,  and  a  clock 
in  a  tall,  carved  case,  whose  ticking  was  the  only  sign 
of  life  in  the  deathly  silence. 

The  fireplace  was  high  and  broad;  the  shelf  had  a 
lambrequin  of  similar  stuff  to  the  bed-hangings,  but  its 
color  had  changed  from  russet  green  to  brownish  black. 

On  this  shelf  were  the  ornamental  articles  ordinarily 
found  on  farmhouse  chimney-pieces,— a  wax  figure,  cov- 
ered  with  a  glass  globe,  representing  the  Child  Jesosi 
two  porcelain  jars  containing  artificial  flowers  covered 
with  gauze  to  protect  them  fiom  the  flies,  and  a  twig  ol 
consecrated  box-wood. 


Onij  a  bani  [■rtiiaim  :a^i>iaPB%L  :sii»  Wl  Isnni  IW 
^gbifi.     TboB  WHB  «&vqsft  juifti^  «mc  tit  tsh»^  piiHiftii^^ 

WbsL  Potat-FuoEm  opumiii  Qhd  iuiic  ;i  Btaii  wW  nr^ 
^psBnfa^  ImiiBKlf  at:  dm  tin  ismS).  ami  Z!t»«^«wtfaU^  ikis>y^ 
md&  to  maSsB  voam.  fiir  (&»  ]BnM»nn»r;  bocft  iVlx^l'Wn^ 
lutuaei  to  him.  to  uauumii  hii^  aiwi  at  IW  ^hiittiM»y>^ 
He  took  a  stooL  ami  awateii  biasi^ibf  ia  IK^  oth^t 
sppooiB  dm  maa^  wha  «»  ■>»  gi^Mr  IIma  Jimoi 

Onllia^ 
Hwn  ^  icBted  his  hml  <n  k»  IttnvL  supported  hit 

dbow  €n  Ub  knee,,  wad  »i  timnw  phu)^«d  in  d««p  refleoo 

ikn,  vkfle  llie  feTedd^  ^PP"n^  ^  ^  '^^  which  k^pl 

hia  whde  hodj  tzmbling^  boc«  witnoas  thai  Pelil-liHerrft 

was  in  a  slate  of  <fire  petpfexilj. 

Jean  Onlliery  who  had  leaaons  of  his  own  tor  preooou- 
pation  and  anxietj,  sal  ^oomj  and  silent  He  had  taken 
his  pipe  from  his  month  when  P^tit-Piene  oame  in,  and 
was  twisting  it  ahoat  meehanieally  hetween  his  fingers; 
he  emerged  from  his  meditations  only  to  heave  sighs 
which  resembled  threats^  or  to  hnish  the  embers  to- 
gether  on  the  hearth. 

Petit-Pierre  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"Weren't  you  smoking  when  I  came  in,  my  goocL 
msnl "  said  he. 

"  Yes, "  replied  OuUier,  laconically,  with  a  very  notice^ 
aUe  tone  of  respect  in  his  voice. 

"  Why  don't  you  keep  on  t " 

"  I  sm  afraid  it 's  disagreeable  to  you." 

'^ Nonsense!  aren't  we  in  camp,  or  much  the  same 
thing,  my  mant  I  am  all  the  more  desirous  that  yon 
should  make  yourself  comfortable,  because,  nnfoitit- 
natdy,  it's  our  last  camp." 
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However  enigmatical  Uiem  woids  maj  have  lieeii, 
Jeaa  OuUier  did  not  allow  himBelf  to  interrogate  Petit 
Pierro.  Witb  the  marrellouB  tact,  which  chaiaderiiee 
the  Veodean  peasant,  without  any  outward  sign  that  he 
knew  aught  of  Fetit-Pierie'B  real  qu*Utj,  he  did  not 
take  advantage  of  the  perauBBioa  given,  and  lefnined 
from  an;  question  which  might  have  seemed  disrespectful. 
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defence,  and  still  bleeding  from  that  wound.  As  for  his 
father's  crime, —  if  his  father  really  committed  a  crime, 
which  it  is  for  (}od  to  decide, — did  he  not  expiate  it  hj 
a  violent  death?" 

''Yes  he  didi**  replied  Jean,  hanging  his  head  in 
spite  of  himself. 

''  Do  you  dare  to  question  the  judgments  of  Providence  f 
Do  you  dare  to  maintain  that  He,  in  whose  presence  he 
appeared  pale  and  bleeding  from  a  violent  and  sudden 
death,  did  not  extend  His  pitying  hand  over  his  head? 
And  why,  when  Gkxi's  vengeance  is  satisfied,  should  yon 
show  yourself  sterner  and  more  implacable  than  the 
Most  High  ? " 

Jean  Oullier  made  no  reply. 

Every  word  touched  the  religious  chords  of  his  soml, 
and  shook  his  deep-seated  hatred  of  Baron  Michel,  but 
did  not  succeed  in  uprooting  it  altogether. 

''M.  Michel,"  Petit-l^ierre  went  on,  "is  a  kind- 
hearted,  brave  youth,  gentle  and  modest,  simple-minded 
and  devout;  he  is  wealthy,  which  is  never  esteemed  a 
drawback.  I  think  that  your  young  mistress,  with  her 
somewhat  decided  character  and  her  independent  habits, 
could  never  meet  a  more  suitable  match ;  I  am  convinced 
that  she  will  be  perfectly  happy  with  him.  Ask  nothing 
more  of  Ood,  my  poor  Jean  Oullier.  Forget  the  past,* 
added  Petit-Pierre  with  a  sigh.  ''Alasl  if  one  must 
needs  remember  forever,  there  is  an  end  of  love." 

Jean  Oullier  shook  his  head. 

''Monsieur  Petit-Pierre,"  said  he,  ^you  speak  with 
marvellous  force,  and  like  a  good  Christian;  but  there 
are  things  which  one  cannot  forget  at  will,  and  unfortu- 
nately for  M.  Michel,  my  relations  with  his  father 
belong  to  that  category. " 

"  I  ask  you  to  divulge  no  secrets,  Jean,"  rejoined 
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Pierre,  gravely ;  **  but  ihe  young  baron,  as  I  bave  akeady 
told  you,  bas  sbed  bis  blood  for  me ;  be  vas  my  guide, 
and  offered  me  sbelter  in  tbis  bouse,  wbicb  is  bis. 
I  bave  a  deeper  feeling  tban  affection  for  bim,  —  I  am 
grateful  to  bim ;  and  it  would  cause  me  deep  sorrow  to 
tbink  tbat  my  friends  are  disunited.  So,  dear  Jean 
Oullier,  in  tbe  name  of  your  devotion  to  my  person, 
wbicb  I  am  sure  of,  I  ask  you  if  not  to  renounce  your 
memory,  —  as  you  bave  said,  one  cannot  lay  it  aside 
and  resume  it  at  will, —  at  least  to  keep  back  your  batred 
until  time,  and  tbe  certainty  tbat  your  former  enemy's 
son  bas  made  bappy  tbe  maiden  you  reared,  bave  bad 
an  opportunity  to  effeuse  tbat  batred  from  your  beart.'' 

**  Let  bappiness  come  from  wbatsoever  quarter  it  may, 
and  I  will  tbank  Grod  for  it;  but  I  do  not  tbink  tbat 
it  bas  entered  tbe  Gb&teau  de  Souday  witb  Monsieur 
Micbel." 

"  Wby  so,  please,  my  good  Jean)  " 

"Because  tbe  longer  I  live,  Monsieur  Petit-Pierre, 
tbe  more  I  doubt  M.  Micbel's  love  for  Mademoiselle 
Bertba." 

Petit-Pierre  sbrugged  bis  sboulders,  impatiently. 

"  Permit  me  to  question  a  little  your  perspicacity  in 
affairs  of  tbe  beart^  my  dear  Jean  Oullier, "  said  be. 

"I  may  be  wrong,"  retorted  tbe  old  Vendean;  "but 
if  tbis  union  witb  Mademoiselle  Bertba  —  tbat  is  to  say, 
tbe  greatest  bonor  to  wbicb  your  prot^g^  could  possibly 
aspire  —  is  tbe  fulfilment  of  bis  desires,  wby  was  be  in 
sucb  baste  to  leave  tbe  farmbouse,  and  wby  did  be  pass 
tbe  nigbt  wandering  about  like  a  madman  t " 

"If  be  did  wander  about  all  nigbt>"  replied  Petit- 
Pierre,  "  it  was  because  bappiness  prevented  bis  keeping 
still  in  one  spot;  and  if  be  left  tbe  farmbouse,  it  was 
in  all  probability  because  our  service  demanded  it." 
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''  I  trust  so;  I  am  not  one  of  those  who  believe  only 
in  themselves.  And  although  my  mind  is  made  up  to 
leave  the  Ch&teau  de  Souday  the  day  that  Michel's  son 
enters  it,  I  shall  pray  Grod  none  the  less,  morning  and 
nighty  for  the  child's  happiness,  and  at  the  same  fclme 
keep  my  eye  on  the  youth;  I  will  do  my  best  to  keep 
my  presentiments  from  coming  true,  and  to  prevent  him 
from  bringing  despair  to  his  wife's  heart  instead  of  the 
happiness  he  promises  her." 

"  Thanks,  Jean  Oullierl  I  may  hope,  then,  that  yon 
will  not  show  your  teeth  to  my  prot^^  any  more.  Yoa 
promise  me,  do  you  not  t  ** 

**  I  will  keep  my  hatred  and  my  distrust  at  the  bottom 
of  my  heart,  to  be  brought  to  ^e  sur&ce  only  in  case 
his  conduct  calls  for  it;  that  is  as  much  as  I  dare  to 
promise,  but  don't  ask  me  to  love  or  esteem  him.  ** 

"  Unmanageable  race!  "  exclaimed  Petit-Pierre,  in  an 
undertone;  "  to  be  sure,  it  is  that  which  makes  you  ao 
grand  and  strong." 

^  Yes,"  replied  Jean  Oullier  to  this  aside,  which  was 
uttered  loud  enough  for  the  old  Yendean  to  overhear, 
"yes,  we  have  only  one  hate  and  one  love,  in  moat 
instances;  but  is  it  for  you  to  complain  of  that^  Mon- 
sieur Petit-Pierre  t " 

He  gazed  earnestly  at  the  young  man,  as  if  to  offer 
him  a  respectful  challenge. 

''No,"  replied  Petit-Pierre;  ''I  am  the  less  incHned 
to  complain  of  it,  because  it  is  almost  all  that  remains 
to  Henri  Y.  of  his  monarchy  of  fourteen  centuries,  and 
it  is  not  enough,  it  seems." 

^  Who  says  so  t "  exclaimed  the  Yendean,  in  a  threat^ 
ening  tone,  rising  to  his  feet  as  he  spoke. 

''You  will  know  very  soon.  We  bave  been  talking 
of  your  afGsdrs,  Jean  Oullier,  and  I  am  not  sony;  for 
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out  talk  interrupted  veiy  melancholy  thonghte.  Now 
it  ii  time  to  busy  myself  with  my  own  a  little.  Wliat 
time  is  itt " 

"Half  past  four." 

"  Oo  and  rouse  oar  friends.  Politics  does  not  inters 
fere  vith  their  sleep ;  but  I  know  not  what  sleep  is,  for 
my  politics  b  my  maternal  love.     Farewell,  my  friend." 

Jean  OuUier  left  the  room.  Petit-Pierre,  with  bowed 
head,  paced  hack  and  forth;  he  stamped  his  foot  impa- 
tiently, he  wrung  his  hands  despairingly,  and  when  ha 
letuined  to  the  fireplace  two  great  tears  were  rolling 
down  his  cheeks,  and  hia  heart  was  overUden.  He 
threw  himself  on  his  knees,  and  with  clasped  hands  he 
piayed  to  Qod,  who  disposes  of  earthly  thrones,  to  make 
clear  His  will,  and  to  give  him  the  unconquerable 
strength  to  continue  his  task,  or  the  resignation  to 
support  misfortune. 
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